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PREFACE. 


IN  bringing  out  the  present  Edition  of  the  Works  of  trie  great  Scottish  Poet,  the  Publishers 
need  only  confine  themselves  to  a  statement  of  what  forms  its  distinguishing  characteristics 
from  other  editions,  or,  in  other  words,  of  what  constitutes  its  peculiar  claims  on  the  atten- 
tion and  patronage  of  the  public.  Any  endeavour  to  interest  the  reader  beyond  this,  by 
dwelling  on  the  merits  of  the  Poet  himself,  would  here  be  superfluous;  for  the  name  of 
ROBERT  BURNS  is  now  familiar  to  all,  and  his  memory  is  cherished  with  affectionate  enthu- 
siasm, not  by  his  countrymen  alone,  but  by  the  generous-hearted  of  all  nations,  wherever 
the  English  language  has  penetrated,  or  British  literature  is  cultivated. 

Fifteen  years  ago,  MR  LOCKHART,  in  his  Memoir  of  the  Poet,  remarked,  that  "  To  accu- 
mulate all  that  has  been  said  of  BURNS,  even  by  men  like  himself  of  the  first  order,  would 
fill  a  volume  —and  a  noble  monument  that  volume  would  be— the  noblest,  except  what  he 
has  left  us  in  his  own  immortal  verses,  which,  were  some  dross  removed,  and  the  rest  ar- 
ranged in  chronological  order,  would,  I  believe,  form  to  the  intelligent  a  more  perfect  and 
vivid  history  of  his  life  than  will  ever  be  composed  out  of  all  the  materials  in  the  world 
beside." 

In  the  present  edition  it  has  been  attempted  to  combine  loth  the  objects  hero  hinted  at 
by  MR  LOCKHART. 

The  chronological  arrangement  of  the  poems  has  been,  as  far  as  was  possible,  strictly 
adhered  to,  and  the  copious  annotations  upon  these  productions,  which  the  master-minds 
of  the  age  have  scattered  so  liberally  over  our  literature,  have  been  gathered  together,  and 
exhibited  in  juxtaposition  with  the  poems  they  were  designed  to  illustrate.  Among  the 
many  eminent  authors  from  whose  writings  gleanings  have  thus  been  made,  may  be  men- 
tioned the  names  of  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  LORD  BYRON,  LORD  JEFFRKY,  SIR  EGERTON 
BRYDGES,  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH,  PROFESSOR  WILSON,  J.  G.  LOCKHART,  THOMAS 
CAMPBELL,  THOMAS  CARLYLE,  WILLIAM  HAZLITT,  &c.  In  addition,  a  great  variety  of 
Original  Notes  have  been  appended,  while  the  whole  of  Mr  ROBERT  CUAMBERS'S  interest- 
ing biographical  and  topographical  details  regarding  the  Poet,  his  contemporaries,  and  the 
scenes  with  which  he  was  connected  or  which  he  celebrated,  as  written  for  "  The  Land  of 
Burns,"  are  here  for  the  first  time  incorporated  with  the  Poet's  productions,  and  form  a 
feature  which  must  remain  peculiar  to  this  edition  of  his  works. 


PREFACE. 

No  one  can  now  hope  to  set  in  a  new  light,  or  to  add  new  interest  to,  a  biography 
which  has  successively  engaged  the  pens  of  HERON,  CURRIE,  WALKER,  LOCKHART,  and  CUN- 
NINGHAM. The  Publishers,  therefore,  thought  they  would  best  serve  the  purposes  of  this 
publication,  and  the  fame  of  Burns,  by  reprinting  the  affectionate  narrative  of  the  Poet's 
life  by  DR  CURRIE,  with  such  additions  and  annotations  (duly  distinguished  from  the  ori- 
ginal text)  as  were  called  for  by  the  increased  store  of  information  elaborated  by  later  bio- 
graphers. These  additions  have  been  made  -in  the  spirit  of  CURRIE'S  narrative,  bright- 
ening up  what,  from  the  circumstances  in  which  he  wrote,  he  was  obliged  to  leave  in  ob- 
scurity, and  adding  such  now  facts  as  the  lapse  of  time  has  brought  to  light. 

In  connection  with  the  Memoir  by  DR  CURRIE,  a  copious  Appendix  is  given,  in  which 
will  be  found  much  interesting  matter  regarding  the  Poet  and  his  family,  sketches  of  his 
character  by  several  of  his  personal  friends,  and  estimates  of  his  genius  by  various  distin- 
guished authors.  In  this  Appendix  will  also  be  found  the  most  complete  collection  of 
"  Poems  written  in  Memory  of  Burns"  that  has  ever  yet  been  laid  before  the  public. 

To  complete  the  picture  of  the  Poet,  and  to  give  to  this  edition  a  value  and  attraction 
which  no  other  can  boast,  the  work  contains  the  whole  of  Professor  WILSON'S  celebrated 
"Essay  on  the  Genius  and  Character  of  Burns" — an  Essay  not  more  remarkable  for  its  im- 
passioned eloquence  and  inimitable  humour,  than  for  the  soundness  of  judgment  and  gene- 
rosity of  sentiment  which  it  displays  throughout,  in  its  estimate  of  the  Poet's  writings  and 
character. 

The  Pictorial  Illustrations  comprise  all  the  Landscapes  and  Portraits  which  adorn  the 
highly-valued  work,  entituled,  "  The  Land  of  Burns."  In  embellishment,  therefore,  this 
edition  of  the  Scottish  Poet  far  transcends  any  which  has  ever  been  offered  to  the  public. 
The  Landscapes  embrace  all  the  localities  identified  with  the  Life  and  Writings  of  the  Poet, 
including  views  of  the  "  banks  and  braes"  of  the  sweetest  streams  and  noblest  rivers  of  the 
land;  the  Doon,  the  Ayr,  the  Lugar,  the  Girvan,  the  Irvine,  the  Afton,  the  Coil,  the  Feal, 
the  Logan,  the  Nith,  the  Cluden,  the  Devon,  the  Forth,  the  Tay,  the  Spey,  the  Moness, 
the  Bruar,  &c.  all  from  the  pencil  of  an  artist  intimately  acquainted  with  the  subjects  he 
has  depicted,  and  fully  alive  to  the  poetical  and  classical  interest  which  attaches  to  them. 
The  Portraits  present  authentic  likenesses  of  parties  connected  with  the  Poet  by  personal 
intimacy,  or  by  association  with  his  Muse. 

In  conclusion,  the  Publishers  close  this  edition  of  the  great  Scottish  Poet,  with  the  satis- 
faction of  believing,  that,  if  an  author's  best  monument  is  to  be  found  in  his  works,  they 
have  done  something  to  erect  a  pillar  to  his  memory,  befitting,  in  completeness  of  design 
and  richness  and  elegance  of  execution,  the  highly-cherished  and  much- loved  name  of 
ROBERT  BURNS. 
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VOLUME    I. 


Lincludcn— The  Poet's  Dream, 


DESCRIPTION  OF  VIGNETTE. — The  Vignette  to  the  pre- 
sent volume,  entitled  "  Lincluden,  the  Poet's  Dream," 
is  tints  described  by  Mr  D.  O.  Hill,  the  artist  who 
designed  it : — 

"  •  *  Perhaps  you  will  say  the  picture  should 
describe  itself ;  but  the  subject  is  a  dream,  and  the 
best  dreams  on  record  have  after  all  required  interpre 
tations,  and  these  were  sometimes  supplied  by  the 
dreamers  themselves  ;  under  which  high  examples,  as 
well  as  that  memorable  one  afforded  by  the  learned 
author  of  the  Spanish  Armada,  a  historical  tragedy,  when 
he  found  it  necessary  to  interpret  what  Lord  Burleigh 
meant  by  shaking  his  head,  I  take  shelter,  while  I 
•  attempt  to  describe  and  interpret  the  Poet's  Dream  at 
Lincluden. 

"  The  architecture  which  forms  the  back  ground  of 
the  subject,  is  the  ruined  and  beautiful  door-way  and 
western  window  of  the  chapel  at  Lincluden  abbey,  near 
Dumfries,  which  I  need  not  remind  a  devotee  of  Burns 
was  one  of  his  most  favourite  haunts.  Its  flattened  arch, 
of  extreme  rarity  in  Gothic  architecture,  its  beautifully 
designed  sculptures,  and  its  royal  tomb,  are  well  de- 
scribed by  a  recent  tourist,  *  however  heretical  in  his 
appreciation  of  its  general  effect  ;  which  certainly  is  of 
a  character  different  from  that  of  New-abbey,  with 
which  he  contrasts  it,  but  yet,  amid  its  green  pastures, 
its  quiet  waters,  and  its  graceful  and  fantastic  ash 
trees,  is  of  a  style  of  picturesque  beauty  perfect  in  its 
kind.  Here,  by  the  roofless  tower, '  the  stern  and  stal- 
wart ghaist '  of  liberty  appeared  to  the  poet,  and  here, 
as  he  has  recorded  in  his  version  of '  Ca'  the  yowes,'  the 
fairies  love  to  wander  by  the  clear  moonlight.  I  have 
supposed  that  the  Bard  has  visited  this  beautiful  seclu- 
sion late  on  a  summer  night ;  that  he  has  lain  down  on 
one  of  the  verdant  knolls  before  the  ruin,  and,  whether 
from  partaking  too  freely  of  the  hospitality  of  the  Lord 
of  the  abbey  at  Terregles,  or  that  of  the  Laird  of  Carse, 
'  deep  read  in  old  wines,'  I  know  not ;  but  he  falls 
asleep,  and  immediately  supposes  his  head  to  be  pil- 
lowed on  the  lap  of  Coila,  the  favourite  muse  of  his 
youthful  manhood,  to  whom,  and  to  Doon's  immortal 
banks,  though  he  now  lived  where  '  Nith  ran  proudly 
to  the  sea,'  he  was  often  transported  both  in  sleeping 
and  waking  vision.  In  this  situation  he  is  found  by 
the  king  and  queen  of  the  fairies,  who  with  their  train 
of  elves,  spunkies,  brownies,  kelpies,  mermaids,  &c., 
come  to  hold  a  night  of  high  revelry  in  their  favourite 
domain.  They  immediately  recognize  him  as  the  child 
of  song,  who  had  celebrated  their  race,  and  resolve  to 
gratify  him  with  a  vision  of  some  subjects  worthy  of 
being  by  him  immortalised.  As  on  another '  mid-sum- 
mer night'  a  difference  of  opinion  arises  between  the 
*  Dr  Dibdin. 
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royal  pah-,  in  regard  to  the  nature  of  the  vision  to  be 
presented.  The  voice  of  the  king  is  still  for  war,  and 
he  wishes  to  inspire  the  poet  to  sing  of  high  and  nobla 
deeds.  The  queen  gives  her  voice  for  gentler  and 
humbler  themes  ;  and  the  poet  accordingly  profits  \>y 
the  dispute,  for,  instead  of  one  class  of  subjects,  his 
soul  is  gladdened  with  a  varied  series  of  spectral 
tableaux,  which  go  to  fit  him  for  excelling  in  all  thu 
walks  of  his  art. 

"  The  figures  in  armour  behind  the  advanced  bannei 
'  auld  Scotland's  Bluidy  Lion,'  conjured  up  by  the  fairy 
king,  are  Wallace,  Bruce,  Douglas  and   Randolph  — 
characters,  it  may  be  presumed,  in  the  intended  drama, 
founded  on  a  portion  in  the  history  of  the  great  restorer 
of  Scottish  liberty,  which  Burns  long  nourished  the 
idea  of  writing,  and  which  Sir  Walter  Seott  regretted 
and  his  countrymen  may  ever  regret,  he  did  not  live  to 
write.      The   tattered  and   mutilated  warrior   beside 
them  is  the  son  of   Mars  of  the  Jolly  Beggars,  keeping 
watch  over  the  kettle  of  the  kirk  and  state,  illustrat- 
ing the  patriotic  resolves  which    animated  even  the 
lowest  of  the  people  at  the  time  of  the  threatened 
French  invasion  ;  so  felicitously  brought  out  by  Burns 
in  the  song  of  his  old  hero,  who,  beggar  as  he  was, 
declared  himself  ready  to  turn  out.  and  '  rattle  on  his 
stumps  to  the  sound  of  the  drum.'    The  figures  on  the 
other  side  of  the  picture  are  several  rustic  beauties — a 
ruling  elder,  a  clergyman,  Tarn  O'Shanter,  and  Souter 
Johnnie,  the  toil-worn  cottar,  over  whose  head  death 
shakes  his  sand-glass,  while  the  spectre  is  repelled  by 
Hornbook,  who  with  ready  art  holds  in  his  face  a  potion 
phial,  containing  probably  that  universal  specific,  the 
sal-alkali  of  midge-tail  clippings.    The  old  gentleman 
aloft,  employed  in  the  exercise  of  our  serenely  silent 
art,  is  Captain  Grose,  who  was  engaged  in  making 
drawings  of  Lincluden  when  he  met  the  poet  at  Friar's 
Carse,  to  which  rencontre  we  are  indebted  for  the  tale 
of  Tarn  O'Shanter.    The  '  unco  slight  of  caulk  and  keel' 
displayed  by  the  military  artist,  has  arrested  with  sur- 
prise and  dread  a  crew  of  witches,  warlocks,  and  worri- 
cows,  in  their  descent  to  join  in  the  revelry  below.    The 
liarper  in  the  centre  is  the  ghaist  of  liberty,  proper  to 
this  locality ;  and  I  presume  it  is  needless  to  be  too 
minute  in  naming  the  more  infernal  minstrel  with  the 
bagpipes,  who  shows  his  unhallowed  and  '  reested  pluV 
from    behind    the  door-way  ;    or  the  somewhat   too 
slightly  draped  lady  who  forms  the  apex  of  the  pyra- 
midal group  in  the  unearthly  galliard  in  the  interior  of 
the  chapel.    The  fairies  who  are  rifling  the  pockets  of 
;he  sleeping  bard,  find  one  solitary  coin  there,  indicat- 
ng  his  poverty  ;  the  toad  in  the  foreground  personates 
one  of  those  critics  or  biographers,  whose  blackened 
•>agep,  throwing  their  shadows  before,  sometimes  while 
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cordingly  his  monument  is  seen  in  the  bright,  thonafa 
far  distance.  The  whole  phantasma  is  lighted  up  from 
the  fire  of  a  fairy  distillery,  which  may  be  at  once 
taken  as  allusive  to  the  professional  occupation  of  the 
exciseman,  and  as  showing  the  nature  of  that  spell  of 
power  which  has  conjured  up  the  vision  ;  namely,  the 
very  potent,  but  very  natural  necromancy  of  the 
punch- bowl." 


the  poet  lived,  clouded  his  serenity.  In  the  present  | 
iastance,  a  friendly  fairy  shields  him  from  the  venom  of 
the  reptile,  and  annoys  it  in  turn  by  the  application  of 
a  sprig  of  Scotch  thistle;  the  moral  of  which  is,  that  the 
countrymen  of  the  bard  will  not  permit  even  his  frailties 
to  be  further  drawn  from  their  dread  abode  without  ad- 
ministering the  merited  castigation.  We  are  assured 
that  through  poverty,  neglect,  and  detraction,  the 
vision  of  his  future  fame  never  forsook  him  ;  and  ac- 


Portrait of  Burns,  after  Skirvins .,        . 

Cottage  in  which  Burns  was  born,  exterior ,        .        .  cxxxvii 

Kirkoswald,  and  Tarn  O'Shanter's  Grave cxli 

Cottage  in  which  Burns  was  born,  interior c-xliv 

Mossgiel   . •..'.,-,  cxlix 

Ellisland „        .        .        .        .        *  clxxxii 

Dumfries clxxxvi 

Mausoleum  of  Burns,  Dumfries cxciii 

Mrs  Burns  and  one  of  her  Grand-children ccxxiv 

New  Brig  of  Doon,  with  Burns' Monument         .        .        .         .         .        .        .  ccxlv 

Kilmarnock,  from  Riccarton «...  14 

Colzean  Castle  with  the  Fairy  Coves 55 

Mauchline,  Gavin  Hamilton's  House CO 

George  Lawrie,  D.D.  .        . yi 

Ayr,  the  Twa  Brigs 73 

Loch  Turit ,        .        .  89 

Falls  of  the  Bruar <^ 

Foyers,  from  above  the  Fall        ..,.....,.  g2 

Drumlanrig  Castle j0g 

Francis  Grose,  F.S.A. •,.„ 

Friar's  Carse ,,q 

Shanter  Farm  and  Bay .„„ 

Auld  Brig  o'  Doon 

Elizabeth  Burnet , 

»        •        •         !_•.» 

SUPPLEMENTAL  PLATES. 

Ayr,  from  Brown  Carrick  Hill 

Irvine 

The  Banks  of  Dcon     . 

T  ,,  cxlvi 

Jedburgh 

Mrs  Bruce.        .  •        •        • 

Gatehouse        .  ....       clxxv 

Barskimming       ...*.*.*.'  '        *     ^^'^ 

Cassillis  Castle  and  Cassillis  Downans  . 

Kilmarnock  Market  Cross 

Edinburgh  Castle,  from  the  Greyfriars  Churchyard 

Auchtertyre 

Kenmore  and  Taymouth  Castle     . 

Sanquhar    .  ... 

Thomas  Blacklock,  D.D. 

Annan         .  104 

Kirkcudbright        .  108 

William  Smellie .      135 

Ill 


THE  LIBRARY  OP   ROBERT   BURNS. 


ON  tlie  decease  of  Burns,  the  Books  in  his  Library  were  numerous  and  well-selected;  and  an 
Edinburgh  Bookseller  valued  them  at  £00,  a  large  sum  for  a  miscellaneous  collection  of  volumes 
brought  at  once  to  peremptory  sale.  The  following  list  has  been  furnished  to  the  Publishers,  by  the 
sons  of  the  Poet ;  and  although  it  comprises  a  portion  only  of  their  father's  Library,  it  will  be 
accepted  by  his  admirers  as  a  most  interesting  memorial. 


BELLES  LETTEES,  AND  ELEGANT 
LITERATURE. 

Elements  of  the  Philosophy  of  the  Human  Mind.     4to. 

By  DUGALD  STEWAET. 
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Boileau's  Works. 
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Elegant  Extracts,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     3  Vols.,  8vo. 
Johnson's  (Dr.)  Lives  of  the  Poets. 
Goldsmith's  Works. 
Swift's  Works. 
Sterne's  Works. 
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The  Adventurer. 
The  Taller. 
The  Guardian. 
The  Freeholder. 
The  World. 
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The  Mirror. 
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POETRY. 

Homer's  Iliad.     Translated  by  MACPHERSOW. 
Virgil.    Translated  by  GAWJN  DOUGLAS.     Folio,  with 

Glossary. 
Tasso's  Jerusalem  Delivered.     Translated  by  HOOK. 

Chaucer's  Works.     Folio. 

Chaucer's  Works.  2  Copies  in  Folio,  Black  Letter. 
More  than  one  half  of  one  of  the  copies  in  Manuscript. 

Ancient  Poets  of  Scotland.     MORRISON,  Perth. 

Cambuscan,  with  the  Battle,  and  the  Twilight  of  the 
Gods.  The  two  latter  poems  are  highly-spirited 
Odes,  founded  on  passages  in  the  Edda,  relating  to 
the  Final  Conflagration,  and  to  the  End  of  the  World. 

Ossian's  Poems. 

Robin  Hood  Ballads. 

Percy's  Reliques  of  Ancient  Poetry. 

Allan  Ramsay's  Poems. 

Allan  Ramsay's  Gentle  Shepherd.  With  Plates  k 
Aquatint,  by  DAVID  ALLAN. 

Milton's  Works. 

Butler's  Hudibras. 
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Dryden's  Works. 

Thomson's  Works. 

Waller's  Poems. 
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Collins'  Odes. 
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Glover's  LeoniJas. 
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Wilkie's  Epigoniad. 
Somerville's  Chase. 
Cowper's  Task. 
Young's  Night  Thoughts. 
Fergusson's  Poems. 
Parnell's  Hermit. 
Beattie's  Minstrel. 
Voltaire's  Henriade. 
Poems  by  Anna  Seward. 
Songs.     Many  Collections. 


DRAMA. 

Shakspeare.     Edited  by  JOHNSON.    8  Vols.,  8vo. 

Shakspeare.     Edited  by  BELL.     20  Vols.,  12mo. 

Moliere's  Works. 
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Cibber's  Dramatic  Works. 

Otway's  Plays. 
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WORKS  OF  FICTION. 
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Don  Quixote.     Translation. 
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Religious  Courtship. 


GENERAL  SCIENCE. 
Encyclopedia  Britannica.     10  Vols.,  4to 
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Smellie's  Philosophy  of  Natural  History. 
Smith's  Wealth  of  Nations. 
Land-Snrveying.     Various  Treatises. 
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Gauging.     Various  Treatises. 
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Black  Letter  Folio.  Sundry  legendary  and  fabulous 
Histories  of  the  First  Settlements  of  Britain. 

Lindsay's  (of  Pitscottie)  History  of  Scotland. 

Robertson's  History  of  Scotland. 

Stewart's  History  of  Scotland. 

Gibbon's  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire. 

Hume's  History  of  England. 

Smollett's  Continuation  of  Hume's  History  of  England. 

Somerville's  History  of  the  Last  Four  years  of  Queen 
Anne. 

Goldsmith's  Roman  History. 

L'Histoire  des  Incas  de  Peru. 

L'Histoire  de  la  Revolution  de  Suede. 

Josephus'  Works 


SERMONS,  THEOLOGY,  AND  RELIGIOUS 

WORKS. 
Bibles.     Various. 
Blair's  Sermons. 
Tillotson's  Sermons. 
Sherlock's  Sermons. 
Sermons.     Many  Volumes. 
Works  of  John  Knox.     4to,  with  Portrait 
Baxter's  Call  to  the  Unconverted. 
Baxter's  Saints'  Rest. 
Boston's  Crook  in  the  Lot. 
Boston's  Fourfold  State. 
Hervey's  Meditations. 
Hervey's  Theron  and  Aspasia. 
Elizabeth  West's  Meditations. 
Wellwood's  Glimpse  of  Glory. 
Rutherford's  Letters. 
Watt's  Hymns. 
Solemn  League  and  Covenant. 
Confession  of  Faith. 
The  Scots  Worthies. 
Sundry  large  Volumes.    Folio,  4to,  and  8vo,  containing 

many  Tracts  connected  with  the  Church  of  Geneva, 

and  the  Reformation  in  general. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 
Bogue's  French  Dictionary.     Thick  8vo. 
Moore's  Travels. 
Baron  Trenck. 

Dirom's  Narrative  of  Wars  in  India. 
Swift's  Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  Battle  of  the  Books. 
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PORTRAIT   OF   BURNS, 

FROM  AN  ORIGINAL  DRAWING  BY  SKIRTING. 


THIS  portrait  of  the  Poet  is  regarded  by  his  friends  as  the  most  characteristic  likeness  of  him 
in  existence.  It  is  taken  from  a  drawing  by  the  late  Archibald  Skirving,  an  Edinburgh 
artist,  and  is  now  engraved  for  the  first  time.  According  to  the  best  information  we  have 
been  able  to  gather  on  the  subject,  we  learn  that  Burns  never  gave  Mr.  Skirving  any  sittings 
for  his  portrait.  The  poet  and  the  artist  were  intimately  acquainted,  and  thus  Mr.  Skirving 
enjoyed  much  better  opportunities  of  observing  his  friend  under  the  influence  of  the  varied 
expression  which  so  frequently  and  changefully  flitted  across  his  countenance,  than  could  have 
been  possessed  by  any  other  artist  to  whom  he  merely  gave  sittings.  The  one  could  only  ob- 
serve the  exterior  in  which  the  ethereal  spirit  was  enshrined,  but  the  other  could  also  observe 
the  spirit  itself  beaming  forth  with  all  the  alternation  of  shade  and  sunshine  to  which  it 
was  so  liable.  It  has  been  said  that  the  appearance  of  Burns's  countenance  varied  so  much 
with  the  feelings  by  which  for  the  time  he  happened  to  be  influenced,  as  to  make  him  seem 
like  two  different  individuals.  This  curious  fact  is  well  illustrated  by  the  following  anecdote. 

'  A  gentleman,  on  a  visit  to  Dr.  Mackenzie,  at  Mauchline,  having  expressed  a  wish  to  se.> 
Burns,  the  doctor,  to  gratify  him,  walked  with  him  to  Mossgiel  to  call  upon  the  poet.  On 
the  way,  they  met  Burns;  the  stranger  was  introduced,  and  a  short  conversation  took  place, 
in  the  course  of  which  the  poet  mentioned  that  he  was  that  night  to  attend  the  Mason 
Lodge,  and  asked  Mackenzie  if  he  also  designed  to  be  present.  Dr.  Mackenzie,  with  a  view 
to  gratify  his  visitor,  promised  to  attend,  and  the  poet  then  left  them. 

*  In  the  evening,  Mackenzie  and  his  friend  proceeded  to  the  Lodge,  but,  arriving  rather 
late,  the  meeting  was  already  constituted  and  pretty  far  advanced  in  jollity.  After  sitting 
for  some  time,  the  stranger  whispered  into  the  doctor's  ear,  "  What  has  become  of  Burns!" 
"Become  of  him!"  said  Mackenzie,  "don't  you  see  him  in  the  chair."  "  No,"  said  his 
friend;  "  that  is  certainly  not  the  man  we  saw  in  the  forenoon."  It  was  the  poet,  never- 
theless, under  new  circumstances. 

The  portrait,  from  Nasmyth's  picture,  with  some  slight  alterations,  given  with  volume 
first  of  this  edition  of  Burns's  Works,  is  an  attempt  to  show  the  poet  as  he  appeared  under 
fuch  circumstances  as  those  narrated  in  the  foregoing  anecdote,  with  his  countenance  lit  up 
by  the  excitement  of  animated  conversation,  and  as  such  it  has  been  pronounced,  by  those 
most  capable  of  judging,  to  be  highly  successful.  On  the  other  hand,  the  portrait  now  given 
from  Skirving's  drawing  is  intended  to  exhibit  the  poet  in  his  more  thoughtful  moods,  and 
to  display  that  massiveness  of  feature  which  his  friends  and  biographers  have  always  described 
as  peculiarly  characteristic  of  his  visage.  Sir  Walter  Scott,  in  speaking  of  Burns  from  a 
recollection  of  forty  years,  says,  "  His  features  are  represented  in  Mr.  Nasmyth's  picture, 
but  to  me  it  conveys  the  idea  that  they  are  diminished,  as  if  seen  in  perspective.  I  think 
hit  countenance  was  ivore  massive  than  it  looks  in  any  of  the  portraits." 


PORTRAIT    OF   BURNS. 

A  short  account  of  the  artist  who  executed  this  portrait  of  Burns,  as  well  as  of  the  original 
drawing  itself,  may  here  be  deemed  not  uninteresting. 

Archibald  Skirving  was  the  eldest  son  of  Adam  Skirving,  a  farmer  at  Garleton,  near 
Haddington,  who  is  favourably  known  as  the  author  of  several  popular  songs.  He  was  born 
in  October  17*9,  and  in  early  life  evinced  a  strong  partiality  for  the  Fine  Arts,  and  having 
cultivated  the  art  of  Design,  he  repaired  to  Rome  for  the  purpose  of  perfecting  himself  in 
his  profession.  On  his  homeward  voyage  the  vessel  was  captured,  and  he  was  for  some 
time  incarcerated  in  a  French  prison.  On  being  released,  he  returned  to  his  native  country, 
and  took  up  his  residence  in  Edinburgh,  where,  for  a  number  of  years,  he  practised  his  pro- 
fession with  much  success.  He  always  wrought  in  crayons,  a  department  in  which  he 
attained  rare  excellence;  but  he  never  gained  either  the  fame  or  the  emolument  he  might 
have  done.  He  was  a  person  of  very  eccentric  habits  and  cast  of  mind,  and  nourished  a 
proud  spirit  of -independence,  disdaining  the  patronage  of  rank  or  fortune.  He  always  spoke 
his  mind  very  bluntly,  and  frequently  in  such  a  manner  as  to  give  offence,  even  to  his  friends. 
In  his  later  years,  he  would  only  paint  individuals  who  had  attained  some  celebrity,  or  with 
whose  physiognomy  he  was  particularly  pleased.  On  a  gentleman  applying  to  have  a 
portrait  painted,  he  has  been  heard  to  say,  "  Yes,  I  will  paint  a  portrait  for  you,  but  not  one 
of  you;  you  would  not  make  a  good  picture."  Having  some  property,  independent  of  his 
profession,  he  painted  as  much  for  pleasure  as  for  profit.  His  character  has  been  well  summed 
up  in  the  following  lines,  from  an  epitaph  written  on  him  by  his  brother: 

"To  beauty,  virtue,  talent,  he  would  bow, 
But  claims  from  birth  or  rank  would  not  allow  ; 
Kept  friends  and  foes  at  nearly  equal  distance  ; 
Knew  how  to  give,  but  not  to  take  assistance. 
At  threescore-ten,  when  scarce  begun  to  fail, 
He  dropt  at  once,  without  apparent  ail." 

The  portrait  of  Burns  was  compiled  by  Mr.  Skirving  from  existing  originals,  assisted  and 
corrected  by  his  own  recollections  of  the  bard.  The  artist  was  so  much  pleased  with  this 
portrait,  and  with  one  that  he  had  painted  of  the  late  John  Rennie,  the  eminent  engineer, 
that  he  would  not  part  with  them  either  for  love  or  money,  though  often  solicited  by  the 
admirers  of  Burns  for  the  one,  and  by  Mr.  Rennie  himself  for  the  other.  He  kept  these 
two  portraits  in  his  studio,  and  frequently  desired  his  visitors  to  write  upon  the  backs  of 
them  any  remarks  they  had  to  make  either  upon  the  portrait  or  the  person  represented. 
The  backs  of  the  drawings  are  now  covered  over  with  these  remarks,  some  of  which  are 
very  curious.  On  the  decease  of  Mr.  Skirving,  both  the  portraits'referred  to  were  pui-chased 
by  Mr.  Rennie,  and  they  are  now  in  the  possession  of  his  son,  George  Rennie,  Esq.,  London. 
The  drawing  of  Burns  is  executed  on  tinted  paper,  with  red  chalk.  The  head  is  nearly 
the  size  of  life,  with  a  portion  of  the  neck  and  shoulders  merely  indicated.  But  let  it  not  be 
supposed  that  it  is  only  a  sketch,  far  from  it;  though  at  first  sight  it  appears  as  if  executed 
in  a  slight  and  sketchy  style,  yet,  on  closer  examination,  the  experienced  eye  can  detect  the 
amount  of  elaborate  finishing  that  has  been  bestowed  upon  it.  The  touch  is  extremely  delicate, 
the  general  treatment  broad  and  massive,  combined  with  great  clearness  of  effect.  Altogether 
it  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  portraits  with  which  we  have  ever  had  the  good  fortune  to  m-eet. 
In  concluding,  the  Publishers  beg  to  tender  their  warmest  thanks  to  Mr.  Rennie,  for  the 
handsome  manner  in  which  he  h;;s  allowed  them  the  use  of  this  gem  of  art. 
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BURNS  is  by  far  the  greatest  poet  that  ever  sprung  from  the  bosom  of  the  people,  and  lived 
and  died  in  an  humble  condition.  Indeed,  no  country  in  the  world  but  Scotland  could  have 
produced  such  a  man ;  and  he  will  be  for  ever  regarded  as  the  glorious  representative  of  the 
genius  of  his  country.  He  was  born  a  poet,  if  ever  man  was,  and  to  his  native  genius 
alone  is  owing  the  perpetuity  of  his  fame.  For  he  manifestly  never  studied  poetry  as  an 
art,  nor  reasoned  much  about  its  principles,  nor  looked  abroad  with  the  wide  ken  of  intellect 
for  objects  and  subjects  on  which  to  pour  out  his  inspiration.  The  condition  of  the  peasantry 
of  Scotland,  the  happiest,  perhaps,  that  providence  ever  allowed  to  the  children  of  labour, 
was  not  surveyed  and  speculated  on  by  him  as  the  field  of  poetry,  but  as  the  field  of  his 
own  existence;  and  he  chronicled  the  events  that  passed  there,  not  merely  as  food  for  his 
imagination  as  a  poet,  but  as  food  for  his  heart  as  a  man.  Hence,  when  inspired  to  com- 
pose poetry,  poetry  came  gushing  up  from  the  well  of  his  human  affections,  and  he  had 
nothing  more  to  do,  than  to  pour  it,  like  streams  irrigating  a  meadow,  in  many  a  cheerful 
tide  over  the  drooping  flowers  and  fading  verdure  of  life.  Imbued  with  vivid  perceptions, 
warm  feelings,  and  strong  passions,  he  sent  his  own  existence  into  that  of  all  things,  animate 
and  inanimate,  around  him ;  and  not  an  occurrence  in  hamlet,  village,  or  town,  affecting  in 
any  way  the  happiness  of  the  human  heart,  but  roused  as  keen  an  interest  in  the  soul  of 
Burns,  and  as  genial  a  sympathy,  as  if  it  had  immediately  concerned  himself  and  his  own 
individual  welfare.  Most  other  poets  of  rural  life  have  looked  on  it  through  the  aerial  veil 
of  imagination — often  beautified,  no  doubt,  by  such  partial  concealment,  and  beaming  with 
a  misty  softness  more  delicate  than  the  truth.  But  Burns  would  not  thus  indulge  his  fancy, 
where  he  had  felt — felt  so  poignantly — all  the  agonies  and  all  the  transports  of  life.  He  looked 
around  him,  and  when  he  saw  the  smoke  of  the  cottage  rising  up  quietly  and  unbroken 
to  heaven,  he  knew,  for  he  had  seen  and  blessed  it,  the  quiet  joy  and  unbroken  content- 
ment that  slept  below;  and  when  he  saw  it  driven  and  dispersed  by  the  winds,  he  knew 
also  but  too  well,  for  too  sorely  had  he  felt  them,  those  agitations  and  disturbances  which 
had  shook  him  till  he  wept  on  his  chaff  bed.  In  reading  his  poetry,  therefore,  we  know 
what  unsubstantial  dreams  are  all  those  of  the  golden  age.  But  bliss  beams  upon  us  with 
a  more  subduing  brightness  through  the  dim  melancholy  that  shrouds  lowly  life;  and  when 
the  peasant  Burns  rises  up  in  his  might  as  Burns  the  poet,  and  is  seen  to  derive  all  that 
might  from  the  life  which  at  this  hour  the  peasantry  of  Scotland  are  leading,  our  hearts  leap 
within  us,  because  that  such  is  our  country,  and  such  the  nobility  of  her  children.  There  is 
no  delusion,  no  affectation,  no  exaggeration,  no  falsehood  in  the  spirit  of  Burns's  poetry.  He 
rejoices  like  an  untamed  enthusiast,  and  he  weeps  like  a  prostrate  penitent.  In  joy  and  in 
grief  the  whole  man  appears :  some  of  his  finest  effusions  were  poured  out  before  he  left  the 
fields  of  his  childhood,  and  when  he  scarcely  hoped  for  other  auditors  than  his  own  heart, 
and  the  simple  dwellers  of  the  hamlet.  He  wrote  not  to  please  or  surprise  others — wp 
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speak  of  those  first  effusions — but  in  his  own  creative  delight;  and  even  after  he  had  dis- 
covered his  power  to  kindle  the  sparks  of  nature  wherever  they  slumbered,  the  effect  to  be 
produced  seldom  seems  to  have  been  considered  by  him,  assured  that  his  poetry  could  not 
fail  tj  produce  the  same  passion  in  the  hearts  of  other  men  from  which  it  boiled  over  in  his 
own.  Out  of  himself,  and  beyond  his  own  nearest  and  dearest  concerns,  he  well  could,  but 
he  did  not  much  love  often  or  long  to  go.  His  imagination  wanted  not  wings  broad  and 
strong  for  highest  flights.  But  he  was  most  at  home  when  walking  on  this  earth,  through 
this  world,  even  along  the  banks  and  braes  of  the  streams  of  Coila.  It  seems  as  if  his  muse 
were  loth  to  admit  almost  any  thought,  feeling,  image,  drawn  from  any  other  region  than 
his  native  district — the  hearth-stone  of  his  father's  hut — the  still  or  troubled  chamber  of  his 
own  generous  and  passionate  bosom.  Dear  to  him  the  jocund  laughter  of  the  reapers  on 
the  corn-field,  the  tears  and  sighs  which  his  own  strains  had  won  from  the  children  of  nature 
enjoying  the  mid-day  hour  of  rest  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  hedgerow  tree.  With  what 
pathetic  personal  power,  from  all  the  circumstances  of  his  character  and  condition,  do  many 
of  his  humblest  lines  affect  us!  Often,  too  often,  as  we  hear  him  singing,  we  think  that  we 
see  him  suffering!  "Most  musical,  most  melancholy"  he  often  is,  even  in  his  merriment! 
In  him,  alas!  the  transports  of  inspiration  are  but  too  closely  allied  with  reality's  kindred 
agonies!  The  strings  of  his  lyre  sometimes  yield  their  finest  music  to  the  sighs  of  remorse 
or  repentance.  Whatever,  therefore,  be  the  faults  or  defects  of  the  poetry  of  Burns — and 
no  doubt  it  has  many — it  has,  beyond  all  that  ever  was  written,  this  greatest  of  all  merits, 
intense,  life-pervading,  and  life-breathing  truth. 

There  is  probably  not  a  human  being  come  to  the  years  of  understanding  in  all  Scotland 
who  has  not  heard  of  the  name  of  Robert  Burns.  It  is,  indeed,  a  household  word.  His 
poems  are  found  lying  in  almost  every  cottage  in  the  country,  on  the  "window  sole"  of  the 
kitchen,  spence,  or  parlour;  and  in  the  town-dwellings  of  the  industrious  poor,  if  books 
belong  to  the  family  at  all,  you  are  pretty  sure  to  see  there  the  dear  Ayrshire  Ploughman. 
The  father  or  mother,  born  and  long  bred,  perhaps,  among  banks  and  braes,  possesses,  in  that 
small  volume,  a  talisman  that  awakens  in  a  moment  all  the  sweet  visions  of  the  past,  and 
that  can  crowd  the  dim  abode  of  hard-working  poverty  with  a  world  of  dear  rural  remem- 
brances that  awaken  not  repining  but  contentment. 

No  poet  ever  lived  more  constantly  and  more  intimately  in  the  hearts  of  a  people.  With 
their  mirth,  or  with  their  melancholy,  how  often  do  his  "  native  wood-notes  wild "  affect  the 
sitters  by  the  ingles  of  low-roofed  homes,  till  their  hearts  overflow  with  feelings  that  place 
them  on  a  level,  as  moral  creatures,  with  the  most  enlightened  in  the  land,  and  more  than 
reconcile  them  with,  make  them  proud  of,  the  condition  assigned  them  by  Providence! 
There  they  see  with  pride  the  reflection  of  the  character  and  condition  of  their  own  order. 
That  pride  is  one  of  the  best  natural  props  of  poverty;  for,  supported  by  it,  the  poor  envy 
not  the  rich.  They  exult  to  know  and  to  feel  that  they  have  had  treasures  bequeathed  to 
them  by  one  of  themselves — treasures  of  the  heart,  the  intellect,  the  fancy,  and  the  imagina- 
tion, of  which  the  possession  and  the  enjoyment  are  one  and  the  same,  as  long  as  they  pre- 
serve their  integrity  and  their  independence.  The  poor  man,  as  he  speaks  of  Robert  Burns, 
always  holds  up  his  head  and  regards  you  with  an  elated  look.  A  tender  thought  of  the 
"Cotter's  Saturday  Night,"  or  a  bold  thought  of  "Scots  wha  ha'e  wi'  Wallace  bled,"  may 
come  across  him;  and  he  who  in  such  a  spirit  loves  home  and  country,  by  whose  side  may 
he  not  walk  an  equal  in  the  broad  eye  of  day  as  it  shines  over  our  Scottish  hills?  This  is 
true  popularity.  Thus  interpreted,  the  word  sounds  well,  and  recovers  its  ancient  meaning. 
The  land  "made  blithe  with  plough  and  harrow," — the  broomy  or  the  heathery  braes — the 
holms  by  the  river's  side — the  forest  where  the  woodman's  ringing  axe  no  more  disturbs  the 
cushat — the  deep  dell  where  all  day  long  sits  solitary  plaided  boy  or  girl  watching  the  kine 
or  the  sheep — the  moorland  hut  without  any  garden — the  lowland  cottage,  whose  garden 
glows  like  a  very  orchard,  when  crimsoned  with  fruit-blossoms  most  beautiful  to  betold — 
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the  sylvan  homestead  sending  its  reek  aloft  over  the  huge  sycamore  that  blackens  on  the  hill- 
side— the  straw-roofed  village  gathering  with  small  bright  crofts  its  many  white  gable-ends 
round  and  about  the  modest  manse,  and  the  kirk-spire  covered  with  the  pine-tree  that 
shadows  its  horologe — the  small,  quiet,  half-slated  half-thatched  rural  town, — there  resides, 
and  will  for  ever  reside,  the  immortal  genius  of  Burns.  Oh,  that  he,  the  prevailing  Poet, 
CQuld  have  seen  this  light  breaking  in  upon  the  darkness  that  did  too  long  and  too  deeply 
overshadow  his  lot!  Some  glorious  glimpses  of  it  his  prophetic  soul  did  see;  witness  "The 
Vision,"  or  that  somewhat  humbler  but  yet  high  strain,  in  which,  bethinking  him  of  the 
nndefined  aspirations  of  his  boyhood,  he  said  to  himself — 

"  Even  (hen  a  wish,  I  mind  its  power, 
A  wish  that  to  my  latest  hour, 

Shall  strongly  heave  my  breast, 
That  I,  for  poor  auld  Scotland's  sake, 
Some  useful  plan  or  book  would  make, 
Or  sing  a  sang  at  least ! 

"  The  rough  bur-thistle  spreading  wide 

Amang  the  bearded  bear, 
I  turned  the  weeder-clips  aside, 
And  spared  the  symbol  dear." 

Such  hopes  were  with  him  in  his  "bright  and  shining  youth,"  surrounded  as  it  was  with  toil 
and  trouble  that  could  not  bend  his  brow  from  its  natural  upward  inclination  to  the  sky; 
and  such  hopes,  let  us  doubt  it  not,  were  also  with  him  in  his  dark  and  faded  prime,  when 
life's  lamp  burned  low  indeed,  and  he  was  willing  at  last,  early  as  it  was,  to  shut  his  eyes  on 
this  dearly  beloved  but  sorely  distracting  world. 

With  what  strong  and  steady  enthusiasm  is  the  anniversary  of  Burns's  birth  day  celebrated, 
not  only  all  over  his  own  native  land,  but  in  every  country  to  which  an  adventurous  spirit 
has  carried  her  sons!  On  such  occasions,  nationality  is  a  virtue.  For  what  else  is  the 
"  Memory  of  Burns,"  but  the  memory  of  all  that  dignifies  and  adorns  the  region  that  gave 
him  birth?  Not  till  that  region  is  shorn  of  all  its  beams — its  honesty,  its  independence,  its 
moral  worth,  its  genius,  and  its  piety,  will  the  name  of  Burns 

"  Die  on  her  ear,  a  faint  unheeded  sound." 

But  it  has  an  immortal  life  in  the  hearts  of  young  and  old,  whether  sitting  at  gloaming  by 
the  ingle-side,  or  on  the  stone  seat  in  the  open  air,  as  the  sun  is  going  down,  or  walking 
among  the  summer  mists  on  the  mountain,  or  the  blinding  winter  snows.  In  the  life  of  the 
poor  there  is  an  unchanging  and  a  preserving  spirit.  The  great  elementary  feelings  of  human 
nature  there  disdain  fluctuating  fashions;  there  pain  and  pleasure  are  alike  permanent  in 
their  outward  shows  as  in  their  inward  emotions;  there  the  language  of  passion  never  grows 
obsolete;  and  at  the  same  passage  you  hear  the  child  sobbing  at  the  knee  of  her  grandame 
whose  old  eyes  are  somewhat  dimmer  than  usual  with  a  haze  that  seems  almost  to  be  of 
tears.  Therefore,  the  poetry  of  Burns  will  continue  to  charm,  as  long  as  Nith  flows,  Criffel 
is  green,  and  the  bonny  blue  of  the  sky  of  Scotland  meets  with  that  in  the  eyes  of  her 
maidens,  as  they  walk  up  and  down  her  hills  silent  or  singing  to  kirk  or  market. 

Let  us  picture  to  ourselves  the  Household  in  which  Burns  grew  up  to  manhood,  shifting 
its  place  without  much  changing  its  condition,  from  first  to  last  always  fighting  against 
fortune,  experiencing  the  evil  and  the  good  of  poverty,  and  in  the  sight  of  men  obscure.  His 
father  may  be  said  to  have  been  an  elderly  man  when  Robert  was  born,  for  he  was  within 
a  few  years  of  forty,  and  had  always  led  a  life  of  labour;  and  labour  it  is  that  wastes  away 
the  stubbornest  strength — among  the  tillers  of  the  earth  a  stern  ally  of  time.  "His  lyart 
haffets  wearing  thin  and  bare"  at  an  age  when  many  a  forehead  hardly  shows  a  wrinkle, 
ihen  thick  locks  cluster  darkly  round  the  temples  of  easy  living  men.  The  sire  who 
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"turns  o'er  wi'  patriarchal  pride  the  big  Ha-Bible,"  is  indeed  well-stricken  in  years,  but  he       ft 
is  not  an  old  roan,  for 

«  The  expectant  wee  tilings  toddlin',  stacher  through 
To  meet  their  dad  wi'  flichterin'  noise  and  glee; 
His  wee  bit  ingle,  blinking  bonnily ; 
His  clean  hearth-stane,  his  thriftie  wifie's  smile, 
The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  his  knee, 
Does  a'  his  weary  carking  cares  beguile, 
And  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labour  and  his  toil." 

That  picture,  Burns,  as  all  the  world  knows,  drew  from  his  father.  He  was  himself,  in 
imagination,  again  one  of  the  "wee  things"  that  ran  to  meet  him;  and  "the  priest-like 
father"  had  long  worn  that  aspect  before  the  poet's  eyes,  though  he  died  before  he  was  three- 
score. "I  have  always  considered  William  Burnes,"  says  the  simple-minded  tender-hearted 
Murdoch,  "as  by  far  the  best  of  the  human  race  that  ever  I  had  the  pleasure  of  being 
acquainted  with,  and  many  a  worthy  character  I  have  known.  He  was  a  tender  and  affec- 
tionate father;  he  took  pleasure  in  leading  his  children  in  the  paths  of  virtue,  not  in  driving 
them,  as  some  people  do,  to  the  performance  of  duties  to  which  they  themselves  are  averse. 
He  took  care  to  find  fault  very  seldom;  and  therefore,  when  he  did  rebuke,  he  was  listened 
to  with  a  kind  of  reverential  awe.  I  must  not  pretend  to  give  you  a  description  of  all  the 
manly  qualities,  the  rational  and  Christian  virtues,  of  the  venerable  William  Burnes.  I 
shall  only  add  that  he  practised  every  known  duty,  and  avoided  every  thing  that  was 
criminal;  or,  in  the  apostle's  words,  'herein  did  he  exercise  himself,  in  living  a  life  void  of 
offence  towards  God  and  towards  man.'  Although  I  cannot  do  justice  to  the  character  of 
this  worthy  man,  yet  you  will  perceive,  from  these  few  particulars,  what  kind  of  a  person 
had  the  principal  part  in  the  education  of  the  poet."  Burns  was  as  happy  in  a  mother, 
whom,  in  countenance,  it  is  said  he  resembled;  and  as  sons  and  daughters  were  born,  we 
think  of  the  "auld  clay  biggin"  more  and  more  alive  with  cheerfulness  and  peace. 

His  childhood,  then,  was  a  happy  one,  secured  from  all  evil  influences,  and  open  to  all 
good,  in  the  guardianship  of  religious  parental  love.  Not  a  boy  in  Scotland  had  a  better 
education.  For  a  few  months,  when  in  his  sixth  year,  he  was  at  a  small  school  at  Alloway 
Miln,  about  a  mile  from  the  house  in  which  he  was  born;  and  for  two  years  after  under  the 
tuition  of  good  John  Murdoch,  a  young  scholar  whom  William  Burnes  and  four  or  five 
neighbours  engaged,  to  supply  the  place  of  the  schoolmaster,  who  had  been  removed  to 
another  situation,  lodging  him,  as  is  still  the  custom  in  some  country  places,  by  turns  in  their 
own  houses.  "The  earliest  composition  I  recollect  taking  pleasure  in,  was  the  'Vision  of 
lirza,'  and  a  hymn  of  Addison's,  beginning  'How  are  thy  servants  bless' d,  0  Lord!'  I 
particularly  remember  one  half  stanza  which  was  music  to  my  boyish  ear, 

'  For  though  on  dreadful  whirls  we  hang, 
High  on  the  broken  wave.' 

I  met  with  these  pieces  in  'Mason's  English  Collection,  one  of  my  school-books.     The  two 
x>oks  I  ever  read  in  print,  and  which  gave  me  more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I  ever 
smce,  were  the  'Life  of  Hannibal,'  and  the  'History  of  Sir  William  Wallace.'     Hannibal 
Y  young  .dcaa  such  a  turn  that  I  used  to  strut  in  raptures  up  and  down  after  the 
1mm  and  bap.pe,  and  wished  myself  tall  enough  to  be  a  soldier;  while  the  story 
f  Wallace  poured  a  tide  of  Scottish  prejudice  into  my  veins,  which  will  boil  along  there  tiU 
the  floodgates  of  life  shut  m  eternal  rest  "      AnH  anpoVi'r.^  ~r  *v,  -if, 

Afw.  n,,.,  speamng  or  the  same  period  and  books  to 

inlop   he  says  "For  several  of  my  earlier  years  I  had  few  other  authors;  and  many 
t.ave  I  stole  out,  after  the  laborious  vocations  of  the  day,  to  shed  a  tear  over 

stones.     In  these  boyish  days,  I  remember,  in 
that  part  of  Wallace's  story,  where  these  lines  occur— 
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'  Syne  to  the  Leglen  wood,  when  it  was  late, 
To  make  a  silent  and  a  safe  retreat.' 

I  chose  a  fine  summer  Sunday,  the  only  day  my  line  of  life  allowed,  and  walked  half  a  dozen 
miles  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Leglen  wood,  with  as  much  devout  enthusiasm  as  ever 
pilgrim  did  to  Loretto;  and  explored  every  den  and  dell  where  I  could  suppose  my  heroic 
countryman  to  have  lodged."  Murdoch  continued  his  instructions  until  the  family  had  been 
about  two  years  at  Mount  Oliphant,  and  there  being  no  school  near  us,  says  Gilbert  Burns, 
and  our  services  being  already  useful  on  the  farm,  "  my  father  undertook  to  teach  us  arith- 
metic on  the  winter  nights  by  candle-light;  and  in  this  way  my  two  elder  sisters  received 
all  the  education  they  ever  had."  Robert  was  then  in  his  ninth  year,  and  had  owed  much, 
lie  tells  us,  to  "an  old  woman  who  resided  in  the  family,  remarkable  for  her  ignorance, 
credulity,  and  superstition.  She  had,  I  suppose,  the  largest  collection  in  the  country  of 
tales  and  songs  concerning  devils,  ghosts,  fairies,  brownies,  witches,  warlocks,  spunkies, 
kelpies,  elf-candles,  dead-lights,  wraiths,  apparitions,  cantrips,  giants  and  enchanted  towers, 
dragons,  and  other  trumpery.  This  cultivated  the  latent  seeds  of  poetry;  but  had  so  strong 
an  effect  on  my  imagination,  that  to  this  hour,  in  my  nocturnal  rambles,  I  sometimes  keep 
a  sharp  look-out  on  suspicious  places;  and  though  nobody  can  be  more  sceptical  than  I  am 
in  such  matters,  yet  it  often  takes  an  effort  of  philosophy  to  shake  off  these  idle  terrors." 

TVe  said,  that  not  a  boy  in  Scotland  had  a  better  education  than  Robert  Burns,  and  we 
do  not  doubt  that  you  will  agree  with  us;  for  in  addition  to  all  that  may  be  contained  in 
those  sources  of  useful  and  entertaining  knowledge,  he  had  been  taught  to  read,  not  only  in 
the  'Spelling  Book,'  and  'Fisher's  English  Grammar,'  and  'The  Vision  of  Mirza,'  and 
'Addison's  Hymns,'  and  'Titus  Andronicus,'  (though  on  Lavinia's  entrance  "with  her  hands 
cut  off,  and  her  tongue  cut  out,"  he  threatened  to  burn  the  book;)  but  in  THE  NEW 
TESTAMENT  AND  THE  BIBLE,  and  all  this  in  his  father's  house,  or  in  the  houses  of  the 
neighbours;  happy  as  the  day  was  long,  or  the  night,  and  in  the  midst  of  happiness;  yet  even 
then,  sometimes  saddened,  no  doubt,  to  see  something  more  than  solemnity  or  awfulness  on 
his  father's  face,  that  was  always  turned  kindly  towards  the  children,  but  seldom  wore  a  smile. 

Wordsworth  had  these  memorials  in  his  mind  when  he  was  conceiving  the  boyhood  of 
the  Pedlar  in  his  great  poem,  the  Excursion. 

"  But  eagerly  he  read  and  read  again, 
Whate'er  the  minister's  old  shelf  supplied; 
The  life  and  death  of  martyrs,  who  sustained 
With  will  inflexible,  those  fearful  pangs 
Triumphantly  displayed  in  records  left 
Of  persecution,  and  the  covenant,  times 
Whose  echo  rings  through  Scotland  to  this  hour; 
And  there,  by  lucky  hap,  had  been  preserved 
A  straggling  volume,  torn  and  incomplete, 
That  left  half-told  the  preternatural  tale, 
Romance  of  giants,  chronicle  of  fiends, 
Profuse  in  garniture  of  wooden  cuts 
Strange  and  uncouth;  dire  faces,  figures  dire, 
Sharp- knee'd,  sharp  elbowed,  and  lean-ancled  too, 
With  long  and  ghastly  shanks — forms  which  once  seen 
Could  never  be  forgotten.     In  his  heart 
Where  fear  sate  thus,  a  cherished  visitant, 
Was  wanting  yet  the  pure  delight  of  love 
By  sound  diffused,  or  by  the  breathing  air, 
Or  by  the  silent  looks  of  happy  things, 
Or  flowing  from  the  universal  face 
Of  earth  and  sky.    But  he  had  felt  the  power 
Of  nature,  and  already  was  prepared, 
By  his  intense  conceptions,  to  receive 
Deeply  the  lesson  deep  of  love,  which  he 
Whom  nature,  by  whatever  means,  has  taught 
To  feel  intensely,  cannot  but  receive. 

SUCH  WAS  THE  BOY." 
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Such  was  the  boy;  but  his  studies  had  now  to  be  pursued  by  fits  and  snatches,  and  there- 
fore the  more  eagerly  and  earnestly,  during  the  intervals  or  at  the  close  of  labour  that  before 
his  thirteenth  year  had  become  constant  and  severe.  "The  cheerless  gloom  of  a  hermit, 
with  the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley-slave!"  These  are  his  own  memorable  words,  and  they 
spoke  the  truth.  "For  nothing  could  be  more  retired,"  says  Gilbert,  "than  our  general 
manner  of  living  at  Mount  Oliphant;  we  scarcely  saw  any  but  members  of  our  own  family. 
There  were  no  boys  of  our  own  age,  or  near  it,  in  the  neighbourhood."  They  all  worked 
hard  from  morning  to  night,  and  Robert  hardest  of  them  all.  At  fifteen  he  was  the  principal 
labourer  on  the  farm,  and  relieved  his  father  from  holding  the  plough.  Two  years  before 
he  had  assisted  in  thrashing  the  crop  of  corn.  The  two  noble  brothers  saw  with  anguish 
the  old  man  breaking  down  before  their  eyes;  nevertheless  assuredly,  though  they  knew  it 
not,  they  were  the  happiest  boys  "the  evening  sun  went  down  upon."  "True,"  as  Gilbert 
tells  us,  "I  doubt  not  but  the  hard  labour  and  sorrow  of  this  period  of  his  life  was  in  a  great 
measure  the  cause  of  that  depression  of  spirits  with  which  Robert  was  so  often  afflicted 
through  his  whole  life  afterwards.  At  this  time  he  was  almost  constantly  afflicted  in  the 
evenings  with  a  dull  head-ache,  which  at  a  future  period  of  his  life  was  exchanged  for  a 
palpitation  of  the  heart,  and  a  threatening  of  fainting  and  suffocation  in  his  bed  in  the  night- 
time." Nevertheless  assuredly  both  boys  were  happy,  and  Robert  the  happier  of  the  two; 
for  if  he  had  not  been  so,  why  did  he  not  go  to  sea?  Because  he  loved  his  parents  too  well 
to  be  able  to  leave  them,  and  because,  too,  it  was  his  duty  to  stay  by  them,  were  he  to  drop 
down  at  midnight  in  the  barn  and  die  with  the  flail  in  his  hand.  But  if  love  and  duty 
cannot  make  a  boy  happy,  what  can?  Passion,  genius,  a  teeming  brain,  a  palpitating  heart, 
and  a  soul  of  fire.  These  too  were  his,  and  idle  would  have  been  her  tears,  had  Pity  wept 
for  young  Robert  Burns. 

Was  he  not  hungry  for  knowledge  from  a  child?  During  these  very  years  he  was 
devouring  it;  and  soon  the  dawn  grew  day.  "My  father,"  says  Gilbert,  "was  for  some  time 
the  only  companion  we  had.  He  conversed  familiarly  on  all  subjects  with  us,  as  if  we  had 
been  men;  and  was  at  great  pains,  while  we  accompanied  him  in  the  labours  of  the  farm, 
to  lead  the  conversation  to  such  subjects  as  might  tend  to  increase  our  knowledge,  or  confirm 
us  in  virtuous  habits.  He  borrowed  Salmon's  Geographical  Grammar  for  us,  and  endea- 
voured to  make  us  acquainted  with  the  situation  and  history  of  the  different  countries  in 
the  world;  while  from  a  book  society  in  Ayr,  he  procured  for  us  the  reading  of  'Derham's 
Physico  and  Astro  Theology,'  and  'Ray's  Wisdom  of  God  in  the  Creation.'  Robert  read 
all  these  books  with  an  avidity  and  industry  scarcely  to  be  equalled.  My  father  had  been 
a  subscriber  to  '  Stackhouse's  History  of  the  Bible.'  From  this  Robert  collected  a  compe- 
tent knowledge  of  ancient  history;  for  no  look  was  so  voluminous  as  to  slacken  his  industry, 
or  so  antiquated  as  to  damp  Ms  researches."  He  kept  reading,  too,  at  the  "Spectator," 
"Pope"  and  "Pope's  Homer,"  some  plays  of  "Shakspeare,"  "Boyle's  Lectures,"  "Locke 
on  the  Human  Understanding,"  "  Hervey's  Meditations,"  "  Taylor's  Scripture  Doctrine  of 
Original  Sin,"  the  works  of  Allan  Ramsay  and  Smollett,  and  A  COLLECTION  OP  SONGS. 
"  That  volume  was  my  Vade  Mecum.  I  pored  over  them,  during  my  work,  or  walking 
to  labour,  song  by  song,  verse  by  verse,  carefully  noticing  the  true  tender  or  sublime  from 
affectation  or  fustian;  and  I  am  convinced  I  owe  to  this  practice  most  of  my  critic-craft, 
such  as  it  is." 

So  much  for  book-knowledge;  but  what  of  the  kind  that  is  born  within  every  boy's  own 
bosom,  and  grows  there  till  often  that  bosom  feels  as  if  it  would  burst?  To  Mr  Murdoch, 
Gilbert  always  appeared  to  possess  a  more  lively  imagination,  and  to  be  more  of  a  wit  than 
Robert.  Yet  imagination  or  wit  he  had  none.  His  face  said,  "  Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to 
live;"  yet  he  was  through  life  sedate.  Robert  himself  says  that  in  childhood  he  was  by  no 
means  a  favourite  with  any  body — but  he  must  have  been  mistaken ;  and  "  the  stubborn 
sturdy  something  in  his  disposition"  hindered  him  from  seeing  how  much  he  was  loved. 
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The  tutor  tells  us  he  had  no  ear  for  music,  and  could  not  be  taught  a  psalm  tune!  Nobody 
could  have  supposed  that  he  was  ever  to  be  a  poet!  But  nobody  knew  any  thing  about 
him — nor  did  he  know  much  about  himself;  till  Nature,  who  had  long  kept,  chose  to 
reveal,  her  own  secret. 

"  You  know  our  country  custom  of  coupling  a  man  and  woman  together  as  partners  in 
the  labour  of  harvest.  In  my  fifteenth  autumn  my  partner  was  a  bewitching  creature,  a 
year  younger  than  myself.  My  scarcity  of  English  denies  me  the  power  of  doing  her  justice 
in  that  language;  she  was  a  bonnie,  sweet,  sonsie  lass.  In  short,  she  altogether,  unwittingly 
to  herself,  initiated  me  in  that  delicious  passion,  which,  in  spite  of  acid  disappointment,  gin- 
horse  prudence,  and  bookworm  philosophy,  I  hold  to  be  the  first  of  human  joys,  our  sweetest 
blessing  here  below.  How  she  caught  the  contagion  I  could  not  tell:  you  medical  people 
talk  much  of  infection  from  breathing  the  same  air,  the  touch,  &c.,  but  I  never  expressly 
said  I  loved  her.  Indeed  I  did  not  know  myself  why  I  liked  so  much  to  loiter  behind 
with  her,  when  returning  in  the  evening  from  our  labours;  why  the  tones  of  her  voice 
made  my  heart-strings  thrill  like  an  Eolian  harp;  and  particularly  why  my  pulse  beat 
such  a  furious  ratan  when  I  looked  and  fingered  over  her  little  hand,  to  pick  out  the  cruel 
nettle-stings  and  thistles.  Among  her  other  love-inspiring  qualities,  she  sang  sweetly;  and 
it  was  a  favourite  reel  to  which  I  attempted  giving  an  embodied  vehicle  in  rhyme.  I  was 
not  so  presumptuous  as  to  imagine  that  I  could  make  verses  like  printed  ones,  composed 
by  men  who  had  Greek  and  Latin;  but  my  girl  sang  a  song  which  was  said  to  be  composed 
by  a  small  country  laird's  son,  on  one  of  his  father's  maids  with  whom  he  was  in  love;  and 
I  saw  no  reason  why  I  might  not  rhyme  as  well  as  he;  for,  excepting  that  he  could  smear 
sheep,  and  cast  peats,  his  father  living  on  the  moorlands,  he  had  no  more  scholar-craft  than 
myself.  THUS  WITH  ME  BEGAN  LOVE  AND  POETRY." 

And  during  those  seven  years,  when  his  life  was  "  the  cheerless  gloom  of  a  hermit,  with 
the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley-slave,"  think  ye  not  that  the  boy  Poet  was  happy,  merely 
because  he  had  the  blue  sky  over  his  head,  and  the  green  earth  beneath  his  feet  ? — He  who 
ere  long  invested  the  most  common  of  all  the  wild  flowers  of  the  earth  with  immortal 
beauty  to  all  eyes,  far  beyond  that  of  the  rarest,  till  a  tear  as  of  pity  might  fall  down  manly 
cheeks  on  the  dew-drop  nature  gathers  on  its  "  snawie  bosom,  sunward  spread!" 

"  Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flower, 
Thou's  met  me  in  an  evil  hour; 
For  I  maun  crush  arnang  the  stoure 

Thy  slender  stem ; 
To  spare  thee  now  is  past  my  pow'r, 

Thou  bonnie  gem. 

"Alas!  it's  no  thy  neebor  sweet, 
The  bonnie  Lark,  companion  meet, 
Bending  thee  'mang  the  dewy  weet, 

Wi'  speckled  breast, 
When  upward-springing,  blythe  to  greet 

The  purpling  east." 

Thus  far  the  life  of  this  wonderful  being  is  blameless — thus  far  it  is  a  life  of  virtue.  Let 
each  season,  with  him  and  with  all  men,  have  its  due  meed  of  love  and  of  praise — and, 
therefore,  let  us  all  delight  to  declare  how  beautiful  was  the  Spring !  And  was  there  in 
all  those  bright  and  bold  blossoms  a  fallacious  promise?  Certainly  not  of  the  fruits  of 
genius;  for  these  far  surpassed  what  the  most  hopeful  could  have  predicted  of  the  full- 
grown  tree.  But  did  the  character  of  the  man  belie  that  of  the  boy?  "Was  it  manifested 
at  last,  either  that  the  moral  being  had  undergone  some  fatal  change  reaching  to  the  core, 
or  that  it  had  been  from  the  first  hollow,  and  that  these  noble-seeming  virtues  had  been 
delusions  all? 

The  age  of  puberty  has  passed  with  its  burning  but  blameless  loves,  and  Robert  Burns 
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now  a  man.  Other  seven  years  of  the  same  kind  of  life  as  at  Mount  Oliphant,  he  enjoys 
and  suffers  at  Lochlea.  It  is  sad  to  think  that  his  boyhood  should  have  been  so  heavily 
burthencd;  but  we  look  with  no  such  thoughts  on  his  manhood,  for  his  strength  is  knit, 
and  the  sinews  of  soul  and  body  are  equal  to  their  work.  He  still  lives  in  his  father's 
house,  and  he  still  upholds  it;  he  still  reverences  his  father's  eyes  that  are  upon  him;  and 
he  is  still  a  dutiful  son — certainly  not  a  prodigal.  "  During  the  whole  of  the  time  we  lived 
at  Lochlea  with  my  father,  he  allowed  my  brother  and  me  such  wages  for  our  labour  as 
he  gave  to  other  labourers,  as  a  part  of  which,  every  article  of  our  clothing  manufactured 
in  the  family  was  regularly  accounted  for.  When  my  father's  affairs  were  near  a  crisis, 
Robert  and  I  took  the  farm  of  Mossgiel,  consisting  of  118  acres,  at  £90  per  annum,  as 
an  asylum  for  the  family  in  case  of  the  worst.  It  was  stocked  by  the  property  and  indi- 
vidual savings  of  the  whole  family,  and  was  a  joint  concern  among  us.  Every  member  of 
the  family  was  allowed  ordinary  wages  for  the  labour  he  performed  on  the  farm.  My 
brother's  allowance  and  mine,  was  £7  per  annum  each,  and  during  the  whole  time  this 
family  concern  lasted,  which  was  four  years,  as  well  as  during  the  preceding  period  at 
Lochlea,  his  expenses  never  in  any  one  year  exceeded  his  slender  income.  As  I  was 
intrusted  with  the  keeping  of  the  family  accounts,  it  is  not  possible  that  there  can  be  any 
fallacy  in  this  statement,  in  my  brother's  favour.  His  temperance  and  frugality  were  every 
thing  that  could  be  wished."  During  his  residence  for  six  months  in  Irvine,  indeed,  where 
he  wrought  at  the  business  of  a  flax-dresser,  with  the  view  of  adopting  that  trade,  that  he 
might  get  settled  in  life,  paid  a  shilling  a- week  for  his  lodging,  and  fed  on  meal  and  water, 
with  some  wild  boon-companions  he  occasionally  lived  rather  free.  No  doubt  he  sometimes 
tasted  the  "  Scotch  drink,"  of  which  he  ere  long  sung  the  praises;  but  even  then,  his  inspira- 
tion was  from  "  well-head  undefiled."  He  was  as  sober  a  man  as  his  brother  Gilbert  him- 
self, who  says,  "  I  do  not  recollect,  during  these  seven  years,  to  have  ever  seen  him 
intoxicated,  nor  was  he  at  all  given  to  drinking."  We  have  seen  what  were  his  virtues — 
for  his  vices,  where  must  we  look? 

During  all  these  seven  years,  the  most  dangerous  in  the  life  of  every  one,  that  of  Robert 
Burns  was  singularly  free  from  the  sin  to  which  nature  is  prone;  nor  had  he  drunk  of  that 
guilty  cup  of  the  intoxication  of  the  passions,  that  bewilders  the  virtue,  and  changes  their 
wisdom  into  foolishness,  of  the  discreetest  of  the  children  of  men.  But  drink  of  it  at  last 
he  did;  and  like  other  sinners  seemed  sometimes  even  to  glory  in  his  shame.  But  remorse 
puts  on  looks,  and  utters  words,  that,  being  interpreted,  have  far  other  meanings;  there 
may  be  recklessness  without  obduracy;  and  though  the  keenest  anguish  of  self-reproach  be 
no  proof  of  penitence,  it  is  a  preparation  for  it  in  nature — -a  change  of  heart  can  be  effected 
only  by  religion.  How  wisely  he  addresses  his  friend ! 

"The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel  placed  love, 

Luxuriously  indulge  it ; 
But  never  tempt  th'  illicit  rove 

Though  naething  should  divulge  it. 
I  wave  the  quantum  of  the  sin, 

The  hazard  o'  concealing: 
But  oh  !  it  hardens  a'  withm, 

And  petrifies  the  feeling  !  " 

It  was  before  any  such  petrifaction  of  feeling  had  to  be  deplored  by  Robert  Burns  that 
he  loved  Mary  Campbell,  his  "  Highland  Mary,"  with  as  pure  a  passion  as  ever  possessed 
young  poet's  heart;  nor  is  there  so  sweet  and  sad  a  passage  recorded  in  the  life  of  any  other 
one  of  all  the  sons  of  songs.  Many  such  partings  there  have  been  between  us  poor  beings 
—blind  at  all  times,  and  often  blindest  in  our  bliss— but  all  gone  to  .oblivion.  But  that 
hour  can  never  die— that  scene  will  live  for  ever.  Immortal  the  two  shadows  standing 
there,  holding  together  the  Bible— a  little  rivulet  flowing  between— in  which,  as  in  con- 
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secrated  water,  they  have  dipt  their  hands,  water  not  purer  than,  at  that  moment,  their 
united  hearts! 

There  are  few  of  his  songs  more  beautiful,  and  none  more  impassioned  than 

Ye  banks,  and  braes,  and  streams  around, 

The  castle  o'  Montgomery, 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fair  your  flowers, 

Your  waters  never  drumlie! 
There  simmer  first  unfauld  her  robes, 

And  there  the  langest  tarry ; 
For  there  I  took  the  last  fareweel  .. 

O'  my  sweet  Highland  Mary." 

But  what  are  lines  like  these  to  his  "Address  to  Mary  in  Heaven!"  It  was  the  anniver- 
sary of  the  day  on  which  he  heard  of  her  death — that  to  him  was  the  day  on  which  she 
died.  He  did  not  keep  it  as  a  day  of  mourning — for  he  was  happy  in  as  good  a  wife  as 
ever  man  had,  and  cheerfully  went  about  the  work  of  his  farm.  But  towards  the  darken- 
ing "  he  appeared  to  grow  very  sad  about  something,"  and  wandered  out  of  doors  into  tho 
barn-yard,  where  his  Jean  found  him  lying  on  some  straw  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  a  shining 
star  "  like  another  moon." 

"  Thou  lingering  star,  with  less'ning  ray, 

That  lov'st  to  greet  the  early  morn, 
Again  thou  usher'st  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
O  Mary!  dear  departed  shade! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rest? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast?" 

He  wrote  them  all  down  just  as  they  now  are,  in  their  immortal  beauty,  and  gave  them  to 
his  wife.  Jealousy  may  be  felt  even  of  the  dead.  But  such  sorrow  as  this  the  more 
endeared  her  husband  to  her  heart — a  heart  ever  faithful — and  at  times  when  she  needed 
to  practise  that  hardest  of  all  virtues  in  a  wife — forgiving;  but  here  all  he  desired  was  her 
sympathy — and  he  found  it  in  some  natural  tears. 

William  Burnes  was  now — so  writes  Robert  to  one  of  his  cousins — "  in  his  own  opinion, 
and  indeed  in  almost  every  body's  else,  in  a  dying  condition," — far  gone  in  a  consumption,  as 
it  was  called;  but  dying,  though  not  sixty,  of  old  age  at  last.  His  lot  in  this  life  was  in 
many  things  a  hard  one,  but  his  blessings  had  been  great,  and  his  end  was  peace.  All  his 
children  had  been  dutiful  to  their  parents,  and  to  their  care  he  confided  their  mother.  If 
he  knew  of  Robert's  transgressions  in  one  year,  he  likewise  knew  of  his  obedience  through 
many;  nor  feared  that  he  would  strive  to  the  utmost  to  shelter  his  mother  in  the  storm. 
Robert  writes,  "On  the  13th  current  (Feb.  1784)  I  lost  the  best  of  fathers.  Though  to 
be  sure,  we  have  had  long  warning  of  the  impending  stroke,  still  the  feelings  of  nature 
claim  their  part:  and  I  cannot  recollect  the  tender  endearments  and  parental  lessons  or' 
the  best  of  friends,  and  the  ablest  of  instructors,  without  feeling  what  perhaps  the  calmer 
dictates  of  reason  would  partly  condemn.  I  hope  my  father's  friends  in  your  country 
will  not  let  their  connection  in  this  place  die  with  him.  For  my  part  I  shall  ever  with 
pleasure,  with  pride,  acknowledge  my  connection  with  those  who  were  allied,  by  the  tics 
of  blood  and  friendship,  to  a  man  whose  memory  I  will  ever  honour  and  revere.'*  And 
now  the  family  remove  to  Mossgiel, 

"  A  virtuous  household  but  exceeding  poor." 

How  fared  Burns  during  the  next  two  years,  as  a  peasant?     How  fared  he  as  a  poet? 
As  a  peasant,  poorly  and  hardly — as  a  poet,  greatly  and  gloriously.     How  fared  he  as  a 
^man?     Read  his  confessions.     Mossgiel  was  the  coldest  of  all  the  soils  on  which  the  family 
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had  slaved  and  starved— starved  is  too  strong  a  word— and,  in  spite  of  its  ingratitude,  its 
fields  are  hallowed  ground.  Thousands  and  tens  of  thousands  have  come  from  afar  to  look 
on  them;  and  "Wordsworth's  self  has  "gazed  himself  away"  on  the  pathetic  prospect. 

" '  There,'  said  a  stripling,  pointing  with  much  pride, 
Towards  a  low  roof,  with  green  trees  half-concealed, 
'Is  Mossgiel  farm;  and  that's  the  very  field 
Where  Burns  plougli'd  up  the  daisy.'    Far  and  wide 
A  plain  below  stretched  seaward,  while,  descried 
Above  sea-clouds,  the  peaks  of  Arran  rose; 
And,  by  that  simple  notice,  the  repose 
Of  earth,  sky,  sea,  and  air,  was  vivified. 
Beneath  the  random  bield  of  clod  or  stone 
Myriads  of  daisies  have  shone  forth  in  flower 
Near  the  lark's  nest,  and  in  their  natural  hour 
Have  passed  away;  less  happy  than  the  one 
That,  by  the  unwilling  ploughshare,  died  to  prove 
The  tender  charm  of  poetry  and  love." 

Peasant — Poet — Man — is,  indeed,  an  idle  distinction.  Burns  is  sitting  alone  in  the 
Auld  Clay  Bigging,  for  it  has  its  one  retired  room ;  and  as  he  says,  "  half-mad,  half- 
fed,  half-sarkit" — all  he  had  made  by  rhyme!  He  is  the  picture  of  a  desponding  man, 
steeped  to  the  lips  in  poverty  of  his  own  bringing  on,  and  with  a  spirit  vainly  divided 
between  hard  realities,  and  high  hopes  beyond  his  reach,  resolving  at  last  to  forswear  all 
delusive  dreams,  and  submit  to  an  ignoble  lot.  When  at  once,  out  of  the  gloom  arises  a 
glory,  effused  into  form  by  his  own  genius,  creative  according  to  his  soul's  desire,  and  con- 
scious of  its  greatness  despite  of  despair.  A  thousand  times  before  now  had  he  been  so 
disquieted  and  found  no  comfort.  But  the  hour  had  come  of  self-revelation,  and  he  knew 
that  on  earth  his  name  was  to  live  for  ever. 

"  All  hail !  my  own  inspired  bard! 
In  me  thy  native  muse  regard! 
Nor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  is  hard, 
Thus  poorly  low! 
I  come  to  give  thee  such  reward 
As  we  bestow. 

"  Know,  the  great  genius  of  this  land 
Has  many  a  light,  aerial  band, 
Who,  all  beneath  his  high  command, 

Harmoniously, 
As  arts  or  arms  they  understand, 

Their  labours  ply. 

»  »  *  * 

"  Of  these  am  I — Coila  my  name; 
And  this  district  as  mine  I  claim, 
Where  once  the  Campbells,  chief  of  fame, 

Held  ruling  power: 
I  mark'd  thy  embryo  tuneful  flame, 

Thy  natal  hour. 

"  With  future  hope,  I  oft  would  gaze 
Fond,  on  thy  little  early  ways, 
Thy  rudely  caroll'd  chiming  phrase 

In  uncouth  rhymes, 
Fir'd  at  the  simple,  artless  lays 

Of  other  times. 

"  I  saw  thee  seek  the  sounding  shore, 
Delighted  with  the  dashing  roar; 
Or  when  the  north  his  fleecy  store 

Drove  through  the  sky, 
I  saw  grim  nature's  visage  hoar 

Struck  thy  young  eye. 
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"  Or,  when  the  deep  green-mantl'd  earth 
Warm  chcrish'cl  every  flow'rct's  birth, 
And  joy  and  music  pouring  forth 

In  ev'ry  grove, 
I  saw  thee  eye  the  gcn'ral  mirth 

With  boundless  love. 

"  When  ripcn'd  fields,  and  azure  skies, 
Call'd  forth  the  reaper's  rustling  noise, 
I  saw  thee  leave  their  evening  joys, 

And  lonely  stalk, 
To  vent  thy  bosom's  swelling  rise 

In  pensive  walk. 

"  When  youthful  love,  warm-blushing  strong, 
Keen-shivering  shot  thy  nerves  along, 
Those  accents,  grateful  to  thy  ton  true 

Th'  adored  Name, 
I  taught  thee  how  to  pour  in  song, 

To  soothe  thy  flame. 

*'  I  saw  thy  pulse's  maddening  play, 
Wild  send  thee  pleasure's  devious  way, 
Misled  by  fancy's  meteor  ray, 

By  passion  driven ; 
But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray 

Was  light  from  heaven. 


"  To  give  my  counsels  all  in  one 
Thy  tuneful  flame  still  careful  fan; 
Preserve  the  dignity  of  man, 

With  soul  erect; 
And  trust  the  Universal  Plan 

Will  all  protect. 

"  And  wear  thou  this — she  solemn  said, 
And  bound  the  Holly  round  my  head: 
The  polish'd  leaves,  and  berries  red, 

Did  rustling  play; 
And,  like  a  passing  thought,  she  fled 

In  light  away." 

<;  To  reconcile  to  our  imagination  the  entrance  of  an  aerial  being  into  a  mansion  of  this 
kind,"  says  the  excellent  Currie,  "required  the  powers  of  Burns;  he,  however,  succeeds." 
Burns  cared  not  at  that  time  for  our  imagination — not  he,  indeed — not  a  straw;  nor  did  he 
so  much  as  know  of  our  existence.  He  knew  that  there  was  a  human  race;  and  he  believed 
that  he  was  born  to  be  a  great  power  among  them,  especially  all  over  his  beloved  and  belov- 
ing  Scotland.  "  All  hail!  my  own  inspired  bard!"  That  "  all  hail!"  he  dared  to  hear  from 
supernatural  lips,  but  not  till  his  spirit  had  long  been  gazing,  and  long  been  listening  to  one 
commissioned  by  the  "  genius  of  the  land,"  to  stand  a  Vision  before  her  chosen  poet  in  his 
hut.  Reconcile  her  entrance  to  our  imagination !  Into  no  other  mansion  but  that  "  Auld 
Clay  Biggin,"  would  Coila  have  descended  from  the  sky. 

The  critic  continues,  "  To  the  painting  on  her  mantle,  on  which  is  depicted  the  most 
striking  scenery,  as  well  as  the  most  distinguished  characters  of  his  native  country,  some 
exception  may  be  made.  The  mantle  of  Coila,  like  the  cup  of  Thyrsis,  (see  the  first 
Idyllium  of  Theocritus,)  and  the  shield  of  Achilles,  is  too  much  crowded  with  figures,  and 
some  of  the  objects  represented  upon  it  are  scarcely  admissible  according  to  the  principles 
of  design." 

We  advise  you  not  to  see  the  first  Idyllium  of  Theocritus.  Perhaps  you  have  no 
Greek.  Mr  Chapman's  translation  is  as  good  as  a  translation  can  well  be,  but  then  you 
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may  not  nave  a  copy  of  it  at  hand.  A  pretty  wooden  cup  it  is,  with  curled  ears  and  ivy- 
twined  lips — embossed  thereon  the  figure  of  a  woman  with  flowing  robes  and  a  Lydian 
head-dress,  to  whom  two  angry  men  are  making  love.  Hard  by,  a  stout  old  fisherman  on 
a  rock  is  in  the  act  of  throwing  his  net  into  the  sea:  not  far  from  him  is  a  vineyard,  where 
a  boy  is  sitting  below  a  hedge  framing  a  locust  trap  with  stalks  of  asphodel,  and  guarding 
the  grapes  from  a  couple  of  sly  foxes.  Thyrsis,  we  are  told  by  Theocritus,  bought  it  from 
a  Calydonian  Skipper  for  a  big  cheese-cake  and  a  goat.  We  must  not  meddle  with  the 
shield  of  Achilles. 

Turn  we  then  to  the  "  Vision"  of  Burns,  our  Scottish  Theocritus,  as  we  have  heard  him 
classically  called,  and  judge  of  Dr  Curries  sense  in  telling  us  to  see  the  cup  of  Thyrsis. 

"Down  flow'd  her  robe,  a  tartan  sheen; 
Till  half  her  leg  was  scritnply  seen; 
And  such  a  leg!  my  bonn-ie  Jean 

Could  only  peer  it; 
Sae  stranght,  sae  taper,  tight,  and  clean, 

Nane  else  came  near  it." 

You  observe  Burns  knew  not  yet  who  stood  before  him — woman,  or  angel,  or  fairy — but 
the  Vision  reminded  him  of  her  whom  best  he  loved. 

"  Green,  slender,  leaf- clad  Jtolly-boiiffJis 
Were  twisted  gracefu'  round  her  brows; 
I  took  her  for  some  Scottish  Muse, 

By  that  same  token." 

Some  Scottish  Muse — but  which  of  them  he  had  not  leisure  to  conjecture,  so  lost  was  he  in 
admiration  of  that  mystic  robe — "  that  mantle  large,  of  greenish  hue."  As  he  continued  to 
gaze  on  her,  his  imagination  beheld  whatever  it  chose  to  behold.  The  region  dearest  to  the 
Poet's  heart  is  all  emblazoned  there — and  there  too  its  sages  and  its  heroes. 

"  Here,  rivers  in  the  sea  were  lost; 
There,  mountains  to  the  skies  were  tost: 
Here,  tumbling  billows  mark'd  the  coast, 

With  surging  foam; 
There,  distant  shone  Art's  lofty  boast, 

The  lordly  dome. 

"  Here,  Doon  pour'd  down  his far-fetch'd floods; 
There,  well-fed  Irvine  stately  thuds: 
Auld  hermit  Ayr  staw  thro'  his  woods, 

On  to  the  shore; 
And  many  a  lesser  torrent  scuds, 

With  seeming  roar. 

"  Low,  in  a  sandy  valley  spread, 
An  ancient  borough  rear'd  her  head ; 
Still,  as  in  Scottish  story  read, 

She  boasts  a  race, 
To  ev'ry  nobler  virtue  bred, 

And  polish'd  grace. 

"'  By  stately  tow'r  or  palace  fair, 
Or  ruins  pendent  in  the  ah-, 
Bold  stems  of  heroes,  here  and  there, 

I  could  discern; 
Some  seem'd  to  muse,  some  seem'd  to  dare, 

With  feature  stern. 

"  My  heart  did  glowing  transport  feel, 
To  sec  a  race  heroic  wheel, 
And  brandish  round  the  deep-dy'd  steel 

In  sturdy  blows; 
While  back  recoiling  seem'd  to  reel 

•Their  Soutliron  foes, 
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"  His  Country's  Saviour,  mark  him  well! 
Bold  Richardton's  heroic  swell; 
The  chief  on  Sark  who  glorious  fell 

In  high  command; 
And  lie  whom  ruthless  fates  expel 
His  native  land. 

"  There,  where  a  sceptr'd  Pictish  shade 
Stalk'd  round  his  ashes  lowly  laid, 
I  mark'd  a  martial  race,  portray 'd 

In  colours  strong; 
Bold,  soldier-featur'd,  undismay'd 

They  strode  along." 

What  have  become  of  "the  laws  of  design?"  But  would  good  Dr  Currie  have  dried  up 
the  sea!  How  many  yards,  will  any  body  tell  us,  were  in  that  green  mantle?  And  what 
a  pattern!  Thomas  Campbell  knew  better  what  liberty  is  allowed  by  nature  to  Imagination 
in  her  inspired  dreams.  In  his  noble  Stanzas  to  the  memory  of  Burns,  he  says,  in  allusion 
to  "The  Vision," — 

"  Him,  in  his  clay-built  cot  the  Muse 
Entranced,  and  showed  him  all  the  forma 

Of  fairy  light  and  wizard  gloom, 
That  only  gifted  poet  views, — 

The  genii  of  the  floods  and  storms. 
And  martial  shades  from  glory's  tomb." 

The  Fata  Morgana  are  obedient  to  the  laws  of  perspective,  and  of  optics  in  general;  but 
they  belong  to  the  material  elements  of  nature ;  this  is  a  spiritual  creation,  and  Burns  is  its 
maker.  It  is  far  from  perfect,  either  in  design  or  execution;  but  perfection  is  found  no 
where  here  below,  except  in  Shakspeare;  and,  if  the  Vision  offend  you,  we  fear  your  hap- 
piness will  not  be  all  you  could  desire  it  even  in  the  Tempest  or  the  Midsummer's  Night's 
Dream. 

How  full  of  fine  poetry  are  one  and  all  of  his  Epistles  to  his  friends  Sillar,  Lapraik, 
Simpson,  Smith, — worthy  men  one  and  all,  and  among  them  much  mother-wit,  almost  as 
good  as  genius,  and  thought  to  be  genius  by  Burns,  who  in  the  generous  enthusiasm  of  his 
nature  exaggerated  the  mental  gifts  of  everybody  he  loved,  and  conceived  their  characters  to 
be  "accordant  to  his  soul's  desire."  His  "Epistle  to  Davie"  was  among  the  very  earliest  of 
his  productions,  and  Gilbert's  favourable  opinion  of  it  suggested  to  him  the  first  idea  of 
becoming  an  author.  "It  was,  I  think,  in  summer  1784,  when  in  the  interval  of  hard 
labour,  he  and  I  were  reading  in  the  garden  (kail-yard),  that  he  repeated  to  me  the  principal 
parts  of  this  Epistle."  It  breathes  a  noble  spirit  of  independence,  and  of  proud  contentment 
dallying  with  the  hardships  of  its  lot,  and  in  the  power  of  manhood  regarding  the  riches 
that  are  out  of  its  reach,  without  a  particle  of  envy,  and  with  a  haughty  scorn.  True  he 
says,  "I  hanker  and  canker  to  see  their  cursed  pride;"  but  he  immediately  bursts  out  into 
a  strain  that  gives  the  lie  to  his  own  words : — 

u  What  tho',  like  commoners  of  air, 
We  wander  out,  we  know  not  where, 

But  either  house  or  hall; 
Yet  nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  woods, 
The  sweeping  vales,  and  foaming  floods, 

Are  free  alike  to  all. 
In  days  when  daisies  deck  the  ground, 

And  blackbirds  whistle  clear, 
With  honest  joy  our  hearts  will  bound, 
To  see  the  coming  year: 
On  braes  when  we  please,  then, 

We'll  sit  an'  sowth  a  tune; 
Syne  rhyme  till't,  we'll  time  till't, 
And  sing't  when  we  ha'e  done, 
xxiii 
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"  It's  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank; 
It's  no  in  wealth  like  Lon'on  bank, 

To  purchase  peace  and  rest ; 
It's  no  in  makin'  muckle  mair; 
It's  no  in  books,  it's  no  in  lear, 

To  make  us  truly  blest; 
If  happiness  ha'e  not  her  seat 

And  centre  in  the  breast, 
We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great, 
But  never  can  be  blest ; 
Nae  treasures,  nor  pleasures, 
Could  make  us  happy  lang 
The  heart  aye's  the  part  aye, 
That  makes  us  right  or  wrang. " 

Through  all  these  Epistles  we  hear  him  exulting  in  the  consciousness  of  his  own  genius, 
and  pouring  out  his  anticipations  in  verses  so  full  of  force  and  fire,  that  of  themselves  they 
privilege  him  to  declare  himself  a  Poet  after  Scotland's  own  heart.  Not  even  in  "  The 
Vision"  does  he  kindle  into  brighter  transports,  when  foreseeing  his  fame,  and  describing 
the  fields  of  its  glory,  than  in  his  Epistle  to  the  schoolmaster  of  Ochiltree;  for  all  his  life  he 
associated  with  schoolmasters — finding  along  with  knowledge,  talent,  and  integrity,  origi- 
nality and  strength  of  character  prevalent  in  that  meritorious  and  ill-rewarded  class  of  men. 
What  can  be  finer  than  this? 

"  We'll  sing  auld  Coila's  plains  an'  fells, 
Her  moors  red-brown  wi'  heather  bells, 
Her  banks  an'  braes,  her  dens  and  dells, 

Where  glorious  Wallace 
Aft  bare  the  gree,  as  story  tells, 

Frae  Southron  billies. 

"  At  Wallace'  name  what  Scottish  blood 
But  boils  up  in  a  spring-tide  flood! 
Oft  have  our  fearless  fathers  strode 

By  Wallace'  side, 
Still  pressing  onward,  red-wat-shod, 

Or  glorious  dy'd. 

"  O,  sweet  are  Coila's  haughs  an'  woods, 
When  lint  whites  chaunt  amang  the  buds 
And  jinkin  hares,  in  amorous  whids, 

Their  loves  enjoy, 

While  thro'  the  braes  the  cushat  croods 
With  wailful  cry! 

"  Ev'n  winter  bleak  has  charms  for  me 
When  winds  rave  thro'  the  naked  tree ; 
Or  frosts  on  hills  of  Ochiltree 

Are  hoary  grey ; 
Or  blinding  drifts  wild-furious  flee, 

Dark'ning  the  day. 

"  O  Nature!  a'  thy  shows  an'  forms 
To  feeling,  pensive  hearts  ha'e  charms! 
Whether  the  simmer  kindly  warms 

Wi'  life  an'  light, 
Or  winter  howls,  in  gusty  storms, 

The  lang,  dark  night  I 

"  The  Muse,  nae  poet  ever  fand  her, 
Till  by  himsel'  he  learn'd  to  wander, 
Adown  some  trotting  burn's  meander, 

An'  no  think  lang; 
Or  sweet  to  stray,  an'  pensive  ponder 

A  heart-felt  sang!" 
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It  has  been  thoughtlessly  said  that  Burns  had  no  very  deep  love  of  nature,  and  that  he 
has  shown  no  very  great  power  as  a  descriptive  poet.  The  few  lines  quoted  suffice  to  set 
aside  that  assertion;  but  it  is  true  that  his  love  of  nature  was  always  linked  with  some 
vehement  passion  or  some  sweet  affection  for  living  creatures,  and  that  it  was  for  the  sake 
of  the  humanity  she  cherishes  in  her  bosom,  that  she  was  dear  to  him  as  his  own  life-blood. 
His  love  of  nature  by  being  thus  restricted  was  the  more  intense.  Yet  there  are  not 
wanting  passages  that  show  how  exquisite  was  his  perception  of  her  beauties  even  when 
unassociated  with  any  definite  emotion,  and  inspiring  only  that  pleasure  which  we  imbibe 
through  the  senses  into  our  unthinking  souls. 

u  Whyles  owre  a  linn  the  burnie  plays, 

As  through  the  glen  it  wimpl't; 
Whiles  round  a  rocky  scar  it  strays; 

Whyles  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't; 
Whyles  glitter'd  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi'  bickering,  dancing  dazzle ; 
Whyles  cookit  underneath  the  braes, 
Below  the  spreading  hazel, 

Unseen  that  night." 

Such  pretty  passages  of  pure  description  are  rare,  and  the  chann  of  this  one  depends  on  its 
sudden  sweet  intrusion  into  the  very  midst  of  a  scene  of  noisy  merriment.  But  there  are 
many  passages  in  which  the  descriptive  power  is  put  forth  under  the  influence  of  emotion 
so  gentle  that  they  come  within  that  kind  of  composition  in  which  it  has  been  thought 
Burns  does  not  excel.  As  for  example, 

"  Nae  mair  the  flower  on  field  or  meadow  springs; 
Nae  mair  the  grove  with  airy  concert  rings, 
Except  perhaps  the  robin's  whistling  glee, 
Proud  o'  the  height  o'  some  bit  half-lang  tree: 
The  hoary  morns  precede  the  sunny  days, 
Mild,  calm,  serene,  wide  spreads  the  noon-tide  blaze, 
While  tliick  the  gossamour  waves  wanton  in  the  rays." 

Seldom  setting  himself  to  describe  visual  objects,  but  when  he  is  tinder  strong  emotion,  he 
seems  to  have  taken  considerable  p;iins  when  he  did,  to  produce  something  striking;  and 
though  he  never  fails  on  such  occasions  to  do  so,  yet  he  is  sometimes  ambitious  overmuch, 
and,  though  never  feeble,  becomes  bombastic,  as  in  his  lines  on  the  "  Fall  of  Fyers :" 

"  And  viewless  echo's  ear  astonieh'd  rends." 

In  the  "  Brigs  of  Ayr"  there  is  one  beautiful,  and  one  magnificent  passage  of  this  kind. 

"  All  before  their  sight, 
A  fairy  train  appear'd  in  order  bright: 
Adown  the  glittering  stream  they  featly  danc'd; 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  various  dresses  glanc'd : 
They  footed  o'er  the  wat'ry  glass  so  neat, 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet, 
While  arts  of  Minstrelsy  among  them  rung, 
And  soul -ennobling  Bards  heroic  ditties  sung." 

He  then  breaks  off  in  celebration  of  "  M'Lauchlan,  thairm-inspiriug  sage,"  that  is,  "  a  well 
known  performer  of  Scottish  music  on  the  violin,"  and  turns  at  his  leisure  to  the  fairies! 

The  other  passage  which  we  have  called  magnificent  is  a  description  of  a  spate.  But 
in  it,  it  is  true,  he  personates  the  Auld  Brig,  and  is  inspired  by  wrath  and  contempt  of  the 
New. 
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"  Conceited  gowk!  puff'd  up  wi'  windy  pride! 
This  monie  a  year  I've  stood  the  flood  an'  tide; 
And  tho'  wi'  crazy  eild  I'm  sair  forfairn, 
111  be  a  Brig,  when  ye're  a  shapeless  cairn! 
As  yet  ye  little  ken  about  the  matter, 
But  twa-three  winters  will  inform  you  better, 
When  heavy,  dark,  continued,  a'-day  rains, 
Wi'  deepening  deluges  o'erflow  the  plains; 
When  from  the  hills  where  springs  the  brawling  Coil, 
Or  stately  Lugar's  mossy  fountains  boil, 
Or  where  the  Greenock  winds  his  moorland  course, 
Or  haunted  Garpal  draws  his  feeble  source, 
Aroused  by  blust'ring  winds  an'  spotting  thowes, 
In  mony  a  torrent  down  his  sna-broo  rowes ; 
While  crashing  ice,  borne  on  the  roaring  speat, 
Sweeps  dams,  an'  mills,  an'  brigs  a'  to  the  gate; 
And  from  Glenbuck,  down  to  the  Ratton-key, 
Auld  Ayr  is  just  one  lengthen'd,  tumbling  sea; 
Then  down  ye'll  hurl,  deil  nor  ye  never  rise! 
And  dash  the  gumlie  jaups  up  to  the  pouring  skies." 

Perhaps  we  have  dwelt  too  long  on  this  point;  but  the  truth  is  that  Burns  would  have 
utterly  despised  most  of  what  is  now  dignified  with  the  name  of  poetry,  where  harmlessly 

enough 

"  Pure  description  takes  the  place  of  sense;" 

but  far  worse,  where  the  agonizing  artist  intensifies  himself  into  genuine  convulsions  at  tho 
shrine  of  nature,  or  acts  the  epileptic  to  extort  alms.  The  world  is  beginning  to  lose 
patience  with  such  idolaters,  and  insists  on  being  allowed  to  see  the  sun  set  with  her  own 
eyes,  and  with  her  own  ears  to  hear  the  sea.  Why,  there  is  often  more  poetry  in  five  lines 
of  Burns  than  any  fifty  volumes  of  the  versifiers  who  have  had  the  audacity  to  criticise  him 
— as  by  way  of  specimen — 

"  When  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  doure, 
Sharp  shivers  thro'  the  leafless  bow'r; 
When  Phcebus  gies  a  short-liv'd  glow'r 

Far  south  the  lift, 
Dim-dark'ning  thro'  the  flaky  shower 

Or  whirling  drift: 

"  Ae  night  the  storm  the  steeples  rock'd, 
Poor  labour  sweet  in  sleep  was  lock'd, 
While  burns,  wi'  snawy  wreaths  up-choek'd, 

Wild-eddying  swirl, 
Or  thro'  the  mining  outlet  bock'd, 

Down  headlong  hurl."  - 

"  Halloween"  is  now  almost  an  obsolete  word — and  the  liveliest  of  all  festivals,  that  used 
to  usher  in  the  winter  with  one  long  night  of  mirthful  mockery  of  superstitious  fancies,  not 
unattended  with  stirrings  of  imaginative  fears  in  many  a  simple  breast,  is  gone  with  many 
other  customs  of  the  good  old  time,  not  among  town-folks  only,  but  dwellers  in  rural 
parishes  far  withdrawn  from  the  hum  of  crowds,  where  all  such  rites  originate  and  latest  fall 
into  desuetude.  The  present  wise  generation  of  youngsters  can  care  little  or  nothing  about 
a  poem  which  used  to  drive  their  grandfathers  and  grandmothers  half-mad  with  merriment 
when  boys  and  girls,  gathered  in  a  circle  round  some  choice  reciter,  who,  though  perhaps 
endowed  with  no  great  memory  for  grammar,  had  half  of  Burns  by  heart.  Many  of  them, 
doubtless,  are  of  opinion  that  it  is  a  silly  affair.  So  must  think  the  more  aged  march-of- 
mind  men  who  have  outgrown  the  whims  and  follies  of  their  ill-educated  youth,  and  become 
instructors  in  all  manner  of  wisdom.  In  practice  extinct  to  elderly  people  it  survives  in 
poetry ;  and  there  the  body  of  the  harmless  superstition,  in  its  very  form  and  pressure,  is 
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i  mbalmed.  —  "  Halloween"  was  thought,  surely  you  all  know  that,  to  be  a  night  "  when 
witches,  devils,  and  other  mischief-making  beings,  are  all  abroad  on  their  baneful  midnight 
errands;  particularly  those  aerial  people,  the  fairies,  are  said  on  that  night  to  hold  a  grand 
anniversary."  So  writes  Burns  in  a  note;  but  in  the  poem  evil  spirits  are  disarmed  of  all 
their  terrors,  and  fear  is  fun.  It  might  have  begun  well  enough,  and  nobody  would  have 
found  fault,  with 

*  Some  merry,  friendly,  kintra  folks, 

Together  did  convene, 
To  burn  their  nits,  an'  pou  their  stocks, 
An'  baud  their  Halloween 

Fu'  blythe  this  night;" 

but  Burns,  by  a  few  beautiful  introductory  lines,  brings  the  festival  at  once  within  the 
world  of  poetry. 

**  Upon  that  night,  when  fairies  light 

On  Cassilis  Downans  dance, 
Or  owre  the  lays,  hi  splendid  blaze, 

On  sprightly  coursers  prance; 
Or  for  Colean  the  route  is  ta'en, 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams ; 
There,  up  the  cove,  to  stray  an'  rove 
Amang  the  rocks  and  streams 

To  sport  that  night. 

"  Amang  the  bonnie  winding  banks, 

Where  Doon  rins,  wimpling,  clear, 
Where  Bruce  ance  rul'd  the  martial  ranks 
And  shook  his  Carrick  spear." 

Then  instantly  he  collects  the  company — the  business  of  the  evening  is  set  a-going — each 
stanza  has  its  new  actor  and  its  new  charm — the  transitions  are  as  quick  as  it  is  in  the  power 
of  winged  words  to  fly;  female  characters  of  all  ages  and  dispositions,  from  the  auld  guid- 
wife  "wha  fuft  her  pipe  wi'  sic  a  lunt,"  to  wee  Jenny  "wi'  her  little  skelpie  limmer's  face" 
— Jean,  Nell,  Merran,  Meg,  maidens  all — and  "wanton  widow  Leezie" — figure  each  in  her 
own  individuality,  animated  into  full  life  by  a  few  touches.  Nor  less  various  the  males, 
from  hav'rel  Will  to  "auld  uncle  John  wha  wedlock's  joys  sin'  Mar's  year  did  desire" — Rab 
and  Jock,  and  "fechtin'  Jamie  Fleck,"  like  all  bullies  "cooard  afore  bogles;"  the  only  pause 
in  their  fast  following  proceedings  being  caused  by  garrulous  grannie's  pious  reproof  of  her 
oe  for  daurin'  to  try  sic  sportin'  "as  eat  the  apple  at  the  glass" — a  reproof  proving  that  her 
own  wrinkled  breast  holds  many  queer  memories  of  lang-syne  Hallo  weens; — all  the  carking 
cares  of  the  work-day  world  are  clean  forgotten;  the  hopes,  fears,  and  wishes  that  most 
agitate  every  human  breast,  and  are  by  the  simplest  concealed,  here  exhibit  themselves 
without  disguise  in  the  freedom  not  only  permitted  but  inspired  by  the  passion  that  rules 
the  night — "the  passion,"  says  the  poet  himself,  "of  prying  into  futurity,  which  makes  a 
striking  part  of  the  history  of  human  nature  in  its  rude  state,  in  all  ages  and  nations;  and  it 
may  be  some  entertainment  to  a  philosophic  mind,  if  any  such  should  honour  the  author  with 
a  perusal,  to  see  the  remains  of  it,  among  the  more  unenlightened  of  our  own." 

But  how  have  we  been  able  to  refrain  from  saying  a  few  words  about  the  Cotter's 
Saturday  Night?  How  affecting  Gilbert's  account  of  its  origin! 

"  Robert  had  frequently  remarked  to  me  that  he  thought  there  was  something  peculiarly 
venerable  in  the  phrase,  'Let  us  worship  God,'  used  by  a  decent  sober  head  of  a  family 
introducing  family  worship.  To  this  sentiment  of  the  author  the  world  is  indebted  for  the 
Cotter's  Saturday  Night.  The  hint  of  the  plan,  and  title  of  the  poem,  were  taken  from 
Fergusson's  'Farmer's  Ingle.'  When  Robert  had  not  some  pleasure  in  view  in  which  I  was 
not  thought  fit  to  participate,  we  used  frequently  to  walk  together,  when  the  weather  was 
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favourable,  on  the  Sunday  afternoons  (those  precious  breathing-times  to  the  labouring  part 
of  the  community)  and  enjoyed  such  Sundays  as  would  make  me  regret  to  see  their  number 
abridged.  It  was  on  one  of  those  walks  thafl  first  had  the  pleasure  of  hearing  the  author 
repeat  'the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night.'  I  do  not  recollect  to  have  read  or  heard  any  thing  by 
which  I  was  more  highly  electrified''  No  wonder  Gilbert  was  highly  electrified;  for  though 
he  had  read  or  heard  many  things  of  his  brother  Robert's  of  equal  poetical  power,  not  one 
among  them  all  was  so  charged  with  those  sacred  influences  that  connect  the  human  heart 
with  heaven.  It  must  have  sounded  like  a  very  revelation  of  all  the  holiness  for  ever  abiding 
in  that  familiar  observance,  but  which  custom,  without  impairing  its  efficacy,  must  often 
partially  hide  from  the  children  of  labour  when  it  is  all  the  time  helping  to  sustain  them 
upon  and  above  this  earth.  And  this  from  the  erring  to  the  stedfast  brother! — from  the 
troubled  to  the  quiet  spirit! — out  of  a  heart  too  often  steeped  in  the  waters  of  bitterness, 
issuing,  as  from  an  unpolluted  fountain,  the  inspiration  of  pious  song!  But  its  effects  on 
innumerable  hearts  is  not  now  electrical — it  inspires  peace.  It  is  felt  yet,  and  sadly  changed 
will  then  be  Scotland  if  ever  it  be  not  felt,  by  every  one  who  peruses  it,  to  be  a  communi- 
cation from  brother  to  brother.  It  is  felt  by  us,  all  through,  from  beginning  to  end,  to  be 
BURNS'S  "  Cotter's  Saturday  Night;"  at  each  succeeding  sweet  or  solemn  stanza  we  more 
and  more  love  the  man — at  its  close  we  bless  him  as  a  benefactor;  and  if,  as  the  picture 
fades,  thoughts  of  sin  and  of  sorrow  will  arise,  and  will  not  be  put  down,  let  them,  as  we 
hope  for  mercy,  be  of  our  own — not  his;  let  us  tremble  for  ourselves  as  we  hear  a  voice 
saying,  "  Fear  God  and  keep  his  commandments." 

There  are  few  more  perfect  poems.  It  is  the  utterance  of  a  heart  whose  chords  were  all 
tuned  to  gratitude,  "making  sweet  melody"  to  the  Giver,  on  a  night  not  less  sacred  in  His 
eye  than  His  own  appointed  Sabbath. 

*  November  chill  blaws  loud  wi'  angry  sugh ; 

The  short'ning  winter  day  is  near  a  close; 

The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugh ; 

The  black 'ning  trains  o'  craws  to  their  repose ; 
The  toil-worn  Cotter  frae  his  labour  goes, 
This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end, 
Collects  his  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  his  hoes, 

Hoping  the  morn  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend, 
And  wenry,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  does  hameward  bend." 

That  one  single  stanza  is  in  itself  a  picture,  one  may  say  a  poem,  of  the  poor  man's  life.  It 
is  so  imaged  on  the  eye  that  we  absolutely  see  it;  but  then  not  an  epithet  but  shows  the 
condition  on  which  he  holds,  and  the  heart  with  which  he  endures,  and  enjoys  it.  Work  he 
must  in  the  face  of  November;  but  God  who  made  the  year  shortens  and  lengthens  its  days 
for  the  sake  of  his  living  creatures,  and  has  appointed  for  them  all  their  hou/of  rest.  The 
"miry  beasts"  will  soon  be  at  supper  in  their  clean-strawed  stalls— "the  black'ning  train  o' 
craws"  invisibly  hushed  on  their  rocking  trees;  and  he  whom  God  made  after  his  own  image 
that  "toil-worn  Cotter,"  he  too  may  lie  down  and  sleep.  There  is  nothing  especial  in  his 
lot  wherefore  he  should  be  pitied,  nor  are  we  asked  to  pity  him,  as  he  "collects  his  spades, 
his  mattocks,  and  his  hoes:"  many  of  us,  who  have  work  to  do  and  do  it  not,  may  envy  his 
contentment,  and  the  religion  that  gladdens  his  release— "hoping  the  MORN  in  ease  and  rest 
to  spend,"  only  to  such  as  he,  in  truth,  a  Sabbath.  "Remember  that  thou  keep  holy  the 
Sabbath  day.  Six  days  shalt  thou  labour  and  do  all  that  thou  hast  to  do.  But  the  seventh 
day  is  the  Sabbath  of  the  Lord  thy  God.  In  it  thou  shalt  do  no  manner  of  work  "  O ! 
that  man  should  ever  find  it  in  his  heart  to  see  in  that  law  a  stern  obligation— not  a  merciful 
boon  and  a  blessed  privilege! 

In  those  times  family-worship  in  such  dwellings,  all  over  Scotland,  was  not  confined  to 
one  week-day.     It  is  to  be  believed  that  William  Burnes  might  have  been  heard  by  his  son 
duly  every  night  saying,  "Let  us  worship  God."     "There  was  something  peculiarly 
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venerable  in  the  phrase"  every  time  he  heard  it;  but  on  "Saturday  night"  family  worship 
was  surrounded,  in  its  solemnity,  with  a  gathering  of  whatever  is  most  cheerful  and  unalloyed 
in  the  lot  of  labour;  and  the  poet's  genius  in  a  happy  hour  hearing  those  words  in  his  heart, 
collected  many  nights  into  one,  and  made  the  whole  observance,  as  it  were,  a  religious 
establishment,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  for  ever. 

"The  fifth  and  sixth  stanzas,  and  the  eighteenth,"  says  Gilbert,  "thrilled  with  peculiar 
ecstasy  through  my  soul;"  and  well  they  might;  for,  in  homeliest  words,  they  tell  at  once 
of  home's  familiar  doings  and  of  the  highest  thoughts  that  can  ascend  in  supplication  to  the 
throne  of  God.  What  is  the  eighteenth  stanza,  and  why  did  it  too  "thrill  with  peculiar 
ecstasy  my  soul?"  You  may  be  sure  that  whatever  thrilled  Gilbert's  soul  will  thrill  yours 
if  it  be  in  holy  keeping;  for  he  was  a  good  man,  and  walked  all  his  days  fearing  God. 

"Then  homeward  all  take  off  their  sev'ral  way; 

The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest; 
The  parent- pair  their  secret  homage  pay, 

And  proffer  up  to  Heaven  the  warm  request 
That  He  who  stills  the  raven's  clam'rous  ne.st, 

And  decks  the  lily  fair  in  flow'ry  pride, 
Would,  in  the  way  his  wisdom  sees  the  best, 
For  them  and  for  their  little  ones  provide; 
But  chiefly,  in  their  hearts  with  grace  divine  preside." 

Think  again  of  the  first  stanza  of  all — for  you  have  forgotten  it — of  the  toil-worn  Cotter 
collecting  his  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  his  hoes,  and  weary  o'er  the  moor  bending  his  course 
homewards.  In  spite  of  his  hope  of  the  morn,  you  could  hardly  help  looking  on  him  then 
as  if  he  were  disconsolate — now  you  are  prepared  to  believe,  with  the  poet,  that  such  brethren 
are  among  the  best  of  their  country's  sons,  that 

"  From  scenes  like  these  old  Scotia's  grandeur  springs, 
That  makes  her  lov'd  at  home,  rever'd  abroad;" 

and  you  desire  to  join  in  the  Invocation  that  bursts  from  his  pious  and  patriotic  heart  • — 

"O  Scotia!  my  dear,  my  native  soil! 

For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  Heaven  is  sent! 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 

Be  bless'd  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet  content! 
And  O !  may  Heaven  then:  simple  lives  prevent 

From  luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile! 
Then,  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 

A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while, 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  much-lov'd  Ide. 

"O  Thou!  who  pour'd  the  patriotic  tide 

That  stream'd  through'Wallace's  undaunted  heart ; 
Who  dared  to  nobly  stem  tyrannic  pride, 
Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part, 
(The  patriot's  God,  peculiarly  thou  art, 

His  friend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  reward !) 
O  never,  never,  Scotia's  realm  desert: 

But  still  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot  bard, 
In  bright  succession  raise,  her  ornament  and  guard!" 

We  said  there  are  few  more  perfect  poems.     The  expression  is  hardly  a  correct  one;  but 
in  two  of  the  stanzas  there  are  lines  which  we  never  read  without  wishing  them  away,  and 
there  is  one  stanza  we  could  sometimes  almost  wish  away  altogether;  the  sentiment,  though 
beautifully  worded,  being  somewhat  harsh,  and  such  as  must  be  felt  to  be  unjust  by  many 
yQ  devout  and  pious  people: 
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"They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise; 

They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest  aim: 
Perhaps  Dundee's  wild  warbling  measures  rise, 

Or  plaintive  Martyrs,  worthy  of  the  name: 
Or  noble  Elgin  beets  the  heaven-ward  flame, 

The  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays: 
Compared  with  tliese  Italian  trills  are  tame  ; 

The  ticKTd  ears  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise  ; 
Nae  unison  ha'e  t/iey  with  our  Creator's  praise." 

"We  do  not  find  fault  with  Burns  for  have  written  these  lines;  for  association  of  feeling  with 
feeling,  by  contrast,  is  perhaps  most  of  all  powerful  in  music.  Believing  that  there  was  no 
devotional  spirit  in  Italian  music,  it  was  natural  for  him  to  denounce  its  employment  in  reli- 
gious services;  but  we  all  know  that  it  cannot  without  most  ignorant  violation  of  the  truth 
be  said  of  the  hymns  of  that  most  musical  of  all  people,  and  superstitious  as  they  may  be, 
among  the  most  devout,  that 

"Nae  unison  ha'e  they  with  our  Creator's  praise." 

Our  objection  to  some  lines  in  another  stanza  is  more  serious,  for  it  applies  not  to  a  feeling 
but  a  judgment.  That  there  is  more  virtue  in  a  cottage  than  in  a  palace  we  are  not  disposed 
to  deny  at  any  time,  least  of  all  when  reading  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night ;  and  we  entirely 
go  along  with  Burns  when  he  says, 

"And  certes,  in  fair  virtue's  heavenly  road, 
The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  far  behind;" 

but  there,  we  think,  he  ought  to  have  stopped,  or  illustrated  the  truth  in  a  milder  manner 
than 

"What  is  a  lordling's  pomp?  a  cumbrous  load, 

Disguising  oft  the  wretch  of  human  kind, 
Studied  in  arts  of  hell,  in  wickedness  refined." 

Our  moral  nature  revolts  with  a  sense  of  injustice  from  the  comparison  of  the  wickedness  of 
one  class  with  the  goodness  of  another;  and  the  effect  is  the  very  opposite  of  that  intended, 
the  rising  up  of  a  miserable  conviction  that  for  a  while  had  been  laid  asleep,  that  vice  and 
crime  are  not  excluded  from  cots,  but  often,  alas!  are  found  there  in  their  darkest  colours 
and  most  portentous  forms. 

The  whole  stanza  we  had  in  our  mind  as  somehow  or  other  not  entirely  delightful,  is 

"Compared  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's  pride, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  method,  and  of  art, 
When  men  display  to  congregations  wide, 
Devotion's  every  grace  except  the  heart. 
The  Pow'r,  incens'd,  the  pageant  will  desert, 

The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  stole; 
But  haply,  in  some  cottage  far  apart, 

May  hear,  well  pleas'd,  the  language  of  the  soul; 
And  in  his  book  of  life  the  inmates  poor  enrol." 

"Let  us  join  in  the  worship  of  God"  is  a  strong  desire  of  nature,  and  a  commanded  duty; 
and  thus  are  brought  together,  for  praise  and  prayer,  "congregations  wide,"  in  all  populous 
places  of  every  Christian  land.  Superstition  is  sustained  by  the  same  sympathy  as  religion 
— enlightenment  of  reason  being  essential  to  faith.  There  sit,  every  Sabbath,  hundreds  of 
hypocrites,  thousands  of  the  sincere,  tens  of  thousands  of  the  indifferent — how  many  of  the 
devout  or  how  few  who  shall  say  that  understands  the  meaning  of  devotion?  If  all  be  false 
and  hollow,  a  mere  semblance  only,  then  indeed 

"The  Pow'r,  incens'd,  the  pageant  will  desert, 
The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  stole;" 

\mt  if,  even  in  the  midst  of  "religion's  pride,"  there  be  humble  and  contrite  hearts if  a 
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place  be  found  for  the  poor  in  spirit  even  "in  gay  religions  full  of  pomp  and  gold" — a 
Christian  poet  ought  to  guard  his  heart  against  scorn  of  the  ritual  of  any  form  of  Christiau 
worship.  Be  it  performed  in  Cathedral,  Kirk,  or  Cottage — God  regards  it  only  when  per- 
formed in  spirit  and  in  truth. 

Remember  all  this  poetry,  and  a  hundred  almost  as  fine  things  besides,  was  composed 
within  little  more  than  two  years,  by  a  man  all  the  while  working  for  wages — seven  pounds 
from  May-day  to  May-day;  and  that  he  never  idled  at  his  work,  but  mowed  and  ploughed 
as  if  working  by  the  piece,  and  could  afford  therefore,  God  bless  his  heart,  to  stay  the  share 
for  a  minute,  but  too  late  for  the  "wee,  sleekit,  cowrin',  timorous  beastie's"  nest.  Folks 
have  said  he  was  a  bad  farmer,  and  neglected  Mossgiel,  an  idler  in  the  land. 

"  How  various  his  employments  whom  the  world 
Calls  idle!" 

Absent  in  the  body,  we  doubt  not,  he  frequently  was  from  his  fields;  oftenest  in  the  even- 
ings and  at  night.  Was  he  in  Nanse  Tinnocks?  She  knew  him  by  name  and  head-mark, 
for  once  seen  he  was  not  to  be  forgotten;  but  she  complained  that  he  had  never  drunk  three 
half-mutchkins  in  her  house,  whatever  he  might  say  in  his  lying  poems.  In  Poussie  Nannie's 
— mother  of  Racer  Jess? — He  was  there  once;  and  out  of  the  scum  and  refuse  of  the  outcasts 
of  the  lowest  grade  of  possible  being,  he  constructed  a  Beggar's  Opera,  in  which  the  singers 
and  dancers,  drabs  and  drunkards  all,  belong  still  to  humanity;  and  though  huddling 
together  in  the  filth  of  the  flesh,  must  not  be  classed,  in  their  enjoyments,  with  the  beasts 
that  perish.  In  the  Smiddy?  Ay,  you  might  have  found  him  there,  at  times  when  he  had 
no  horse  to  be  shoed,  no  coulter  to  be  sharpened. 

"  When  Vulcan  gi'es  his  bellows  breath, 
An'  ploughmen  gather  wi'  their  graith, 
O  rare!  to  see  thee  fizz  an'  freath 

I'  th'  luggit  caup ! 
Then  Burnewin  comes  on  like  death 

At  every  chaup. 

"  Nae  mercy,  then,  for  aim  or  steel; 
The  brawnie,  hainie,  ploughman  duel 
Brings  hard  owrehip,  wi'  sturdy  wheel, 

.The  strong  forehammcr, 
Till  block  an'  studdie  ring  an'  reel 

Wi'  dinsomc  clamour." 

On  frozen  Muir-loch?  Among  the  curlers  "at  their  roaring  play" — roaring  is  the  right 
word — but  'tis  not  the  bonspiel  only  that  roars,  it  is  the  ice,  and  echo  tells  it  is  from  her 
crags  that  submit  not  to  the  snow.  There  king  of  his  rink  was  Rabbie  Burns  to  be  found ; 
and  at  night  in  the  Hostelry,  in  the  reek  of  beef  and  greens  and  "Scotch  drink,"  Apollo,  in 
the  shape  of  a  ploughman,  at  the  head  of  the  fir-table  that  dances  with  all  its  glasses  to  the 
horny  fists  clenching  with  cordial  thumpers  the  sallies  of  wit  and  humour  volleying  from  his 
lips  and  eyes,  unreproved  by  the  hale  old  minister  who  is  happy  to  meet  his  parishioners  out 
of  the  pulpit,  and  by  his  presence  keeps  the  poet  within  bounds,  if  not  of  absolute  decorum, 
of  that  decency  becoming  men  in  their  most  jovial  mirth,  and  not  to  be  violated  without 
reproach  by  genius  in  its  most  wanton  mood  dallying  even  with  forbidden  things.  Or  at  a 
Rockiri'?  An  evening  meeting,  as  you  know,  '•'•one  of  the  objects  of  which,"  so  says  the 
glossary,  "is  spinning  with  the  rock  or  distaff;"  but  which  has  many  other  objects,  as  the 
dullest  may  conjecture,  when  lads  and  lasses  have  come  flocking  from  "behind  the  hills  where 
Stinchar  flows,  'mang  muirs  and  mosses  many,  O,"  to  one  solitary  homestead  made  roomy 
enough  for  them  all;  and  if  now  and  then  felt  to  be  too  close  and  crowded  for  the  elderly 
people  and  the  old,  not  unprovided  with  secret  spots  near  at  hand  in  the  broom  and  the 
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brackens,  where  the  sleeping  lintwhites  sit  undisturbed  by  lovers'  whispers,  and  lovers  may 
look,  if  tliey  choose  it,  unashamed  to  the  stars. 

And  what  was  he  going  to  do  with  all  this  poetry— poetry  accumulating  fast  as  his  hand, 
released  at  night  from  other  implements,  could  put  it  on  paper,  in  bold,  round,  upright,  cha- 
racters that  tell  of  fingers  more  familiar  with  the  plough  than  the  pen?  He  himself  some- 
times must  have  wondered  to  find  every  receptacle  in  the  speuce  crammed  with  manuscripts, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  many  others  floating  about  all  over  the  country,  and  setting  the  smid- 
dies  in  a  roar,  and  not  a  few,  of  which  nothing  was  said,  folded  in  the  breast-kerchiefs  of 
maidens,  put  therein  by  his  own  hand  on  the  lea-rig,  beneath  the  milk-white  thorn.  What 
brought  him  out  into  the  face  of  day  as  a  Poet? 

Of  all  the  women  Burns  ever  loved,  Mary  Campbell  not  excepted,  the  dearest  to  him  by 
far,  from  first  to  last,  was  Jean  Armour.  During  composition  her  image  rises  up  from  his 
heart  before  his  eyes  the  instant  he  touches  on  any  thought  or  feeling  with  which  she  could 
be  in  any  way  connected;  and  sometimes  his  allusions  to  her  might  even  seem  out  of  place, 
did  they  not  please  us,  by  letting  us  know  that  he  could  not  altogether  forget  her,  whatever 
the  subject  his  muse  had  chosen.  Others  may  have  inspired  more  poetical  strains,  but  there 
is  an  earnestness  in  his  fervours,  at  her  name,  that  brings  her  breathing  in  warm  flesh  and 
blood  to  his  breast.  Highland  Mary  he  would  have  made  his  wife,  and  perhaps  broken  her 
heart.  He  loved  her  living,  as  a  creature  in  a  dream,  dead  as  a  spirit  in  heaven.  But  Jean 
Armour  possessed  his  heart  in  the  stormiest  season  of  his  passions,  and  she  possessed  it  in 
the  lull  that  preceded  their  dissolution.  She  was  well  worthy  of  his  affection,  on  account  of 
her  excellent  qualities;  and  though  never  beautiful,  had  many  personal  attractions.  But 
Burns  felt  himself  bound  to  her  by  that  inscrutable  mystery  in  the  soul  of  every  man,  by 
which  one  other  being,  and  one  only,  is  believed,  and  truly,  to  be  essential  to  his  happiness 
here, — without  whom,  life  is  not  life.  Her  strict  and  stern  father,  enraged  out  of  all  religion 
both  natural  and  revealed,  with  his  daughter  for  having  sinned  with  a  man  of  sin,  tore  from 
her  hands  her  marriage  lines  as  she  besought  forgiveness  on  her  knees,  and  without  pity  for 
the  life  stirring  within  her,  terrified  her  into  the  surrender  and  renunciation  of  the  title  of 
wife,  branding  her  thereby  with  an  abhorred  name.  A  father's  power  is  sometimes  very 
terrible,  and  it  was  so  here;  for  she  submitted,  with  less  outward  show  of  agony  than  can 
be  well  understood,  and  Burns  almost  became  a  madman.  His  worldly  circumstances  were 
wholly  desperate,  for  bad  seasons  had  stricken  dead  the  cold  soil  of  Mossgiel;  but  he  was 
willing  to  work  for  his  wife  in  ditches,  or  to  support  her  for  a  while  at  home,  by  his  wages 
as  a  negro-driver  in  the  West  Indies. 

A  more  unintelligible  passage  than  this  never  occurred  in  the  life  of  any  other  man,  cer- 
tainly never  a  more  trying  one;  and  Burns  must  at  this  time  have  been  tormented  by  as 
many  violent  passions,  in  instant  succession  or  altogether,  as  the  human  heart  could  hold.  In 
verse  he  had  for  years  given  vent  to  all  his  moods;  and  his  brother  tells  us  that  the  LAMENT 
was  composed  "after  the  first  distraction  of  his  feelings  had  a  little  subsided."  Had  he  lost 
her  by  death  he  would  have  been  dumb,  but  his  grief  was  not  mortal,  and  it  grew  eloquent, 
when  relieved  and  sustained  from  prostration  by  other  passions  that  lift  up  the  head,  if  it  be 
only  to  let  it  sink  down  again,  rage,  pride,  indignation,  jealousy,  and  scorn.  "Never  man 
loved,  or  rather  adored  woman  more  than  I  did  her;  and  to  confess  a  truth  between  you 
and  me,  I  do  still  love  her  to  distraction  after  all.  My  poor  dear  unfortunate  Jean!  It  is 
not  the  losing  her  that  makes  me  so  unhappy;  but  for  her  sake  I  feel  most  severely;  I 
grieve  she  is  in  the  road  to,  I  fear,  eternal  ruin.  May  Almighty  God  forgive  her  ingratitude 
and  perjury  to  me,  as  I  from  my  very  soul  forgive  her;  and  may  his  grace  be  with  her,  and 
bless  her  in  all  her  future  life !  I  can  have  no  nearer  idea  of  the  place  of  eternal  punishment 
than  what  I  have  felt  in  my  own  breast  on  her  account.  I  have  tried  often  to  forget  her;  I 
have  run  into  all  kinds  of  dissipation  and  riot,  mason-meetings,  drinking  matches,  and  other 
mischiefs,  to  drive  her  out  of  my  head,  but  all  in  vain.  And  now  for  the  grand  cure:  the 
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ship  is  on  her  way  home,  that  is  to  take  me  out  to  Jamaica;  and  then  farewell,  dear  old 
Scotland!  and  farewell,  dear  ungrateful  Jean!  for  never,  never  will  I  see  you  more."  In 
the  LAMENT,  there  are  the  same  passions,  but  genius  has  ennobled  them  by  the  tenderness 
and  elevation  of  the  finest  poetry,  guided  their  transitions  by  her  solemnizing  power,  inspired 
their  appeals  to  conscious  night  and  nature,  and  subdued  down  to  the  beautiful  and  pathetic, 
the  expression  of  what  had  else  been  agony  and  despair. 

Twenty  pounds  would  enable  him  to  leave  Scotland,  and  take  him  to  Jamaica;  and  to 
raise  them,  it  occurred  to  Robert  Burns  to  publish  his  poems  by  subscription!  "I  was 
pretty  confident  my  poems  would  meet  with  some  applause ;  but  at  the  worst,  the  roar  of 
the  Atlantic  would  deafen  the  voice  of  censure,  and  the  novelty  of  "West  Indian  scenes  make 
me  forget  neglect.  I  threw  off  six  hundred  copies,  of  which  I  got  subscriptions  for  about 
three  hundred  and  sixty.  My  vanity  was  highly  gratified  by  the  reception  I  met  with  from 
the  public;  and  besides,  I  pocketed,  all  expenses  deducted,  near  twenty  pounds.  This  sum 
came  very  seasonably,  as  I  was  thinking  of  indenturing  myself  for  want  of  money  to  procure 
my  passage.  As  soon  as  I  was  master  of  nine  guineas,  the  price  of  wafting  me  to  the  torrid 
zone,  I  took  a  steerage  passage  in  the  first  ship  that  was  to  sail  from  the  Clyde,  'For  hungry 
ruin  had  me  in  the  wind.'"  The  ship  sailed;  but  Burns  was  still  at  Mossgiel,  for  his  strong 
heart  could  not  tear  itself  away  from  Scotland,  and  some  of  his  friends  encouraged  him  to 
hope  that  he  might  be  made  a  gauger! — In  a  few  months,  he  was  about  to  be  hailed  by  the 
universal  acclamation  of  his  country  a  great  National  Poet. 

But  the  enjoyment  of  his  fame  all  round  his  birth-place,  "the  heart  and  the  main  region 
of  his  song,"  intense  as  we  know  it  was,  though  it  assuaged,  could  not  still  the  troubles  of 
his  heart;  his  life  amidst  it  all  was  as  hopeless  as  when  it  was  obscure:  "liis  chest  was  on 
its  road  to  Greenock,  where  he  was  to  embark  in  a  few  days  for  America,"  and  again  he  sung 

"Farewell  old  Coila's  hills  and  dales, 
Her  heathy  moors  and  winding  vales, 
The  scenes  where  wretched  fancy  roves, 
Pursuing  past  unhappy  loves. 
Farewell  my  friends,  farewell  my  foes, 
My  peace  with  these,  my  love  with  those— 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare, 
Farewell  the  bonny  banks  of  Ayr;" 

when  a  few  words  from  a  blind  old  man  to  a  country  clergyman  kindled  within  him  a  new 
hope,  and  set  his  heart  on  fire;  and  while 

"  November  winds  blew  loud  wi'  angry  sngh," 

"I  posted  away  to  Edinburgh  without  a  single  acquaintance,  or  a  single  letter  of  introduc- 
tion. The  baneful  star  that  had  so  long  shed  its  blasting  influence  on  my  zenith,  for  once 
made  a  revolution  to  the  Nadir." 

At  first,  Burns  was  stared  at  with  such  eyes  as  people  open  wide  who  behold  a  prodigy; 
for  though  he  looked  the  rustic,  and  his  broad  shoulders  had  the  stoop  that  stalwart  men 
acquire  at  the  plough,  his  swarthy  face  was  ever  and  anon  illumined  with  the  look  that 
genius  alone  puts  off  and  on,  and  that  comes  and  goes  with  a  new  interpretation  of  imagina- 
tion's winged  words.  For  a  week  or  two  he  had  lived  chiefly  with  some  Ayrshire  acquaint- 
ances, and  was  not  personally  known  to  any  of  the  leading  men.  But  as  soon  as  he  came 
forward,  and  was  seen  and  heard,  his  name  went  through  the  city,  and  people  asked  one 
another,  "Have  you  met  Burns?"  His  demeanour  among  the  Magnates  was  not  only 
unembarrassed  but  dignified,  and  it  was  at  once  discerned  by  the  blindest,  that  he  belonged 
to  the  aristocracy  of  nature.  "The  idea  which  his  conversation  conveyed  of  the  power  of 
JAI  his  mind,  exceeded,  if  possible,  that  which  is  suggested  by  his  writings.  Among  the  poets 
whom  I  have  happened  to  know  I  have  been  struck,  in  more  than  one  instance,  with  the 
5  unaccountable  disparity  between  their  general  talents,  and  the  occasional  aspirations  of  their 


mow  favoured  moments.     But  all  the  faculties  of  Burns's  mind  were,  as  far  as  I  could  judge, 
rnually  vigorous;  and  his  predilections  for  poetry  were  rather  the  result  of  his  own  enthusi- 
2  and  impassioned  temper,  than  of  a  genius  exclusively  adapted  to  that  species  of  com- 
position."    Who  those  poets  were,  of  occasional  inspiration  and  low  general  talents,  and 
conversation  felt  to  be  of  the  race  of  the  feeble,  Dugald  Stewart  had  too  much  delicacy  to 
tell  us  •  but  if  Edinburgh  had  been  their  haunt,  and  theirs  the  model  of  the  poetical  character 
in  the  judgment  of  her  sages,  no  wonder  that  a  new  light  was  thrown  on  the  Phi  osophy  of 
the  Human  Mind  by  that  of  Robert  Burns.     For  his  intellectual  faculties  were  of  the  highest 
order  and  though  deferential  to  superior  knowledge,  he  spoke  on  all  subjects  he  understood 
and  t'hcy  were  many,  with  a  voice  of  determination,  and  when  need  was,  of  command, 
was  not  in  the  debating  club  in  Tarbolton  alone,  about  which  so  much  nonsense  has  been 
proved   that  he  had  learned  eloquence;  he  had  been  long  giving  chosen  and  deliberate  utter- 
ance to  all  his  bright  ideas  and  strong  emotions;  they  were  all  his  own,  or  he  had  made 
them  his  own  by  transfusion;  and  so,  therefore,  was  his  speech.     Its  fount  was  in  genius, 
and  therefore  could  not  run  dry— a  flowing  spring  that  needed  neither  to  be  fanged  nor 
pumped.     As  he  had  the  power  of  eloquence,  so  had  he  the  will,  the  desire,  the  ambition 
to  put  it  forth;  for  he  rejoiced  to  carry  with  him  the  sympathies  of  his  kind,  and  in  bis 
highest  moods  he  was  not  satisfied  with  their  admiration  without  their  love.     There  never 
beat  a  heart  more  alive  to  kindness.     To  the  wise  and  good,  how  eloquent  his  gratitude!  to 
Glencairn,  bow  imperishable!     This  exceeding  tenderness  of  heart  often  gave  such  pathos  to 
his  ordinary  talk,  that  he  even  melted  common-place  people  into  tears !     Without  scholar- 
ship, without  science,  with  not  much  of  what  is  called  information,  he  charmed  the  first  men 
in  a 'society  equal  in  all  these  to  any  at  that  time  in  Europe.     The  scholar  was  happy  to 
forget  his  classic  lore,  as  he  listened,  for  the  first  time,  to  the  noblest  sentiments  flowing  from 
the  lips  of  a  rustic,  sometimes  in  his  own  Doric  divested  of  all  offensive  vulgarity,  but  oftener 
in  language  which,  in  our  northern  capital,  was  thought  pure  English,  and  comparatively  it 
was  so,  for  in  those  days  the  speech  of  many  of  the  most  distinguished  persons  would  have 
been  unintelligible  out  of  Scotland,  and  they  were  proud  of  excelling  in  the  use  of  their 
mother  tongue.     The  philosopher  wondered  that  the  peasant  should  comprehend  intuitively 
truths  that  had  been  established,  it  was  so  thought,  by  reasoning  demonstrative  or  inductive; 
as  the  illustrious  Stewart,  a  year  or  two  afterwards,  wondered  how  clear  an  idea  Burns  the 
Poet  had  of  Alison's  True  Theory  of  Taste.     True  it  is  that  the  great  law  of  association  has 
by  no  one  been  so  beautifully  stated  in  a  single  sentence  as  by  Burns:  "That  the  martial 
clangor  of  a  trumpet  had  something  in  it  vastly  more  grand,  heroic,  and  sublime  than  the 
twinglc-t wangle  of  a  Jew's  harp;  that  the  delicate  flexure  of  a  rose-twig,  when  the  half- 
blown  flower  is  heavy  with  the  tears  of  the  dawn,  was  infinitely  more  beautiful  and  elegant 
than  the  upright  stalk  of  the  burdock ;  and  that  from  something  innate  and  independent  of 
all  associations  of  ideas — these  I  had  set  down  as  irrefragable  orthodox  truths,  until  perusing 
your  book  shook  my  faith."     The  man  of  wit — ay,  even  Harry  Erskine  himself — and  a 
wittier  than  ho  never  charmed  social  life — was  nothing  loth,  with  his  delightful  amenity,  to 
cease  for  a  while  the  endless  series  of  anecdotes  so  admirably  illustrative  of  the  peculiarities 
of  nations,  orders,  or  individuals,  and  almost  all  of  them  created  or  vivified  by  his  own  genius, 
that  the  most  accomplished  companies  might  experience  a  new  pleasure  from  the  rich  and 
racy  humour  of  a  natural  converser  fresh  from  the  plough. 

And  how  did  Burns  bear  all  this,  and  much  besides  even  more  trying!  For  you  know 
that  a  duchess  declared  that  she  had  never  before  in  all  her  life  met  with  a  man  who  so 
fairly  carried  her  off  her  feet.  Hear  Professor  Stewart :  "  The  attentions  he  received  dur- 
ing his  stay  in  town,  from  all  ranks  and  descriptions  of  persons,  were  such  as  would  have 
turned  any  head  but  his  own.  I  cannot  say  that  I  could  perceive  any  unfavourable  effect 
which  they  left  on  his  mind.  He  retained  the  same  simplicity  of  manners  and  appearance 
which  had  struck  me  so  forcibly  when  I  first  saw  him  in  the  country;  nor  did  he  seem  to 
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co  stand  aloof  from  them,  and  with  a  heart  like  his  he  had  no  inclination.     Why  should  he 


THE  GENIUS  AND  CHARACTER  OF  BURNS. 

feel  any  additional  self-importance  from  the  number  and  rank  of  his  new  acquaintance.'  In 
many  passages  of  his  letters  to  friends  who  had  their  fears,  Burns  expressed  entire  con- 
fidence in  his  own  self-respect,  and  in  terms  the  most  true  and  touching:  as,  for  example, 
to  Dr  Moore  :  "  The  hope  to  he  admired  for  ages  is,  in  by  far  the  greater  part  of  those  who 
even  were  authors  of  repute,  an  unsubstantial  dream.  For  my  part,  my  first  ambition  was, 
and  still  is,  to  please  my  compeers,  the  rustic  inmates  of  the  hamlet,  while  ever-changing 
Language  and  manners  shall  allow  me  to  be  relished  and  understood."  And  to  his  venerated 
friend  Mrs  Dunlop,  he  gives  utterance,  in  the  midst  of  his  triumphs,  to  dark  forebodings, 
some  of  which  were  but  too  soon  fulfilled!  "  You  are  afraid  I  shall  grow  intoxicated  with 
my  prosperity  as  a  poet.  Alas!  Madam,  I  know  myself  and  the  world  too  well.  I  assure 
you,  Madam,  I  do  not  dissemble,  when  I  tell  you  I  tremble  for  the  consequences.  The 
novelty  of  a  poet  in  my  obscure  situation,  without  any  of  those  advantages  which  are 
reckoned  necessary  for  that  character,  at  least  at  this  time  of  day,  has  raised  a  partial  tide 
of  public  notice,  which  has  borne  me  to  a  height  where  I  am  feeling  absolutely  certain  my 
abilities  are  inadequate  to  support  me;  and  too  surely  do  I  see  that  time,  when  the  same 
tide  will  leave  me,  and  recede,  perhaps,  as  far  below  the  mark  of  truth.  I  do  not  say 
this  in  ridiculous  affectation  of  self-abasement  and  modesty.  I  have  studied  myself,  and 
know  what  ground  I  occupy;  and  however  a  friend  or  the  world  may  differ  from  me  in 
that  particular,  I  stand  for  my  own  opinion  in  silent  resolve,  with  all  the  tenaciousness  of 
property.  I  mention  this  to  you  once  for  all,  to  disburden  my  mind,  and  I  do  not  wish  to 

hear  or  say  more  about  it.     But 

' 
'  When  proud  fortune's  ebbing  tide  reced.-s,' 

you  will  bear  me  witness,  that,  when  my  bubble  of  fame  was  at  the  highest,  I  stood  unin- 
toxicated  with  the  inebriating  cup  in  my  hand,  looking  forward  with  rueful  resolve  to  the 
hastening  time  when  the  blow  of  Calumny  should  dash  it  to  the  ground  with  all  the  eager- 
ness of  vengeful  triumph." 

Such  equanimity  is  magnanimous;  for  though  it  is  easy  to  declaim  on  the  vanity  of  fame, 
and  the  weakness  of  them  who  are  intoxicated  with  its  bubbles,  the  noblest  have  still  longed 
for  it,  and  what  a  fatal  change  it  has  indeed  often  wrought  on  the  simplicity  and  sincerity 
of  the  most  gifted  spirits!  There  must  be  a  moral  grandeur  in  his  character  who  receives 
sedately  the  unexpected,  though  deserved  ratification  of  his  title  to  that  genius  whose 
empire  is  the  inner  being  of  his  race,  from  the  voice  of  his  native  land  uttered  aloud  through 
all  her  regions,  and  harmoniously  combined  of  innumerable  tones  all  expressive  of  a  great 
people's  pride.  Make  what  deductions  you  will  from  the  worth  of  that  "  All  hail!"  and 
still  it  must  have  sounded  in  Burns's  ears  as  a  realization  of  that  voice  heard  by  his  pro- 
phetic soul  in  the  "  VISION." 

"ALL  HAIL!  MY  OWN  INSPIRED  BARD1 
I  taught  thy  manners-painting  strains, 
The  loves,  the  ways  of  simple  swains, 
TILL  NOW,  O'ER  ALL  MY  WIDE  DOMAINS 
THY  FAME  EXTENDS!" 

Robert  Burns  was  not  the  man  to  have  degraded  himself  everlastingly,  by  one  moment's 
seeming  slight  or  neglect  of  friends,  new  or  old,  belonging  either  to  his  own  condition,  or 
to  a  rank  5u  life  somewhat  higher  perhaps  than  his  own,  although  not  exactly  to  that  "  select 
society"  to  which  the  wonder  awakened  by  his  genius  had  given  him  a  sudden  introduction. 
Persons  in  that  middle  or  inferior  rank  were  his  natural,  his  best,  and  his  truest  friends; 
and  many  of  them,  there  can  be  no  doubt,  were  worthy  of  his  happiest  companionship  cither 
in  the  festal  hour  or  the  hour  of  closer  communion.  He  had  no  right,  with  all  his  genius, 
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have  lived  exclusively  with  lords  and  ladies— paper  or  land  lords— ladies  by  descent 
or  courtesy-'-H-ith  aristocratic  advocates,  philosophical  professors,  clergymen,  wild  or 
moderate,  Arminian  or  Calvinistic?  Some  of  them  were  among  the  first  men  of  the  age; 
others  we're  doubtless  not  inerudite,  and  a  few  not  unwitty  in  their  own  esteem;  and  Bums 
greatly  enjoyed  their  society,  in  which  he  met  with  an  admiration  that  must  have  been  to 
him  the  pleasure  of  a  perpetual  triumph.  But  .more  of  them  were  dull  and  pompous; 
incapable  of  rightly  estimating  or  feeling  the  power  of  his  genius;  and  when  the  glitter  and 
the  gloss  of  novelty  was  worn  off  before  their  shallow  eyes,  from  the  poet  who  bore  them 
all  down  into  insignificance,  then  no  doubt  they  began  to  get  offended  and  shocked  with  his 
msticity  or  rudeness,  and  sought  refuge  in  the  distinctions  of  rank,  and  the  laws  not  to  be 
violated  with  impunity,  of  "  select  society."  The  patronage  he  received  was  honourable, 
and  he  felt  it  to  be  so;  but  it  was  still  patronage;  and  had  he,  for  the  sake  of  it  or  its 
givers,  forgotten  for  a  day  the  humblest,  lowest,  meanest  of  his  friends,  or  even  his  acquain- 
tances, how  could  he  have  borne  to  read  his  own  two  bold  lines — 

"  The  rank  is  but  the  guinea  stamp, 
The  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that?" 

Besides,  we  know  from  Burns's  poetry  what  was  then  the  character  of  the  people  of  Scot- 
land, for  they  were  its  materials,  its  staple.  Her  peasantry  were  a  noble  race,  and  their 
virtues  moralized  his  song.  The  inhabitants  of  the  towns  were  of  the  same  family — the 
same  blood — one  kindred — and  many,  most  of  them,  had  been  born,  or  in  some  measure 
bred,  in  the  country.  Their  ways  of  thinking,  feeling,  and  acting  were  much  alike;  and 
tlic  shopkeepers  of  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow  were  as  proud  of  Robert  Burns,  as  the  plough- 
men and  shepherds  of  Kyle  and  the  Stewartry.  He  saw  in  them  friends  and  brothers. 
Their  admiration  of  him  was,  perhaps,  fully  more  sincere  and  heartfelt,  nor  accompanied 
with  less  understanding  of  his  merits,  than  that  of  persons  in  higher  places;  and  most 
assuredly  among  the  respectable  citizens  of  Edinburgh  Burns  found  more  lasting  friends 
than  he  ever  did  among  her  gentry  and  noblesse.  Nor  can  we  doubt,  that  then,  as  now, 
there  were  in  that  order  great  numbers  of  men  of  well  cultivated  minds,  whom  Burns,  in 
his  best  hours,  did  right  to  honour,  and  who  were  perfectly  entitled  to  seek  his  society,  and 
to  open  their  hospitable  door  to  the  brilliant  stranger.  That  Burns,  whose  sympathies 
were  keen  and  wide,  and  who  never  dreamt  of  looking  down  on  others  as  beneath  him, 
merely  because  he  was  conscious  of  his  own  vast  superiority  to  the  common  run  of  men, 
should  have  shunned  or  been  shy  of  such  society,  would  have  been  something  altogether 
unnatural  and  incredible;  nor  is  it  at  all  wonderful  or  blameable  that  he  should  occa- 
sionally even  have  much  preferred  such  society  to  that  which  has  been  called  "  more 
select,"  and  therefore  above  his  natural  and  proper  condition.  Admirably  as  he  in  general 
behaved  in  the  higher  circles,  in  those  humbler  ones  alone  could  he  have  felt  himself  com- 
pletely at  home.  His  demeanour  among  the  rich,  the  great,  the  learned,  or  the  wise, 
must  often  have  been  subject  to  some  little  restraint,  and  all  restraint  of  that  sort  is  ever 
painful;  or,  what  is  worse  still,  his  talk  must  sometimes  have  partaken  of  display.  With 
companions  and  friends,  who  claimed  no  superiority  in  anything,  the  sensitive  mind  of 
Burns  must  have  been  at  its  best  and  happiest,  because  completely  at  its  ease,  and  free  move- 
ment given  to  the  play  of  all  his  feelings  and  faculties;  and  in  such  companies  we  cannot 
but  believe  that  his  wonderful  conversational  powers  shone  forth  in  their  most  various 
splendour.  He  must  have  given  vent  then  to  a  thousand  familiar  fancies,  in  all  their  free- 
dom and  all  their  force,  which,  in  the  fastidious  society  of  high  life,  his  imagination  must 
have  been  too  much  fettered  to  conceive;  and  which,  had  they  flowed  from  his  lips,  would 
either  not  have  been  understood,  or  would  have  given  offence  to  that  delicacy  of  breeding 
which  is  often  hurt  even  by  the  best  manners  of  those  whose  manners  are  all  of  nature's 
teaching,  and  unsubjected  to  the  salutary  restraints  of  artificial  life.  Indeed,  we  know  that 
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Burns  sometimes  burst  suddenly  and  alarmingly  the  restraints  of  "  select  society:"  and  that 
on  one  occasion  he  called  a  clergyman  an  idiot  for  misquoting  Gray's  Elegy — a  truth  that 
ought  not  to  have  been  promulgated  in  presence  of  the  parson,  especially  at  so  early  u 
meal  as  breakfast:  and  he  confesses  in  his  most  confidential  letters,  though  indeed  he  svas 
then  writing  with  some  bitterness,  that  he  never  had  been  truly  and  entirely  happy  at  rich 
men's  feasts.  If  so,  then  never  could  he  have  displayed  there  his  genius  in  full  power  and 
lustre.  His  noble  rage  must  in  some  measure  have  been  repressed — the  genial  current  of 
his  soul  in  some  degree  frozen.  He  never  was,  never  could  be,  the  free,  fearless,  irresistible 
Robert  Burns  that  nature  made  him — no,  not  even  although  he  carried  the  Duchess  of 
Gordon  off  her  feet,  and  silenced  two  Ex-moderators  of  the  General  Assembly  of  the 
Church  of  Scotland. 

Burns,  before  his  visit  to  Edinburgh,  had  at  all  times  and  places  been  in  the  habit  of 
associating  with  the  best  men  of  his  order — the  best  in  every  thing,  in  station,  in  manners, 
in  moral  and  intellectual  character.  Such  men  as  William  Tell  and  Hofer,  for  example, 
associated  with  in  Switzerland  and  the  Tyrol.  Even  the  persons  he  got  unfortunately  too 
well  acquainted  with,  (but  whose  company  he  soon  shook  off,)  at  Irvine  and  Kirk-Oswald 
— smugglers  and  their  adherents — were,  though  a  lawless  and  dangerous  set,  men  of  spunk, 
and  spirit,  and  power,  both  of  mind  and  body;  nor  was  there  anything  the  least  degrading 
in  an  ardent,  impassioned,  and  imaginative  youth  becoming  for  a  time  rather  too  much 
attached  to  such  daring  and  adventurous,  and  even  interesting  characters.  They  had  all  a 
fine  strong  poetical  smell  of  the  sea,  mingled  to  precisely  the  proper  pitch  with  that  of  the 
contraband.  As  a  poet  Burns  must  have  been  much  the  better  of  snch  temporary  associates; 
as  a  man,  let  us  hope,  notwithstanding  Gilbert's  fears,  not  greatly  the  worse.  The  passions 
that  boiled  in  his  blood  would  have  overflowed  his  life,  often  to  disturb,  and  finally  to  help 
to  destroy  him,  had  there  never  been  an  Irvine  and  its  seaport.  But  Burns's  friends,  up  to 
the  time  he  visited  Edinburgh,  had  been  chiefly  his  admirable  brother,  a  few  of  the  ministers 
round  about,  farmers,  ploughmen,  farm -servants,  and  workers  in  the  winds  of  heaven  blowing 
over  moors  and  mosses,  cornfields  and  meadows  beautiful  as  the  blue  skies  themselves;  and 
if  you  call  that  low  company,  you  had  better  fling  your  copy  of  Burns,  Cotter's  Saturday 
Night,  Mary  in  Heaven,  and  all,  into  the  fire.  He,  the  noblest  peasant  that  ever  trod  the 
greensward  of  Scotland,  kept  the  society  of  other  peasants,  whose  nature  was  like  his  own; 
and  then,  were  the  silken-snooded  maidens  whom  he  wooed  on  lea-ricr  and  'mang  the  ri^s  o' 

*  O  O  O 

barley,  were  they  who  inspired  at  once  his  love  and  his  genius,  his  passion  and  his  poetry, 
till  the  whole  land  of  Coila  overflowed  with  his  immortal  song, — so  that  now  to  the  proud 
native's  car  every  stream  murmurs  a  music  not  its  own,  given  it  by  sweet  Robin's  lays,  and 
the  lark  more  lyrical  than  ever  seems  singing  his  songs  at  the  gates  of  heaven  for  the  shep- 
herd's sake  as  through  his  half-closed  hand  he  eyes  the  musical  mote  in  the  sunshine,  and 
remembers  him  who  "sung  her  new- wakened  by  the  daisy's  side," — were  they,  the  blooming 
daughters  of  Scotia,  we  demand  of  you  on  peril  of  your  life,  low  company  and  unworthy  of 
Robert  Burns? 

As  to  the  charge  of  liking  to  be  what  is  vulgarly  called  "cock  of  the  company,"  what  does 
that  mean  when  brought  against  such  a  man?  -In  what  company,  pray,  could  not  Burns, 
had  he  chosen  it,  and  he  often  did  choose  it,  have  easily  been  the  first?  No  need  had  lie  to 
crow  among  dunghills.  If  you  liken  him  to  a  bird  at  all,  let  it  be  the  eagle,  or  the  nightin- 
gale, or  the  bird  of  Paradise.  James  Montgomery  has  done  this  in  some  exquisite  verses, 
which  are  clear  in  our  heart,  but  indistinct  in  our  memory,  and  therefore  we  cannot  adorn 
our  pages  with  their  beaut}'.  The  truth  is,  that  Burns,  though  when  his  heart  burned 
within  him,  one  of  the  most  eloquent  of  men  that  ever  set  the  table  in  a  roar  or  a  hush,  was 
always  a  modest  often  a  silent  man,  and  he  would  sit  for  hours  together,  even  in  company, 
Ml  I  with  his  broad  forehead  on  his  hand,  and  his  large  lamping  eyes  sobered  and  tamed,  in  pro- 
found and  melancholy  thought.  Then  his  soul  would  "spring  upwards  like  a  pyramid  of 
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fire"  and  send  "illumination  into  dark  deep  holds,"  or  brighten  the  brightest  hour  in  which 
Feelin"  and  Fancy  ever  flung  their  united  radiance  over  the  common  ongoings  of  his  our 
commonplace  world  and  every  day  life.  Was  this  the  man  to  desire,  with  low  longings 
and  base  aspirations,  to  shine  among  the  obscure,  or  rear  his  haughty  front  and  giant  stature 
among  pigmies?  He  who 

"walked  in  glory  and  in  joy, 
Following  his  plough  upon  the  mountain-side  ;" 

he  who  sat  in  glory  and  in  joy  at  the  festal  board,  when  mirth  and  wine  did  most  abound, 
and  strangers  were  strangers  no  more  within  the  fascination  of  his  genius,  for 
"One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world  kin;" 

or  at  the  frugal  board,  surrounded  by  his  wife  and  children,  and  servants,  lord  and  master  of 
his  own  happy  and  industrious  home — the  frugal  meal,  preceded  and  followed  by  thanksgiving 
to  the  Power  that  spread  his  table  in  the  barren  places? 

Show  us  any  series  of  works  in  prose  or  verse,  in  which  man's  being  is  so  illustrated  as  to 
lay  it  bare  and  open  for  the  benefit  of  man,  and  the  chief  pictures  they  contain  drawn  from 
"select  society."  There  are  none  such;  and  for  tliis  reason,  that  in  such  society  there  is 
neither  power  to  paint  them,  nor  materials  to  be  painted,  nor  colours  to  lay  on,  till  the  canvas 
shall  speak  a  language  which  all  the  world  as  it  runs  may  read.  What  would  Scott  have 
been,  had  lie  not  loved  and  known  the  people?  What  would  his  works  have  been,  had  they 
not  shown  the  many-coloured  character  of  the  people?  What  would  Shakspeare  have  been, 
had  he  not  often  turned  majestically  from  kings,  and  "lords  and  dukes  and  mighty  earls,"  to 
their  subjects  and  vassals  and  lowly  bondsmen,  and  "counted  the  beatings  of  lonely  hearts" 
in  the  obscure  but  impassioned  life  that  stirs  every  nook  of  this  earth  where  human  beings 
abide?  What  would  Wordsworth  have  been,  had  he  disdained,  with  his  high  intellect  and 
imagination,  "to  stoop  his  anointed  head"  beneath  the  wooden  lintel  of  the  poor  man's  door? 
His  Lyrical  Ballads,  "with  all  the  innocent  brightness  of  the  new-bom  day,"  had  never 
charmed  the  meditative  heart.  His  "Church- Yard  among  the  Mountains"  had  never  taught 
men  how  to  live  and  how  to  die.  These  are  men  who  have  descended  from  aerial  heights 
into  the  humblest  dwellings;  who  have  shown  the  angel's  wing  equally  when  poised  near 
the  earth,  and  floating  over  its  cottaged  vales,  as  when  seen  sailing  on  high  through  the 
clouds  and  azure  depth  of  heaven,  or  hanging  over  the  towers  and  temples  of  great  cities. 
They  shunned  not  to  parley  with  the  blind  beggar  by  the  way-side ;  they  knew  how  to 
transmute,  by  divinest  alchemy,  the  base  metal  into  the  fine  gold.  Whatever  company  of 
human  beings  they  have  mingled  with,  they  lent  it  colours,  and  did  not  receive  its  shade; 
and  hence  their  mastery  over  the  "wide  soul  of  the  world  dreaming  of  things  to  come." 
Burns  was  born,  bred,  lived,  and  died  in  that  condition  of  this  mortal  life  to  which  they  paid 
but  visits;  his  heart  lay  wholly  there;  and  that  heart,  filled  as  it  was  with  all  the  best 
human  feelings,  and  sometimes  with  thoughts  divine,  had  no  fears  about  entering  into  places 
which  timid  moralists  might  have  thought  forbidden  and  unhallowed  ground,  but  which  lie, 
•wiser  far,  knew  to  be  inhabited  by  creatures  of  conscience,  bound  there  often  in  thick  dark- 
ness by  the  inscrutable  decrees  of  God. 

For  a  year  and  more  after  the  publication  of  the  Edinburgh  Edition,  Burns  led  a  some- 
what roving  life,  till  his  final  settlement  with  Creech.  He  had  a  right  to  enjoy  himself; 
and  it  does  not  appear  that  there  was  much  to  blame  in  his  conduct  either  in  town  or 
country,  though  ho  did  not  live  upon  air  nor  yet  upon  water.  There  was  much  dissipation 
in  those  days — much  hard  drinking — in  select  as  well  as  in  general  society,  in  the  best  as 
well  as  in  the  worst;  and  he  had  his  share  of  it  in  many  circles — but  never  in  the  lowest. 
His  associates  were  all  honourable  men,  then,  and  in  after  life;  and  he  left  the  Capital  in 
possession  of  the  respect  of  its  most  illustrious  citizens.  Of  his  various  tours  and  excursions 
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there  is  little  to  be  said;  the  birth-places  of  old  Scottish  Song  he  visited  in  the  spirit  of  a 
religious  pilgrim;  and  his  poetical  fervour  was  kindled  by  the  grandeur  of  the  Highlands. 
He  had  said  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  "I  have  no  dearer  aim  than  to  have  it  in  my  power,  unplagued 
with  the  routine  of  business,  for  which,  heaven  knows!  I  am  unfit  enough,  to  make  leisurely 
pilgrimages  through  Caledonia;  to  sit  on  the  fields  of  her  battles,  to  wander  on  the  romantic 
banks  of  her  rivers,  and  to  muse  by  the  stately  towers  or  venerable  ruins,  once  the  honoured 
abodes  of  her  heroes.  But  these  are  all  Utopian  thoughts;  I  have  dallied  long  enough  with 
life;  'tis  time  to  be  in  earnest.  I  have  a  fond,  an  aged  mother  to  care  for,  and  some  other 
bosom  ties  perhaps  equally  tender.  "Where  the  individual  only  suffers  by  the  consequences 
of  his  own  thoughtlessness,  indolence,  or  folly,  he  may  be  excusable,  nay,  shining  abilities, 
and  some  of  the  nobler  virtues  may  half  sanctify  a  heedless  character:  but  where  God  and 
nature  have  intrusted  the  welfare  of  others  to  his  care,  where  the  trust  is  sacred,  and  the 
ties  are  dear,  that  man  must  be  far  gone  in  selfishness,  or  strangely  lost  to  reflection,  whom 
these  connections  will  not  rouse  to  exertion." 

Burns  has  now  got  liberated,  for  ever,  from  "  stately  Edinborough  throned  on  crags,"  the 
favoured  abode  of  philosophy  and  fashion,  law  and  literature,  reason  and  refinement,  and  has 
returned  again  into  his  own  natural  condition,  neither  essentially  the  better  nor  the  worse  of 
his  city  life;  the  same  man  he  was  when  "the  poetic  genius  of  his  country  found  him  at  the 
plough  and  threw  her  inspiring  mantle  over  him."  And  what  was  he  now  to  do  with  him- 
self? Into  what  occupation  for  the  rest  of  his  days  was  he  to  settle  down?  It  would  puzzle 
the  most  sagacious  even  now,  fifty  years  after  the  event,  to  say  what  he  ought  to  have  done 
that  he  did  not  do  at  that  juncture,  on  which  for  weal  or  woe  the  future  must  have  been  so 
deeply  felt  by  him  to  depend.  And  perhaps  it  might  not  have  occurred  to  every  one  of  the 
many  prudent  persons  who  have  lamented  over  his  follies,  had  he  stood  in  Burns's  shoes,  to 
make  over,  unconditionally,  to  his  brother  one  half  of  all  he  was  worth.  Gilbert  was  resolved 
still  to  struggle  on  with  Mossgiel,  and  Robert  said,  "there  is  my  purse."  The  brothers, 
different  as  they  were  in  the  constitution  of  their  souls,  had  one  and  the  same  heart.  They 
loved  one  another — man  and  boy  alike;  and  the  survivor  cleared,  with  pious  hands,  the 
weeds  from  his  brother's  grave.  There  was  a  blessing  in  that  two  hundred  pounds — and 
thirty  years  afterwards  Gilbert  repaid  it  with  interest  to  Robert's  widow  and  children,  by 
an  Edition  in  which  he  wiped  away  stains  from  the  reputation  of  his  benefactor,  which  had 
been  suffered  to  remain  too  long,  and  some  of  which,  the  most  difficult  too  to  be  effaced,  had 
been  even  let  fall  from  the  fingers  of  a  benevolent  biographer  who  thought  himself  in  duty 
bound  to  speak  what  he  most  mistakenly  believed  to  be  the  truth.  "Oh  Robert!"  was  all 
his  mother  could  say  on  his  return  to  Mossgiel  from  Edinburgh.  In  her  simple  heart  she 
was  astonished  at  his  fame,  and  could  not  understand  it  well,  any  more  than  she  could  her 
own  happiness  and  her  own  pride.  But  his  affection  she  understood  better  than  he  did,  and 
far  better  still  his  generosity ;  and  duly  night  and  morning  she  asked  a  blessing  on  his  head 
from  Him  who  had  given  her  such  a  son. 

"Between  the  men  of  rustic  life,"  said  Burns — so  at  least  it  is  reported — "and  the  polite 
world  I  observed  little  difference.  In  the  former,  though  unpolished  by  fashion,  and  unen- 
lightened by  science,  I  have  found  much  observation  and  much  intelligence.  But  a  refined 
and  accomplished  woman  was  a  thing  altogether  new  to  me,  and  of  which  I  had  formed  but 
a  very  inadequate  idea."  One  of  his  biographers  seems  to  have  believed  that  his  love  for 
Jean  Armour,  the  daughter  of  a  Mauchline  mason,  must  have  died  away  under  these  more 
adequate  ideas  of  the  sex  along  with  their  corresponding  emotions;  and  that  he  now  married 
her  with  reluctance.  Only  think  of  Burns  taking  an  Edinburgh  Belle  to  wife !  He  flew, 
somewhat  too  fervently, 

"To  love's  willing  fetters,  the  arms  of  his  Jean." 

Her  father  had  again  to  curse  her  for  her  infatuated  love  of  her  husband — for  such  if  not  by  fBfr'P 
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the  law  of  Scotland — which  may  be  doubtful — Burns  certainly  was  by  the  law  of  heaven 
— and  like  a  good  Christian  had  again  turned  his  daughter  out  of  doors.  Had  Burns  deserted 
her  he  had  merely  been  a  heartless  villain.  In  making  her  his  lawful  wedded  wife  he  did 
no  more  than  any  other  man,  deserving  the  name  of  man,  in  the  same  circumstances  would 
have  done;  and  had  he  not,  he  would  have  walked  in  shame  before  men,  and  in  fear  and 
trembling  before  God.  But  he  did  so,  not  only  because  it  was  his  most  sacred  duty,  but 
because  he  loved  her  better  than  ever,  and  without  her  would  have  been  miserable.  Much 
had  she  suffered  for  his  sake,  and  he  for  hers;  but  all  that  distraction  and  despair  which  had 
nearly  driven  him  into  a  sugar  plantation,  were  over  and  gone,  forgotten  utterly,  or  remem- 
bered but  as  a  dismal  dream  endearing  the  placid  day  that  for  ever  dispelled  it.  He  writes 
about  her  to  Mrs  Dunlop  and  others  in  terms  of  sobriety  and  good  sense — "The  most  placid 
good  nature  and  sweetness  of  disposition;  a  warm  heart,  gratefully  devoted  with  all  its 
powers  to  love  me;  vigorous  health  and  sprightly  cheerfulness,  set  off  to  the  best  advantage 
by  a  more  than  commonly  handsome  figure" — these  he  thought  in  a  woman  might,  with  a 
knowledge  of  the  scriptures,  make  a  good  wife.  During  the  few  months  he  was  getting  his 
house  ready  for  her  at  Ellisland  he  frequently  travelled,  with  all  the  fondness  of  a  lover,  the 
long  wilderness  of  moors  to  Mauchline,  where  she  was  in  the  house  of  her  austere  father 
reconciled  to  her  at  last.  And  though  he  has  told  us  that  it  was  his  custom,  in  song- writing, 
to  keep  tl:e  image  of  some  fair  maiden  before  the  eye  of  his  fancy,  "some  bright  particular 
star,"  and  that  Hymen  was  not  the  divinity  he  then  invoked,  yet  it  was  on  one  of  these 
visits,  between  Ellisland  and  Mossgiel,  that  he  penned  under  such  homely  inspiration  as  pre- 
cious a  love-offering  as  genius  in  the  passion  of  hope  ever  laid  in  a  virgin's  bosom.  His  wife 
sung  it  to  him  that  same  evening — and  indeed  he  never  knew  whether  or  no  he  had 
succeeded  in  any  one  of  his  lyrics,  till  he  heard  his  words  and  the  air  together  from  her  voice. 

"  Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw, 

I  dearly  like  the  west, 
For  there  the  bonny  lassie  lives, 

The  lassie  I  lo'e  best: 
There  wild  woods  grow,  and  rivers  row, 

And  raony  a  hill  between; 
But  day  and  night  my  fancy's  flight 

Is  ever  wi'  my  Jean. 

"  I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers, 

I  see  her  sweet  and  fair: 
I  hear  her  in  the  tunefu'  birds, 

I  hear  her  charm  the  air: 
There's  not  a  bonny  flower  that  springs, 

By  fountain,  shaw,  or  green, 
There's  not  a  bonny  bird  that  sings, 

Bat  minds  me  o'  my  Jean. 

"Oh  blaw, ye  westlin  wir.ds,  blaw  saft 

Amang  the  leafy  trees, 
Wi'  balmy  gale,  frae  hill  and  dale, 

Bring  hame  the  laden  bees; 
And  bring  the  lassie  back  to  me 
I  That's  aye  sac  neat  and  clean; 

Ac  smile  o'  her  wad  banish  care, 
Sae  charming  is  my  Jean. 

"  What  sighs  and  vows  amang  the  knowes 

Ha'c  pass'd  at  ween  us  twa! 
How  fond  to  meet,  how  wae  to  part, 

That  night  she  gaed  awa! 
The  powers  aboon  can  only  ken, 

To  whom  the  heart  is  seen, 
That  nanc  can  be  sae  dear  to  me 
As  my  sweet  lovely  Jean." 
xl 
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And  here  we  ask  you  who  may  be  reading  these  pages,  to  pause  for  a  little,  and  consider 
with  yourselves,  what  up  to  this  time  Burns  had  done  to  justify  the  condemnatory  judgments 
that  have  been  passed  on  his  character  as  a  man  by  so  many  admirers  of  his  genius  as  a  poet? 
Compared  with  that  of  men  of  ordinary  worth,  who  have,  deservedly  passed  through  life 
with  the  world's  esteem,  in  what  was  it  lamentably  wanting?  Not  in  tenderness,  warmth, 
strength  of  the  natural  affections;  and  they  are  good  till  turned  to  evil.  Not  in  the  duties 
for  which  they  were  given,  and  which  they  make  delights.  Of  which  of  these  duties  was 
he  habitually  neglectful?  To  the  holiest  of  them  all  next  to  piety  to  his  Maker,  he  was 
faithful  beyond  most — few  better  kept  the  fourth  commandment.  His  youth  though  soon 
too  impassioned  had  been  long  pure.  If  he  were  temperate  by  necessity  and  not  nature,  yet 
he  was  so  as  contentedly  as  if  it  had  been  by  choice.  He  had  lived  on  meal  and  water  with 
some  milk,  because  the  family  were  too  poor  for  better  fare;  and  yet  he  rose  to  labour  as 
the  lark  rises  to  sing. 

O 

In  the  corruption  of  our  fallen  nature  he  sinned,  and,  it  has  been  said,  became  a  libertine. 
_  Was  he  ever  guilty  of  deliberate  seduction  ?  It  is  not  so  recorded ;  and  we  believe  his  whole 
soul  would  have  recoiled  from  such  wickedness:  but  let  us  not  affect  ignorance  of  what  we 
all  know.  Among  no  people  on  the  face  of  the  earth  is  the  moral  code  so  rigid,  with  regard 
to  the  intercourse  of  the  sexes,  as  to  stamp  with  ineffaceable  disgrace  every  lapse  from  virtue ; 
and  certainly  not  among  the  Scottish  peasantry,  austere  as  the  spirit  of  religion  has  always 
been,  and  terrible  ecclesiastical  censure.  Hateful  in  all  eyes  is  the  reprobate — the  hoary 
sinner  loathsome;  but  many  a  grey  head  is  now  deservedly  reverenced  that  would  not  be  so, 
were  the  memory  of  all  that  has  been  repented  by  the  Elder,  and  pardoned  unto  him,  to 
rise  up  against  him  among  the  congregation  as  he  entered  the  house  of  God.  There  has 
been  many  a  rueful  tragedy  in  houses  that  in  after  times  "seemed  asleep."  How  many 
good  and  happy  fathers  of  families,  who,  were  all  their  past  lives  to  be  pictured  in  ghastly 
revelation  to  the  eyes  of  their  wives  and  children,  could  never  again  dare  to  look  them  in 
the  face!  It  pleased  God  to  give  them  a  long  life;  and  they  have  escaped,  not  by  their 
own  strength,  far  away  from  the  shadows  of  their  misdeeds  that  are  not  now  suffered  to 
pursue  them,  but  are  chained  down  in  the  past  no  more  to  be  let  loose.  That  such  things 
were  is  a  secret  none  now  live  to  divulge;  and  though  once  known  they  were  never 
emblazoned.  But  Burns  and  men  like  Burns  showed  the  whole  world  their  dark  spots  by 
the  very  light  of  their  genius;  and  having  died  in  what  may  almost  be  called  their  youth, 
there  the  dark  spots  still  are,  and  men  point  to  them  with  their  fingers,  to  whose  eyes  there 
may  seem  but  small  glory  in  all  that  effulgence. 

Burns  now  took  possession  at  Whitsuntide,  (1788)  of  the  farm  of  Ellisland,  while  his  wife 
remained  at  Mossgiel,  completing  her  education  in  the  dairy,  till  brought  home  next  term  to 
their  new  house,  which  the  poet  set  a-building  with  alacrity,  on  a  plan  of  his  own  which 
was  as  simple  a  one  as  could  be  devised :  kitchen  and  dining  room  in  one,  a  double-bedded 
room  with  a  bed-closet,  and  a  garret.  The  site  was  pleasant,  on  the  edge  of  a  high  bank  of 
the  Nith,  commanding  a  wide  and  beautiful  prospect, — holms,  plains,  woods,  and  hills,  and 
a  long  reach  of  the  sweeping  river.  While  the  house  and  offices  were  growing,  he  inhabited 
a  hovel  close  at  hand,  and  though  occasionally  giving  vent  to  some  splenetic  humours  in 
letters  indited  in  his  sooty  cabin,  and  now  and  then  yielding  to  fits  of  despondency  about  the 
"ticklish  situation  of  a  family  of  children,"  he  says  to  his  friend  Ainslie,  "I  am  decidedly  of 
opinion  that  the  step  I  have  taken  is  vastly  for  my  happiness."  He  had  to  qualify  himself 
for  holding  his  excise  commission  by  six  weeks'  attendance  on  the  business  of  that  profession 
at  Ayr — and  we  have  seen  that  he  made  several  visits  to  Mossgiel.  Currie  cannot  let  him 
thus  pass  the  summer  without  moralizing  on  his  mode  of  life.  "Pleased  with  surveying  the 
grounds  he  was  about  to  cultivate,  and  with  the  rearing  of  a  building  that  should  give  shelter 
to  his  wife  and  children,  and,  as  he  fondly  hoped,  to  his  own  grey  hairs,  sentiments  of  inde- 
pendence buoyed  up  his  mind,  pictures  of  domestic  comfort  and  peace  rose  on  his  imagination  ; 
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and  a,  few  days  passed  away,  as  he  himself  informs  us,  the  most  tranquil,  if  not  the  happiest, 
which  he  had  ever  experienced."     Let  us  believe  that  such  days  were  not  few,  but  many, 
and  that  we  need  not  join  with  the  good  Doctor  in  grieving  to  think  that  Burns  led  all  the 
summer  a  wandering  and  unsettled  life.     It  could  not  be  stationary;  but  there  is  no  reason 
to  think  that  his  occasional  absence  was  injurious  to  his  affairs  on  the  farm.     Currie  writes 
as  if  he  thought  him  incapable  of  self-guidance,  and  says,  ';it  is  to  be  lamented  that  at  this 
critical  period  of  his  life,  our  poet  was  without  the  society  of  his  wife  and  children.     A  great 
change  had  taken  place  in  his  situation;  his  old  habits  were  broken;  and  the  new  circum- 
stances in  which  he  was  placed,  were  calculated  to  give  a  new  direction  to  his  thoughts  and 
conduct.     But  his  application  to  the  cares  and  labours  of  his  farm,  was  interrupted  by 
several  visits  to  his  family  in  Ayrshire;  and  as  the  distance  was  too  great  for  a  single  day's 
journey,  he  generally  slept  a  night  at  an  inn  on  the  road.     On  such  occasions  he  sometimes 
fell  into  company,  and  forgot  the  resolutions  he  had  formed.     In  a  little  while  temptation 
assailed  him  nearer  home."     This  is  treating  Burns  like  a  child,  a  person  of  so  facile  a  dis- 
position as  not  to  be  trusted  without  a  keeper  on  the  king's  high- way.     If  he  was  not  fit  to 
ride  by  himself  into  Ayrshire,  and  there  was  no  safety  for  him  at  Sanquhar,  his  case  was 
hopeless  out  of  an  asylum.     A  trustworthy  friend  attended  to  the  farm  as  overseer,  when 
he  was  from  home;  potatoes,  grass,  and  grain  grew  though  he  was  away;  on  September 
9th,  we  find  him  where  he  ought  to  be.     "I  am  busy  with  my  harvest;"  and  on  the  IGth, 
"This  hovel  that  I  shelter  in,  is  pervious  to  every  blast  that  blows,  and  every  shower  that 
falls,  and  I  am  only  preserved  from  being  chilled  to  death  by  being  suffocated  with  smoke. 
You  will  be  pleased  to  hear  that  I  have  laid  aside  idle  eclat,  and  bind  every  day  after  my 
reapers."     Pity  'twas  that  there  had  not  been  a  comfortable  house  ready  furnished  for  Mrs 
Burns  to  step  into  at  the  beginning  of  summer,  therein  to  be  brought  to  bed  of  "little  Frank, 
who  by  the  bye,  I  trust  will  be  no  discredit  to  the  honourable  name  of  Wallace,  as  he  has  a 
fine  manly  countenance,  and  a  figure  that  might  do  credit  to  a  little  fellow  two  months  older; 
and  likewise  an  excellent  good  temper,  though  when  he  pleases,  he  has  a  pipe  only  not 
quite  so  loud  as  the  horn  that  his  immortal  namesake  blew  as  a  signal  to  take  the  pin  out 
of  Stirling  bridge." 

Dear  good  old  blind  Dr  Blacklock,  about  this  time,  was  anxious  to  know  from  Burns 
himself  how  he  was  thriving,  and  indited  to  him  a  pleasant  epistle. 

"Dear  Burns,  thou  brother  of  my  heart, 
Both  for  thy  virtues  and  thy  art; 
If  art  it  may  be  call'd  in  thee, 
Which  nature's  bounty,  large  and  free, 
With  pleasure  in  thy  heart  diffuses, 
And  warms  thy  soul  with  all  the  Muses. 
Whether  to  laugh  with  easy  grace, 
Thy  numbers  move  the  sage's  face, 
Or  bid  the  softer  passions  rise, 
And  ruthless  souls  with  grief  surprise, 
"Tis  Nature's  voice  distinctly  felt 
Through  thee  her  organ,  thus  to  melt. 

"Most  anxiously  I  wish  to  know, 
With  thee  of  late  how  matters  go; 
How  keeps  thy  much-loved  Jean  her  health? 
What  promises  thy  farm  of  wealth? 
Whether  the  muse  persists  to  smile, 
And  all  thy  anxious  cares  beguile? 
Whether  bright  fancy  keeps  alive? 
And  how  thy  darling  infants  thrive?" 


A 

It  appears  from  his  reply  that  Burns  had  entrusted  Heron  with  a  letter  to  Blacklock,    J 

winch  the  preacher  had  not  delivered,  and  the  poet  exclaims-  '  M 
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"The  ill-thief  blaw  the  Heron  south! 
And  never  drink  be  near  his  drouth! 
He  tald  mysel'  by  word  o'  mouth 

He'd  tak'  my  letter; 
I  lippened  to  the  chiel  in  trouth 

And  bade  nae  better. 

"But  aiblins  honest  Master  Heron, 
Had  at  the  time  some  dainty  fair  one, 
To  ware  his  theologic  care  on, 

And  holy  study; 

And  tir'd  o'  sauls  to  waste  his  lear  on, 
E'en  tried  the  body." 

Currie  says  in  a  note,  "  Mr  Heron,  author  of  the  History  of  Scotland  lately  published,  and 
among  various  other  works,  of  a  respectable  life  of  our  poet  himself."  Burns  knew  his 
character  well;  the  unfortunate  fellow  had  talents  of  no  ordinary  kind,  and  there  are  many 
good  things,  and  much  good  writing  in  his  life  of  Burns;  but  respectable  it  is  not,  basely 
calumnious,  and  the  original  source  of  many  of  the  worst  falsehoods  even  now  believed  too 
widely  to  be  truths,  concerning  the  moral  character  of  a  man  as  far  superior  to  himself  in 
virtue  as  in  genius.  Burns  then  tells  his  venerated  friend,  that  he  has  absolutely  become 
a  gauger. 

"  Ye  glaikit,  gleesome,  dainty  damies, 
Wha  by  Castalia's  wimpling  streamies, 
Loup,  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limbies, 

Ye  ken,  ye  ken, 
That  strang  necessity  supreme  is 

'Mang  sons  o'  men. 

"  I  hae  a  wife  and  twa  wee  laddies, 
They  maun  hae  brose  and  brats  o'  duddies; 
Ye  ken  yoursel  my  heart  right  proud  is, 

I  need  na  vaunt 

But  I'll  sned  besoms— thraw  saugh  woodies, 
Before  they  want. 

"  Lord  help  me  tliro'  this  warld  o'  care! 
I'm  weary  sick  o't  late  and  air! 
Not  that  I  hae  a  richer  share 

Than  mony  ithers; 
But  why  should  ae  man  better  fare, 

And  a'  men  brithers! 

"  Come,  FIRM  RESOLVE,  take  thou  the  van, 
Thou  stalk  o'  carl  hemp  in  man ! 
And  let  us  mind,  faint  heart  ne'er  wan 

A  lady  fair; 
Wha  does  the  utmost  that  he  can, 

Will  whiles  do-mair. 

"  But  to  conclude  my  silly  rhyme, 
(I'm  scant  o'  verse,  and  scant  o'  time,) 
TO  HAKE  A  HAPPY  FIRE-SIDE  CLIME 

TO  WEANS  AND  WIFE, 
THAT'S  THE  TRUE  PATHOS  AND  SDBLIME 
OF  HUMAN  LIFE." 

These  noble  stanzas  were  written  towards  the  end  of  October,  and  in  another  month 
Burns  brought  his  wife  home  to  Ellisland,  and  his  three  children,  for  she  had  twice  born 
him  twins.  The  happiest  pei-iod  of  his  life,  we  have  his  own  words  for  it,  was  that  winter. 

But  why  not  «vy  that  the  three  years  he  lived  at  Ellisland  were  all  happy,  as  happiness 
goes  in  this  world  ?  As  happy  perhaps  as  they  might  have  been  had  he  been  placed  in 
some  other  condition  apparently  far  better  adapted  to  yield  him  what  all  human  hearts  do 
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must  desire.  His  wife  never  had  an  hour's  sickness,  and  was  always  cheerful  as  day,  one  of 
those 

"  Sound  healthy  children  of  the  God  of  heaven," 

whose  very  presence  is  positive  pleasure,  and  whose  silent  contentedness  with  her  lot 
inspires  comfort  into  a  husband's  heart,  when  at  times  oppressed  with  a  mortal  heaviness 
that  no  words  could  lighten.  Burns  says  with  gloomy  grandeur,  "  There  is  a  foggy 
atmosphere  native  to  my  soul  in  the  hour  of  care  which  makes  the  dreary  objects  seem 
larger  than  life."  The  objects  seen  by  imagination;  and  he  who  suffers  thus  cannot  be 
relieved  by  any  direct  appliances  to  that  faculty,  only  by  those  that  touch  the  heart — the 
homelier  the  more  sanative,  and  none  so  sure  as  a  wife's  affectionate  ways,  quietly  moving 
about  the  house  affairs,  which,  insignificant  as  they  are  in  themselves,  are  felt  to  be  little 
truthful  realities  that  banish  those  monstrous  phantoms,  showing  them  to  be  but  glooms  and 
shadows. 

And  how  fared  the  Gauger?  "Why  he  did  his  work.  Currie  says,  "  his  farm  no  longer 
occupied  the  principal  part  of  his  care  or  his  thoughts.  It  was  not  at  Ellisland  that  he 
was  now  in  general  to  be  found.  Mounted  on  horseback,  this  high-minded  poet  was  pur- 
suing the  defaulters  of  the  revenue  among  the  hills  and  vales  of  Nithsdale;  his  roving  eye 
wandering  over  the  charms  of  nature,  and  muttering  his  wayward  fancies  as  he  moved 
along."  And  many  a  happy  day  he  had  when  thus  riding  about  the  country  in  search  of 
smugglers  of  all  sorts,  zealous  against  all  manner  of  contraband.  He  delighted  in  the  broad 
brow  of  the  day,  whether  glad  or  gloomy,  like  his  own  forehead;  in  the  open  air,  whether 
still  or  stormy,  like  his  own  heart.  "  While  pursuing  the  defaulters  of  the  revenue,"  a 
gauger  has  not  always  to  track  them  by  his  eyes  or  his  nose.  Information  has  been  lodged 
of  their  whereabouts,  and  he  deliberately  makes  a  seizure.  Sentimentalists  may  see  in  this 
something  very  shocking  to  the  delicate  pleasures  of  susceptible  minds,  but  Burns  did  not, 
and  some  of  his  sweetest  lyrics,  redolent  of  the  liquid  dew  of  youth,  were  committed  to 
whitey-brown  not  scented  by  the  rose's  attar.  Burns  on  duty  was  always  as  sober  as  a 
judge.  A  man  of  his  sense  knew  better  than  to  muddle  his  brains,  when  it  was  needful 
to  be  quick-witted  and  ready-handed  too;  for  he  had  to  do  with  old  women  who  were  not 
to  be  sneezed  at,  and  with  middle  aged  men  who  could  use  both  club  and  cutlass. 

"  He  held  them  with  his  glittering  eye;" 

but  his  determined  character  was  nothing  the  worse  of  being  exhibited  on  broad  shoulders. 
They  drooped,  as  you  know,  but  from  the  habit  of  a  strong  man  who  had  been  a  labourer 
from  his  youth  upwards,  and  a  gauger's  life  was  the  very  one  that  might  have  been  pre- 
scribed to  a  man  like  him,  subject  to  low  spirits,  by  a  wise  physician.  Smugglers  them- 
selves are  seldom  drunkards — gaugers  not  often — though  they  take  their  dram;  your  drunk- 
ards belong  to  that  comprehensive  class  that  cheat  the  excise. 

Then  Burns  was  not  always  "mounted  on  horseback  pursuing  the  defaulters  of  the 
revenue  among  the  hills  and  vales  of  Nithsdale;"  he  sat  sometimes  by  himself  in  Friar's 
Carse  hermitage. 

"  Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, — 
Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed, 
Be  thou  deck't  in  silken  stole, 
Grave  these  counsels  on  thy  soul. 

"  Life  is  but  a  day  at  most, 
Sprung  from  night  in  darkness  lost ; 
Hope  not  sunshine  ev'ry  hour, 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lower, 
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"  As  the  shades  of  ev'ning  close, 
Beck'ning  thee  to  long  repose; 
As  life  itself  becomes  disease, 
Seek  the  chimney -neuk  of  case. 
There  ruminate  with  sober  thought, 
On  all  thou'st  seen,  and  heard,  and  wrought ; 
And  teach  the  sportive  younkers  round, 
Saws  of  experience,  sage  and  sound. 
Say,  man's  true,  genuine  estimate, 
The  grand  criterion  of  his  fate, 
Is  not,  Art  thou  high  or  lowl 
Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flow? 
Did  many  talents  gild  thy  span! 
Or  frugal  nature  grudge  thee  one? 
Tell  them,  and  press  it  on  their  mind, 
As  thou  thyself  must  shortly  find, 
The  smile  or  frown  of  awful  heav'n, 
To  virtue  or  to  vice  is  giv'n. 
Say  to  be  just,  and  kind,  and  wise, 
There  solid  self-enjoyment  lies; 
That  foolish,  selfish,  faithless  ways, 
Lead  to  the  wretched,  vile  and  base. 

"  Thus  resign'd  and  quiet,  creep 
To  the  bed  of  lasting  sleep ; 
Sleep,  whence  thou  shalt  ne'er  awake, 
Night,  where  dawn  shall  never  break, 
Till  future  life,  future  no  more, 
To  light  and  joy  the  good  restore, 
To  light  and  joy  unknown  before. 

"  Stranger,  go!    Heav'n  be  thy  guide! 
Quod  the  beadsman  of  Nith-side." 

Burns  acquired  the  friendship  of  many  of  the  best  families  in  the  vale  of  Nith,  at  Friar's 
Carse,  Terraughty,  Blackwood,  Closeburn,  Dalswinton,  Glenae,  Kirkconnel,  Arbigland, 
and  other  seats  of  the  gentry  old  or  new.  Such  society  was  far  more  enjoyable  than  that 
of  Edinburgh,  for  here  he  was  not  a  lion  but  a  man.  He  had  his  jovial  hours,  and  some- 
times they  were  excessive,  as  the  whole  world  knows  from  "  the  Song  of  the  Whistle." 
But  the  Laureate  did  not  enter  the  lists — if  he  had,  it  is  possible  he  might  have  conquered 
Craigdarroch.  These  were  formidable  orgies;  but  we  have  heard  "O!  Willie  brewed  a 
peck  o'  maut,"  sung  after  a  presbytery  dinner,  the  bass  of  the  moderator  giving  something 
of  a  solemn  character  to  the  chorus. 

But  why  did  Burns  allow  his  genius  to  lie  idle — why  did  he  not  construct  some  great 
work  such  as  a  Drama?  His  genius  did  not  lie  idle,  for  over  and  above  the  songs  alluded 
to,  he  wrote  ever  so  many  for  his  friend  Johnson's  Museum.  Nobody  would  have  demanded 
from  him  a  Drama,  had  he  not  divulged  his  determination  to  compose  one  about  "  The 
Bruce,"  with  the  homely  title  of  "  Rob  M'Quechan's  Elshin."  But  Burns  did  not  think 
himself  an  universal  genius,  and  at  this  time  writes,  "  No  man  knows  what  nature  has 
fitted  him  for  till  he  try;  and  if  after  a  preparatory  course  of  some  years'  study  of  men  and 
books  I  shall  find  myself  unequal  to  the  task,  there  is  no  harm  done.  Virtue  and  study 
are  their  own  reward.  I  have  got  Shakspeare,  and  begun  with  him,"  &c.  He  knew  that 
a  great  National  Drama  was  not  to  be  produced  as  easily  as  "  The  Cotter's  Saturday 
Night;"  and  says,  "though  the  rough  material  of  fine  writing  is  undoubtedly  the  gift  of 
genius,  the  workmanship  is  as  certainly  the  united  efforts  of  labour,  attention  and  pains." 

And  here,  one  day  between  breakfast  and  dinner,  he  composed  "  Tarn  o'  Shanter."  The 
fact  is  hardly  credible,  but  we  are  willing  to  believe  it.  Dorset  only  corrected  his  famous 
"  To  all  ye  ladies  now  on  land,  we  men  at  sea  indite,"  the  night  before  an  expected  engage- 
ment, a  proof  of  his  self-possession;  but  he  had  been  working  at  it  for  days.  Dryden 
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dashed  off  his  "  Alexander's  Feast"  in  no  time,  but  the  labour  of  weeks  was  bestowed  on 
it  before  it  assumed  its  present  shape.  "  Tarn  o'  Shanter"  is  superior  in  force  and  fire  to 
that  Ode.  Never  did  genius  go  at  such  a  gallop — setting  off  at  score,  and  making  play, 
but  without  whip  or  spur,  from  starting  to  winning  post.  All  is  inspiration.  His  wife 
with  her  weans  a  little  way  aside  among  the  broom  watched  him  at  work  as  he  was  striding 
up  and  down  the  brow  of  the  Scaur,  and  reciting  to  himself  like  one  demented, 

"Now  Tarn,  O  Tarn!  had  they  been  queans, 
A'  plump  and  strapping,  in  their  teens ; 
Their  sarks,  instead  o'  creeshie  flannen, 
Been  snaw-white  seventeen-lmnder  linen  ! 
Tliir  brecks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair, 
That  ance  were  plush,  o'  guid  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  gi'cn  them  aff  my  hurdies, 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonnie  bardies!" 

His  bonnie  Jean  must  have  been  sorely  perplexed — but  she  was  familiar  with  all  his 
moods,  and  like  a  good  wife  left  him  to  his  cogitations.  It  is  "  all  made  out  of  the  builder's 
brain;''  for  the  story  that  suggested  it  is  no  story  at  all,  the  dull  lie  of  a  drunken  dotard. 
From  the  poet's  imagination  it  came  forth  a  perfect  poem,  impregnated  with  the  native 
spirit  of  Scottish  superstition.  Few  or  none  of  our  old  traditionary  tales  of  witches  are 
very  appalling — they  had  not  their  origin  in  the  depths  of  the  people's  heart — there  is  a 
meanness  in  their  mysteries — the  ludicrous  mixes  with  the  horrible — much  matter  there  is 
for  the  poetical,  and  more  perhaps  for  the  picturesque — but  the  pathetic  is  seldom  found 
there — and  never — for  Shakspeare  we  fear  was  not  a  Scotsman — the  sublime.  Let  no  man 
therefore  find  fault  with  "  Tarn  o'  Shanter,"  because  it  strikes  not  a  deeper  chord.  It  strikes 
a  chord  that  twangs  strangely,  and  we  know  not  well  what  it  means."  To  vulgar  eyes,  too, 
were  such  unaccountable  on-goings  most  often  revealed  of  old;  such  seers  were  generally 
doited  or  dazed — half-born  idiots  or  neerdoweels  in  drink.  Had  Milton's  Satan  shown  his 
face  in  Scotland,  folk  either  would  not  have  known  him,  or  thought  him  mad.  The  devil 
is  much  indebted  to  Burns  for  having  raised  his  character  without  impairing  his  indi- 
viduality— 

"  O  them!  whatever  title  suit  thee, 
Auld  Hornie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an'  sootie, 

Closed  under  hatches, 
Spairges  about  the  brumstane  cootie, 

To  scaud  poor  wretches. 

"  Hear  me,  auld  Hangie,  for  a  wee, 
An'  let  poor  damned  bodies  be ; 
I'm  sure  sma'  pleasure  it  can  gie, 

E'en  to  a  deil, 
To  skelp  an'  scaud  poor  dogs  like  me, 

An'  hear  us  squeel?" 

This  is  conciliatory;  and  we  think  we  see  him  smile.  "We  can  almost  believe  for  a 
moment,  that  it  does  give  him  no  great  pleasure,  that  he  is  not  inaccessible  to  pity,  and  at 
times  would  fain  devolve  his  duty  upon  other  hands,  though  we  cannot  expect  him  to 
resign.  The  poet  knows  that  he  is  the  Prince  of  the  Air. 

"  Great  is  thy  pow'r  an'  great  thy  fame; 
Far  kend  and  noted  is  thy  name; 
An'  tho'  yon  lowin  heugh's  thy  hame, 

Thou  travels  far; 

An'  faith!  thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame, 
Nor  blate  nor  scaur, 
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"  Whyles,  ranging  like  a  roarin  lion, 
For  prey,  a'  holes  an'  corners  try  in'; 
Whyles  on  the  strong-wing'd  tempest  flyin', 

Tirling  tlic  kirksj 
Whyles,  in  the  human  bosom  prying, 

Unseen  thou  lurks." 

That  is  magnificent — Milton's  self  would  have  thought  so — and  it  could  have  been  written 
by  no  man  who  had  not  studied  scripture.  The  Address  is  seen  to  take;  the  Old  Intru- 
sionist  is  glorified  by  "  tirling  the  kirks;"  and  the  poet  thinks  it  right  to  lower  his  pride. 

"I've  heard  my  reverend  Grannie  say, 
In  lanely  glens  ye  like  to  stray; 
Or  where  auld-ruin'd  castles,  gray, 

Nod  to  the  moon, 
Ye  fright  the  nightly  wand'rer's  way, 

Wi'  eldritch  croon. 

"  When  twilight  did  my  Grannie  summon 
To  say  her  prayers,  douce,  honest  woman! 
Aft  yont  the  dyke  she's  heard  you  bummin, 

Wi'  eerie  drone; 
Or,  rustlin'  through  the  boortrces  comin' 

Wi'  heavy  groan. 

"  Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night, 
The  stars  shot  down  wi'  sklentin'  light, 
Wi'  you  mysel,  I  gat  a  fright, 

Ayont  the  lough; 
Ye,  like  a  rash-bush,  stood  in  sight, 

Wi'  waving  sugh." 

Throughout  the  whole  Address,  the  elements  are  so  combined  in  him,  as  to  give  the 
world  "assurance  o'  a  deil;"  but  then  it  is  the  Deil  of  Scotland. 

Just  so  in  "  Tarn  o'  Shanter."  We  know  not  what  some  great  German  genius  like  Goethe 
might  have  made  of  him ;  but  we  much  mistake  the  matter,  if  "  Tarn  o'  Shanter"  at 
Alloway  Kirk  be  not  as  exemplary  a  piece  of  humanity  as  Faustus  on  May-day  Night  upon 
the  Hartz  Mountains.  Faust  does  not  well  know  what  he  would  be  at,  but  Tarn  does; 
and  though  his  views  of  human  life  be  rather  hazy,  he  has  glimpses  given  him  of  the  invi- 
sible world.  His  wife — but  her  tongue  was  no  scandal — calls  him 

"  A  skellum, 

A  blethering,  blustering,  drunken  blellum; 
That  frae  November  till  October, 
Ae  market-day  thou  was  nae  sober, 
That  ilka  melder,  wi'  the  miller, 
Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller; 
That  ev'ry  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoe  on, 
The  smith  and  thee  gat  roaring  fou  on, 
That  at  the  L — d's  house,  ev'n  on  Sunday, 
Thou  drank  wi'  Kirkton  Jean  till  Monday. 
She  prophesy'd,  that  late  or  soon, 
Thou  would  be  found  deep  drown'd  in  Doon; 
Or  catch'd  wi'  warlocks  in  the  mirk, 
By  Alloway's  auld  haunted  kirk." 

That  is  her  view  of  the  subject;  but  what  is  Tarn's?  The  same  as  Wordsworth's, — "  He 
sits  down  to  his  cups,  while  the  storm  is  roaring,  and  heaven  and  earth  are  in  confusion; 
the  night  is  driven  on  by  song  and  tumultuous  noise;  laughter  and  jests  thicken  as  the 
beverage  improves  upon  the  palate;  conjugal  fidelity  archly  bends  to  the  service  of  general 
benevolence;  selfishness  is  not  absent,  but  wearing  the  mask  of  social  cordiality;  and  while, 
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these  various  elements  of  humanity  are  blended  into  one  proud  and  happy  composition  of 
elated  spirits,  the  anger  of  the  tempest  without  doors  only  heightens  and  sets  off  the  enjoy- 
ment within.  I  pity  him  who  cannot  perceive  that,  in  all  this,  though  there  was  no  moral 
purpose,  there  is  a  moral  effect. 

'  Kings  may  be  blest  but  Tarn  was  glorious, 
O'er  a'  the  ills  of  life  victorious.' 

What  a  lesson  do  these  words  convey  of  charitable  indulgence  for  the  vicious  habits  of  the 
principal  actor  in  the  scene  and  of  those  who  resemble  him  !  Men  who,  to  the  rigidly 
virtuous,  are  objects  almost  of  loathing,  and  whom  therefore  they  cannot  serve.  The  poet, 
penetrating  the  unsightly  and  disgusting  surfaces  of  things,  has  unveiled,  with  exquisite 
skill,  the  finer  ties  of  imagination  and  feeling  that  often  bind  those  beings  to  practices  pro- 
ductive of  much  unhappiness  to  themselves  and  to  those  whom  it  is  their  duty  to  cherish; 
and  as  far  as  he  puts  the  reader  into  possession  of  this  intelligent  sympathy,  he  qualifies  him 
for  exercising  a  salutary  influence  over  the  minds  of  those  who  are  thus  deplorably  deceived." 
We  respectfully  demur  from  the  opinion  of  this  wise  and  benign  judge,  that  "  there  was 
no  moral  purpose  in  all  this,  though  there  is  a  moral  effect."  So  strong  was  his  moral  pur- 
pose and  so  deep  the  moral  feeling  moved  within  him  by  the  picture  he  had  so  vividly 
imagined,  that  Burns  pauses,  in  highest  moral  mood,  at  the  finishing  touch. 

"  Kings  may  be  blest  but  Tarn  was  glorious;" 
and  then,  by  imagery  of  unequalled  loveliness,  illustrates  an  universal  and  everlasting  truth  : 

"  But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread, 
You  seize  the  flow'r,  its  bloom  is  shed; 
Or  like  the  snow-falls  in  the  river, 
A  moment  white  —  then  melts  for  ever; 
Or  like  the  borealis  race, 
That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place  ; 
Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form, 
Evanishing  amid  the  storm." 

Next  instant  he  returns  to  Tarn  :  and,  humanized  by  that  exqxiisite  poetry,  we  cannot  help 
being  sorry  for  him  "  mountin  his  beast  in  sic  a  night."  At  the  first  clap  of  thunder  he 
forgets  Souter  Johnny—  how  "  conjugal  fidelity  archly  bent  to  the  service  of  general  bene- 
volence" —  such  are  the  terms  in  which  the  philosophical  Wordsworth  speaks  of 

"  The  landlady  and  Tain  grew  gracious; 
Wi'  favours,  secret,  sweet,  and  precious:" 

and  as  the  haunted  Ruin  draws  nigh,  he  remembers  not  only  Kate's  advice  but  her  pro- 
phecy. He  has  passed  by  some  fearful  places;  at  the  slightest  touch  of  the  necromancer, 
how  fast  one  after  another  wheels  by,  telling  at  what  a  rate  Tarn  rode!  And  we  forget 
that  we  are  not  riding  behind  him, 

"  When,  glimmering  thro'  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirk  Alloway  seem'd  in  a  bleeze"J 

We  defy  any  man  of  woman  born  to  tell  us  who  these  witches  and  warlocks  are,  and  why 
the  devil  brought  them  here  into  Alloway  Kirk.  True 

"  This  night,  a  child  might  understand, 
The  deil  had  business  on  his  hand  ;" 


but  that  is  not  the  question—  the  question  is  what  business?     Was  it  a  ball  given  him 
'    the  anniversary  of  the  Fall? 
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"  There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shape  o'  beast; 
A  towzie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  large, 
To  gie  them  music  was  his  charge:" 

and  pray  who  is  to  pay  the  piper?     We  fear  that  young  witch  Nannie! 

"  For  Satan  glowr'd,  and  fidg'd  fu'  fain, 
And  hotch'd  and  blew  wi'  might  and  main:" 

and  this  may  be  the  nuptial  night  of  the  Prince  —  for  that  tyke  is  he  —  of  the  Fallen  Angels! 
How  was  Tarn  able  to  stand  the  sight,  "  glorious"  and  "  heroic"  as  he  was,  of  the  open 
presses? 

w  Coffins  stood  round  like  open  presses, 
That  shaw'd  the  dead  in  their  last  dresses; 
And  by  some  devilish  cantraip  slight, 
Each  in  its  cauld  hand  held  a  light." 

Because  show  a  man  some  sight  that  is  altogether  miraculously  dreadful,  and  he  either  faints 
or  feels  no  fear.  Or  say  rather,  let  a  man  stand  the  first  glower  at  it,  and  he  will  make 
comparatively  light  of  the  details.  There  was  Auld  Nick  himself,  there  was  no  mistaking 
him,  and  there  were 

«  Wither'd  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  a  foal, 
Lowping  an'  flinging  —  " 

to  such  dancing  what  cared  Tarn  who  held  the  candles?  He  was  bedevilled,  bewarlocked 
and  bewitched,  and  therefore 

"Able 

To  note  upon  the  haly  table, 
A  murderer's  banes  in  gibbet  aims; 
Twa  span-lang,  wee,  unchristen'd  bairns  ; 
A  thief,  new-cutted  frae  a  rape, 
Wi'  his  last  gasp  his  gab  did  gape; 
Five  tomahawks,  wi'  bluid  red  rusted  ; 
Five  scimitars,  wi'  murder  crusted  ; 
A  garter,  which  a  babe  had  strangled; 
A  knife,  a  father's  throat  had  mangled, 
Whom  his  ain  son  o'  life  bereft, 
The  gray  hairs  yet  stuck  to  the  heft." 

This  collection  has  all  the  effect  of  a  selection.  The  bodies  were  not  placed  there  ;  but  fol- 
lowing each  others'  heels,  they  stretch  themselves  out  of  their  own  accord  upon  the  haly 
table.  They  had  received  a  summons  to  the  festival,  which  murderer  and  murdered  must 
obey.  But  mind  ye,  Tarn  could  not  see  what  you  see.  Who  told  him  that  that  garter 
had  strangled  a  babe?  That  that  was  a  parricide's  knife?  Nobody  —  and  that  is  a  flaw. 
For  Tarn  looks  with  his  bodily  eyes  only,  and  can  know  only  what  they  show  him;  but 
Burns  knew  it,  and  believed  Tarn  knew  it  too;  and  we  know  it,  for  Burns  tells  us,  and  we 
believe  Tarn  as  wise  as  ourselves;  for  we  almost  turn  Tarn  —  the  poet  himself  being  the 
only  real  warlock  of  them  all. 

You  know  why  that  Haly  Table  is  so  pleasant  to  the  apples  of  all  those  evil  eyes?  They 
feed  upon  the  dead,  not  merely  because  they  love  wickedness,  but  because  they  inspire  it 
into  the  quick.  Who  ever  murdered  his  father  but  at  the  instigation  of  that  "  towzie  tyke, 
black,  grim  and  large?"  Who  but  for  him  ever  strangled  her  new-born  child?  Scimitars 
and  tomahawks!  Why,  such  weapons  never  were  in  use  in  Scotland.  True.  But  they 
have  long  been  in  use  in  the  wildernesses  of  the  western  world,  and  among  the  orient  cities 
of  Mahoun,  and  his  empire  extends  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth. 
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And  here  we  shall  say  a  few  words,  which  perhaps  were  expected  from  us  when  speak- 
ine  a  little  while  ago  of  some  of  his  first  productions,  about  Burns'  humorous  strains,  more 
especially  those  in  which  he  has  sung  the  praises  of  joviality  and  good  fellowship,  as  it  has 
been  thought  by  many,  that  in  them  are  conspicuously  displayed  not  only  some  striking 
qualities  of  his  poetical  genius,  but  likewise  of  his  personal  character.  Among  the  count- 
less number  of  what  are  called  convivial  songs  floating  in  our  literature,  how  few  seem  to 
have  been  inspired  by  such  a  sense  and  spirit  of  social  enjoyment  as  men  can  sympatl 
with  in  their  ordinary  moods,  when  withdrawn  from  the  festive  board,  and  engaged  without 
blame  in  the  common  amusements  or  recreations  of  a  busy  or  a  studious  life  I  The  finest  ol 
these  few  have  been  gracefully  and  gaily  thrown  off,  in  some  mirthful  minute,  by  Shak- 
speare  and  Ben  Johnson  and  "the  Rest,"  inebriating  the  mind  as  with  "divine  gas"  into 
sudden  exhilaration  that  passes  away  not  only  without  headache,  but  with  heartache  for  a 
time  allayed  by  the  sweet  afflatus.  In  our  land,  too,  as  in  Greece  of  old,  genius  has  im- 
bibed inspiration  from  the  wine-cap,  and  sung  of  human  life  in  strains  befitting  poets  who 
desired  that  their  foreheads  should  perpetually  be  wreathed  with  flowers.  But  putting 
aside  them  and  their  little  lyres,  with  some  exceptions,  how  nauseous  are  the  bacchanalian 
songs  of  Merry  England  ! 


inducing  you  to  believe  that  the  poet  was  addicted  to  drinking,  the  freshness  and  fervour  of 
its  glee  convince  you  that  it  came  gushing  out  of  a  healthful  heart,  in  the  exhilaration  of  a 
night  that  needed  not  the  influence  of  the  flowing  bowl,  which  friendship,  nevertheless,  did 
so  frequently  replenish.  "Wordsworth,  who  has  told  the  world  that  he  is  a  water  drinker, 
and  in  the  lake  country  he  can  never  be  at  a  loss  for  his  favourite  beverage,  regards  this 
song  with  the  complacency  of  a  philosopher,  knowing  well  that  it  is  all  a  pleasant  exaggera- 
tion; and  that  had  the  moon  not  lost  patience  and  gone  to  bed,  she  would  have  seen  "  Rob 
and  Allan  "  on  their  way  back  to  Ellisland,  along  the  bold  banks  of  the  Nith,  as  steady  as 
a  brace  of  bishops. 

Of  the  contest  immortalized  in  the  "  "Whistle,"  it  may  be  observed,  that  in  the  course  of 
events  it  is  likely  to  be  as  rare  as  enormous;  and  that  as  centuries  intervened  between  Sir 
Robert  Laurie's  victory  over  the  Dane  in  the  reign  of  James  VI.,  and  Craigdarroch's  victory 
over  Sir  Robert  Laurie  in  that  of  George  III.,  so  centuries,  in  all  human  probability,  will 
elapse  before  another  such  battle  will  be  lost  and  won.  It  is  not  a  little  amusing  to  hear 
good  Dr  Currie  on  this  passage  in  the  life  of  Burns.  In  the  text  of  his  Memoir  he  says, 
speaking  of  the  poet's  intimacy  with  the  best  families  in  Nithsdale,  "  Their  social  parties 
too  often  seduced  him  from  his  rustic  labours  and  his  rustic  fare,  overthrew  the  unsteady 
fabric  of  his  resolutions,  and  inflamed  those  propensities  which  temperance  might  have  weak- 
ened, and  prudence  ultimately  suppressed"  In  a  note  he  adds  in  illustration,  "  The  poem 
of  the  Whistle  celebrates  a  bacchanalian  event  among  the  gentlemen  of  Nithsdale,  where 
Burns  appears  as  umpire.  Mr  Riddell  died  before  our  bard,  and  some  elegiac  verses  to  his 
memory  will  be  found  in  page  131.  From  him  and  from  all  the  members  of  his  family, 
Burns  received  not  kindness  only,  but  friendship ;  and  the  society  he  met  with  in  general  at 
Friar's  Carse  was  calculated  to  improve  his  habits,  as  well  as  his  manners.  Mr  Fergusson 
of  Craigdarroch,  so  well  known  for  his  eloquence  and  social  habits,  died  soon  after  our  poet. 
Sir  Robert  Laurie,  the  third  person  in  the  drama,  survives;  and  has  since  been  engaged  in 
contests  of  a  bloodier  nature — long  maybe  live  to  fight  the  battles  of  his  country  !  (1799)." 
Three  better  men  lived  not  in  the  shire;  but  they  were  gentlemen,  and  Burns  was  but  an  ex- 
ciseman ;  and  Currie,  unconsciously  influenced  by  an  habitual  deference  to  rank,  pompously 
moralizes  on  the  poor  poet's  "  propensities,  which  temperance  might  have  weakened,  -and 
prudence  ultimately  suppressed;"  while  in  the  same  breath,  and  with  the  same  ink,  he 
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eulogizes  the  rich  squire  for  "  his  eloquence  and  social  habits,"  so  well  calculated  to  "  im- 
prove the  habits,  as  well  as  the  manners,"  of  the  bard  and  gauger  !  Now  suppose  that  "the 
heroes"  had  been  not  Craigdarroch,  Glenriddel,  and  Maxwelton,  but  Burns,  Mitchell,  and 
Findlater,  a  gauger,  a  supervisor,  and  a  collector  of  excise,  and  that  the  contest  had  taken 
place  not  at  Friar's  Carse,  but  at  Ellisland,  not  for  a  time-honoured  hereditary  ebony  whistle, 
but  a  wooden  ladle  not  a  week  old,  and  that  Burns  the  Victorious  had  acquired  an  imple- 
ment more  elegantly  fashioned,  though  of  the  same  materials,  than  the  one  taken  from  his 
mouth  the  moment  he  was  born,  what  blubbering  would  there  not  have  been  among  his 
biographers  !  James  Currie,  how  exhortatory  !  Josiah  Walker,  how  lachrymose  ! 

u  Next  uprose  our  Bard  like  a  prophet  in  drink : 
'  Craigdarroch,  thou'lt  soar  when  creation  shall  sink  ! 
But  if  thou  would  flourish  immortal  in  rhyme, 
Come — one  bottle  more — and  have  at  the  sublime  ! 

"  Thy  line,  they  have  struggled  for  Freedom  with  Bruce, 
Shall  heroes  and  patriots  ever  produce  : 
So  thine  be  the  laurel,  and  mine  be  the  bay  : 
The  field  thou  hast  won,  by  yon  bright  god  of  day  !'  " 

How  very  shocking !  Then  only  hear  in  what  a  culpable  spirit  Burns  writes  to  Riddell, 
on  the  forenoon  of  the  day  of  battle  ! — "  Sir,  Big  with  the  idea  of  this  important  day  at 
Friars-Carse,  I  have  envoked  the  elements  and  skies  in  the  fond  persuasion  that  they 
would  announce  it  to  the  astonished  world  by  some  phenomena  of  terrific  import.  Yester- 
night, until  a  very  late  hour,  did  I  wait  with  anxious  horror  for  the  appearance-  of  some 
comet  firing  half  the  sky:  or  aerial  armies  of  conquering  Scandinavians,  darting  athwart  the 
startled  heavens,  rapid  as  the  ragged  lightning,  and  horrid  as  those  convulsions  of  nature 
that  bury  nations.  The  elements,  however,  seem  to  take  the  matter  very  quietly;  they  did 
not  even  usher  in  this  morning  with  triple  suns  and  a  shower  of  blood,  symbolical  of  the 
three  potent  heroes,  and  the  mighty  claret-shed  of  the  day.  For  me,  as  Thomson  in  his 
Winter  says  of  the  storm,  I  shall  *  Hear  astonished,  and  astonished  sing.'  To  leave  the 
heights  of  Parnassus  and  come  to  the  humble  vale  of  prose,  I  have  some  misgivings  that  I 
take  too  much  upon  me,  when  I  request  you  to  get  your  guest,  Sir  Robert  Laurie,  to  post 
the  two  inclosed  covers  for  me,  the  one  of  them  to  Sir  William  Cunningham,  of  Robertland, 
Bart.,  Kilmarnock — the  other  to  Mr  Allan  Masterton,  writing-master,  Edinburgh.  The 
first  has  a  kindred  claim  on  Sir  Robert,  as  being  a  brother  baronet,  and  likewise  a  keen 
Foxite;  the  other  is  one  of  the  worthiest  men  in  the  world,  and  a  man  of  real  genius;  so 
allow  me  to  say,  he  has  a  fraternal  claim  on  you.  I  want  them  franked  for  to-morrow,  as 
I  cannot  get  them  to  the  post  to-night.  I  shall  send  a  servant  again  for  them  in  the  even- 
ing. Wishing  that  your  head  may  be  crowned  with  laurels  to-night,  and  free  from  aches 
to-morrow,  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir,  your  deeply-indebted  and  obedient  servant,  R.  B." 
Why,  you  see  that  this  "  Letter,"  and  "  The  Whistle " — perhaps  an  improper  poem  in 
priggish  eyes,  but  in  the  eyes  of  Bacchus  the  best  of  triumphal  odes — make  up  the  whole 
of  Burns'  share  in  this  transaction.  He  was  not  at  the  Carse.  The  "  three  potent  heroes  " 
were  too  thoroughly  gentlemen  to  have  asked  a  fourth  to  sit  by  with  an  empty  bottle  before 
him  as  umpire  of  that  debate.  Burns  that  evening  was  sitting  with  his  eldest  child  on  his 
knee,  teaching  it  to  say  Dad — that  night  he  was  lying  in  his  own  bed,  with  bonnie  Jean  by 
his  side — and  "  yon  bright  god  of  day  "  saluted  him  at  morning  on  the  Scaur  above  the  glitter' 
ing  Nith. 

Turn  to  the  passages  in  his  youthful  poetry,  where  he  speaks  of  himself  or  others 
"  wi'  just  a  drappie  in  their  ee."  Would  you  that  he  had  never  written  Death  and  Dr 
Hornbook  ? 

li 


--]§, 

"*=•- 


THE    GENIUS    AND    CHARACTER    OF    BURNS. 

"  The  clachan  yill  had  made  me  canty 
I  was  na  fou,  but  just  had  plenty  ; 
I  stacher'd  whyles,  but  yet  took  tent  aye 

To  free  the  ditches; 
An'  hillocks,  stanes,  an'  bushes,  kenn'd  aye 

Frae  ghaists  an'  witches. 

"  The  rising  moon  began  to  glow'r 
The  distant  Cumnock  hills  out-owre: 
To  count  her  horns,  wi'  a'  my  pow'r, 

I  set  mysel': 
But  whether  she  had  three  or  four, 

I  cou'd  na  tell. 

"I  was  come  round  about  the  hill, 
And  toddlin  down  on  Willie's  mill, 
Setting  my  staff  wi'  a*  my  skill, 

To  keep  me  sicker: 
Tho'  leeward  whyles,  against  my  will, 

I  took  a  bicker. 

"  I  there  wi'  SOMETHING  did  forgather,"  &c. 

Then  and  there,  as  you  learn,  ensued  that  "  celestial  colloquy  divine,"  which,  being  reported, 
drove  the  doctor  out  of  the  country,  by  unextinguishable  laughter,  into  Glasgow,  where  half 
a  century  afterwards  he  died  universally  respected.  SOMETHING  had  more  to  say,  and  long 
before  that  time  Burns  had  been  sobered. 

"  But  just  as  he  began  to  tell, 
The  auld  kirk-hammer  strak  the  bell 
Some  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twal, 

Which  rais'd  us  baith: 
/  took  the  way  that  pleas'd  mysel', 

And  sae  did  Death." 

In  those  pregnant  Epistles  to  his  friends,  in  which  his  generous  and  noble  character  is  re- 
vealed so  sincerely,  he  now  and  then  alludes  to  the  socialities  customary  in  Kyle;  and  tho 
good  people  of  Scotland  have  always  enjoyed  such  genial  pictures.  When  promising  him- 
self the  purest  pleasures  society  can  afford,  in  company  with  "  Auld  Lapraik,"  whom  ho 
warmly  praises  for  the  tenderness  and  truthfulness  of  his  "  sangs" — 

"  There  was  ae  sang,  amang  the  rest, 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleased  me  best, 
That  some  kind  husband  had  addrest 

To  some  sweet  wife: 
It  thrill'd  the  heart-strings  thro'  the  breast, 

A'  to  the  life;" 


and  when  luxuriating  in  the  joy  of  conscious  genius  holding  communion  with  the  native 
muse,  he  exclaims — 

"  Gie  me  ae  spark  o'  Nature's  fire, 
That's  a'  the  learning  I  desire; 
Then  tho'  I  drudge  thro'  dub  an'  mire 

At  pleugh  or  cart; 
My  muse,  though  hamely  in  attire, 

May  touch  the  heart;" 

where  does  Burns  express  a  desire  to  meet  his  brother-bard  ?  Where  but  in  the  resorts 
of  their  fellow-labourers,  when,  released  from  toil,  and  flinging  weariness  to  the  wind,  they 
flock  into  the  heart  of  some  holiday,  attired  in  sunshine,  and  feeling  that  life  is  life  ? 
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"  But  Mauchline  race,  or  Mauchline  fair, 
I  should  be  proud  to  meet  you  there; 
We'se  gie  ae  night's  discharge  to  care, 

If  we  forgather, 
An'  hae  a  swap  o'  rymin-ware 

Wi'  ane  anither. 

*'  The  four-gill  chap,  we'se  gar  him  clatter, 
An'  kirsen  him  wi'  reekin  water; 
Syne  we'll  sit  down  an'  tak'  our  whitter, 

To  cheer  our  heart ; 
An'  faith,  we'se  be  acquainted  better 

Before  we  part. 

"  Awa,  ye  selfish  warly  race, 
Wha  think  that  bavins,  sense,  an'  grace, 
Ev'n  love  an'  friendship,  should  give  place 

To  catch  the  plack  ! 
I  dinna  like  to  see  your  face, 

Nor  hear  your  crack. 

"  But  ye  whom  social  pleasure  charms, 
Whose  hearts  the  tide  of  kindness  warms, 
Who  hold  your  being  on  the  terms, 

'  Each  aid  the  others,' 
Come  to  my  bowl,  come  to  my  arms, 

My  friends,  my  brothers  !" 

Yet  after  all,  "  the  four-gill  chap  '*  clattered  but  on  paper.  Lapraik  was  an  elderly  man 
of  sober  life,  impoverished  by  a  false  friend  in  whom  he  had  confided;  and  Burns,  who 
wore  good  clothes,  and  paid  his  tailor  as  punctually  as  the  men  he  dealt  with,  had  not  much 
money  out  of  seven  pounds  a-year,  to  spend  in  "  the  change  house."  He  allowed  no  man 
to  pay  his  "la  win,  "  but  neither  was  he  given  to  treating — save  the  sex;  and  in  his  "Epistle 
to  James  Smith,"  he  gives  a  more  correct  account  of  his  habits,  when  he  goes  thus  off 
careeringly — 

"  My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door, 
And  kneel :  '  Ye  Powers  !'  and  warm  implore, 
Tho'  I  should  wander  terra  o'er 

In  all  her  climes; 
Grant  me  but  this — I  ask  no  more — 

Aye  rowth  o'  rhymes. 

"  While  ye  are  pleas'd  to  keep  me  hale, 
I'll  sit  down  o'er  my  scanty  meal, 
Be't  water-brose,  or  muslin-kail, 

Wi'  cheerfu'  face, 
As  lang's  the  Muses  dinna  fail 

To  say  the  grace." 

Read  the  "  Auld  Farmer's  New-Year  Morning  Salutation  to  his  Auld  Mare  Maggie." 
Not  a  soul  but  them-two-selves  is  in  the  stable — in  the  farm  yard — nor,  as  far  as  we  think 
of,  in  the  house.  Yes — there  is  one  in  the  house — but  she  is  somewhat  infirm,  and  not  yet 
out  of  bed.  Sons  and  daughters  have  long  since  been  married,  and  have  houses  of  their  own 
— such  of  them  as  may  not  nave  been  buried.  The  servants  are  employed  somewhere  else 
out  of  doors — and  so  are  the  "  four  gallant  brutes  as  e'er  did  draw  "  a  moiety  of  Maggie's 
"  bairn-time."  The  Address  is  an  Autobiography.  The  master  remembers  himself,  along 
with  his  mare — in  the  days  when  she  was  "  dappl't,  sleek,  and  glaizie,  a  bonnie  gray;"  and 
he  "  the  pride  o'  a'  the  parishen." 

"  That  day  we  pranc'd  wi'  muckle  pride, 
When  ye  bure  hame  my  bonnie  bride; 
An'  sweet  an'  gracefu'  she  did  ride, 

Wi'  maiden  air  ! 

Kyle  Stewart  I  could  bragged  wide, 
For  sic  a  pair." 
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What  passages  in  their  common  life  does  he  next  select  to  "  roose ''  mare  and  master  ? 
"  In  tug  or  tow  ?''  In  cart,  plough,  or  harrow  ?  These  all  rise  before  him  at  the  right 
time,  and  in  a  cheerful  spirit;  towards  the  close  of  his  address  he  grows  serious,  but  not 
sad — as  well  he  may;  and  at  the  close,  as  well  he  may,  tender  and  grateful.  But  the 
image  he  sees  galloping,  next  to  that  of  the  Broose,  comes  second,  because  it  is  second 
best  : 

"  When  thou  an'  I  were  young  an'  skeigh, 
An'  stable-meals  at  fairs  were  dreigli, 
How  thou  wad  prance,  an'  snore,  an'  skreigh, 

An'  tak  the  road  ! 

Town's  bodies  ran,  and  stood  abeigh, 
An'  ca't  thee  mad. 

"  When  tliau,  wast  corn't,  an'  I  was  mellow, 
We  took  the  road  aye  like  a  swallow. " 

We  do  not  blame  the  old  farmer  for  having  got  occasionally  mellow  some  thirty  years 
ago — we  do  not  blame  Burns  for  making  him  pride  himself  on  his  shame;  nay  we  bless 
them  both  as  we  hear  these  words  whispered  close  to  the  auld  Mare's  lug: 

"  Monie  a  sair  daurk  we  twa  hae  wrought, 
An'  wi'  the  weary  warl'  fought; 
An'  monie  an  anxious  day,  I  thought 

We  wad  be  beat ! 

Yet  here  to  crazy  age  we're  brought, 
Wi'  something  yet. 

"  And  think  na,  my  auld  trusty  servan', 
That  now  perhaps  thou's  less  deservin', 
An'  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  starvin', 

For  my  lastfou, 

A  heapit  stimpart,  I'll  reserve  ane 
Laid  by  for  you. 

"  We've  worn  to  crazy  years  thegither; 
We'll  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither; 
Wi'  tentie  care  I'll  flit  thy  tether, 

To  some  hain'd  rig, 

Whare  ye  may  nobly  rax  your  leather, 
Wi'  sma'  fatigue." 

Or  will  you  turn  to  "  The  Twa  Dogs,"  and  hear  Luath,  in  whom  the  best  humanities 
mingle  with  the  canine — the  Poet's  own  colley,  whom  some  cruel  wretch  murdered;  and 
gibbetted  to  everlasting  infamy  would  have  been  the  murderer,  had  Burns  but  known  his 
name  ? 

"  The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives, 
Their  grushie  weans  an'  faithfu'  wives ; 
The  prattling  things  are  just  their  pride, 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fireside. 

"  An'  whiles  twalpenny  worth  o'  nappy 
Can  mak'  the  bodies  unco  happy; 
They  lay  aside  their  private  cares, 
To  mend  the  Kirk  and  State  affairs : 
They '11  talk  o'  patronage  and  priests, 
Wi'  kindling  fury  in  their  breasts, 
Or  tell  what  new  taxation's  comin', 
An'  ferlie  at  the  folk  in  Lon'on. 

"  As  bleak-fac'd  Hallowmass  returns, 
They  get  the  jovial,  rantin  kirns, 
When  rural  life,  o'  ev'ry  station, 
Unite  in  common  recreation; 
liv 
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Love  blinks,  Wit  slaps,  an'  social  Mirth 
Forgets  there's  Care  upo'  the  earth. 

"  That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  t>ar  the  door  on  frosty  winds ; 
The  nappy  reeks  wi'  mantling  ream; 
An'  sheds  a  heart-inspiring  steam; 
The  luntin  pipe,  and  sneeshin  mill, 
Are  handed  round  wi'  richt  guid  will; 
The  cantie  auld  folks  crackin  crouse, 
The  young  anes  rantin  tliro'  the  house, 
My  heart  has  been  sae  fain  to  see  them, 
That  I  for  joy  hae  barkit  wi'  them." 

Yet  how  happens  it  that  in  the  "Halloween"  no  mention  is  made  of  this  source  of 
enjoyment,  and  that  the  parties  concerned  pursue  the  ploy  with  unflagging  passion  through 
all  its  charms  and  spells  ?  Because  the  festival  is  kept  alive  by  the  poetic  power  of  super- 
stition that  night  awakened  from  all  its  slumber  in  all  those  simple  souls ;  and  that  serves 
instead  of  strong  drink.  They  fly  from  freak  to  freak,  without  a  thought  but  of  the 
witcheries — the  means  and  appliances  needful  to  make  them  potent ;  this  Burns  knew  to 
be  nature,  and  therefore  he  delays  all  "  creature  comforts "  till  the  end,  when  the  curtain 
has  dropped  on  that  visionary  stage,  and  the  actors  return  to  the  floor  of  their  every-day 

world.     Then — 

"  Wi'  merry  sangs,  an'  friendly  cracks, 

I  wat  they  didna  weary; 
An'  unco  tales,  an'  funny  jokes, 

Their  sports  were  cheap  an'  cheery, 
Till  butter'd  so'ns,  wi'  fragrant  lunt, 

Set  a'  their  gabs  a-steerin ; 
Syne,  wi'  a  social  glass  o'  strunt, 
They  parted  aff  careerin 

Fu'  blythe  that  night." 

We  see  no  reason  why,  in  the  spirit  of  these  observations,  moralists  may  not  read  with 
pleasure  and  approbation,  "  The  Author's  Earnest  Cry  and  Prayer  to  the  Scotch  Repre- 
sentatives in  the  House  of  Commons."  Its  political  economy  is  as  sound  as  its  patriotism  is 
stirring ;  and  he  must  be  indeed  a  dunce  who  believes  that  Burns  uttered  it  either  as  a 
defence  or  an  encouragement  of  a  national  vice,  or  that  it  is  calculated  to  stimulate  poor 
people  in  pernicious  habits.  It  is  an  Address  that  Cobbett,  had  he  been  a  Scotsman  and 
one  of  the  Forty-Five,  would  have  rejoiced  to  lay  on  the  Table  of  the  House  of  Commons; 
for  Cobbett,  in  all  that  was  best  of  him,  was  a  kind  of  Burns  in  his  way,  and  loved  the 
men  who  work.  He  maintained  the  cause  of  malt,  and  it  was  a  leading  article  in  the 
creed  of  his  faith  that  the  element  distilled  therefrom  is  like  the  air  they  breathe,  if  the 
people  have  it  not,  they  die.  Beer  may  be  best;  and  Burns  was  the  champion  of  beer,  as 
well  as  of  what  bears  a  brisker  name.  He  spoke  of  it  in  "  The  Earnest  Cry,''  and  like- 
wise in  the  "  Scotch  Drink,"  as  one  of  the  staffs  of  life  which  had  been  struck  from  the  poor 
man's  hand  by  fiscal  oppression.  Tea  was  then  little  practised  in  Ayrshire  cottages;  and 
we  do  not  at  this  moment  remember  the  word  in  Burns'  Poems.  He  threatens  a  rising  if 
Ministers  will  not  obey  the  voice  of  the  people : 

"Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue; 
She's  just  a  devil  wi'  a  rung; 
An'  if  she  promise  auld  or  young 

To  tak'  their  part, 
Tho'  by  the  neck  she  should  be  strung. 

Shell  no  desert." 

In  the  postscript,  the  patriotism  and  poetry  of  "  The  Earnest  Cry,"  wax  stronger  and 

brighter — and  no  drunkard  would  dare  to  read  aloud  in  the  presence  of  men — by  heart  he 

i    never  could  get  it — such  a  strain  as  this — familiar  to  many  million  ears: 
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"  Let  half-starv'd  slaves,  in  warmer  skies 
See  future  wines,  rich  clust'ring,  rise; 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies, 

But,  blythe  and  frisky, 
She  eyes  her  freeborn,  martial  boys, 

Tak'  aff  their  whisky, 

"  What  tho'  their  Phoebus  kinder  warms, 
While  fragrance  blooms,  and  beauty  charms; 
When  wretches  range,  in  famish'd  swarms, 

The  scented  groves, 
Or  hounded  forth,  dishonour  arms 
In  hungry  droves. 

"Their  gun's  a  burden  on  their  shouther; 
They  downa  bide  the  stink  o'  powther; 
Their  bauldest  thought's  a  hank'ring  swither 

To  stan'  or  rin, 
Till  skelp — a  shot — they're  aff,  a'  throwther, 

To  save  their  skin. 

"  But  bring  a  Scotsman  frae  his  hill. 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill, 
Say,  such  is  Royal  George's  will, 

An'  there's  the  foe, 
He  has  nae  thought  but  how  to  kill 

Twa  at  a  blow. 

"  Nae  cauld,  faint-hearted  doublings  tease  him ; 
Death  comes,  wi'  fearless  eye  he  sees  him ; 
Wi'  bluidy  hand  a  welcome  gi'es  him: 

An'  when  he  fa's, 
His  latest  draught  o'  breathin  lea'es  him 

In  faint  huzzas." 

These  are  not  the  sentiments  of  a  man  who  "takes  an  enemy  into  his  mouth  to  steal 
away  his  brains."  Nor  is  there  any  thing  to  condemn,  when  looked  at  in  the  light  with 
which  genius  invests  them,  in  the  pictures  presented  to  us  in  "  Scotch  Drink,"  of  some  of 
the  familiar  scenes  of  humble  life,  whether  of  busy  work,  or  as  busy  recreation,  and  some 
of  home-felt  incidents  interesting  to  all  that  live — such  as  "  when  skirlin  weanies  see  the 
light " — animated  and  invigorated  to  the  utmost  pitch  of  tension,  beyond  the  reach  of  the 
jaded  spirits  of  the  labouring  poor — so  at  least  the  poet  makes  us  for  the  time  willing  to 
believe — when  unaided  by  that  elixir  he  so  fervidly  sings.  Who  would  wish  the  following 
lines  expunged?  Who  may  not,  if  he  chooses,  so  qualify  their  meaning  as  to  make  them 
true?  Who  will  not  pardon  the  first  two,  if  they  need  pardon,  for  sake  of  the  last  two 
that  need  none?  For  surely  you,  who,  though  guilty  of  no  excess,  fare  sumptuously  every 
day,  will  not  find  it  in  your  hearts  to  grudge  the  "  poor  man's  wine  "  to  the  cotter  after  that 
"  Saturday  Night  "  of  his,  painted  for  you  to  the  life  by  his  own  son,  Robert  Burns! 

"  Thou  clears  the  head  o'  doited  lear; 
Thou  cheers  the  heart  o'  drooping  care ; 
Thou  strings  the  nerves  o'  labour  sair, 

At's  weary  toil; 
Thou  brightens  even  dark  despair 

Wi'  gloomy  smile. 

"  Aft  clad  in  massy  siller  weed, 
Wi'  gentles  thou  erects  thy  head; 
Yet  humbly  kind  in  time  o'  need, 

The  poor  man's  wine; 
His  wee  drap  parritch,  or  his  bread, 

Thou  kitchen's  fine." 

Gilbert,  in  his  excellent  vindication  of  his  brother's  character,  tells  us  that  at  the 
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when  many  of  those  "  Rhapsodies  respecting  Drinking  "  were  composed  and  first  published, 
few  people  were  less  addicted  to  drinking  than  lie;  and  that  he  assumed  a  poetical  character, 
very  different  from  that  of  the  man  at  the  time.  It  has  been  said  that  Scotsmen  have  no 
humour — no  perception  of  humour — that  we  are  all  plain  matter-of-fact  people — not  with- 
out some  strength  of  understanding — but  grave  to  a  degree  on  occasions  when  races  more 
favor'd  by  nature  are  gladsome  to  an  excess ;  and — 

"  In  gay  delirium  rob  them  of  themselves." 

This  judgment  on  our  national  characteristics  implies  a  familiar  acquaintance  with  Scottish 
poetry  from  Dunbar  to  Burns.  It  would  be  nearer  the  truth — though  still  wide  of  it — to 
affirm,  that  we  have  more  humour  than  all  the  rest  of  the  inhabitants  of  this  earth  besides; 
but  this  at  least  is  true,  that  unfortunately  for  ourselves,  we  have  too  much  humour,  and 
that  it  has  sometimes  been  allowed  to  flow  out  of  its  proper  province,  and  mingle  itself  with 
thoughts  and  things  that  ought  for  ever  to  be  kept  sacred  in  the  minds  of  the  people.  A 
few  words  by  and  bye  on  this  subject;  meanwhile,  with  respect  to  his  "  Rhapsodies  about 
Drinking,"  Burns  knew  that  not  only  had  all  the  states,  stages,  and  phases  of  inebriety  been 
humorously  illustrated  by  the  comic  genius  of  his  country's  most  popular  poets,  but  that  the 
people  themselves,  in  spite  of  their  deep  moral  and  religious  conviction  of  the  sinfulness  of 
intemperance,  were  prone  to  look  on  its  indulgencies  in  every  droll  and  ludicrous  aspect  they 
could  assume,  according  to  the  infinite  variety  of  the  modifications  of  individual  character. 
As  a  poet  dealing  with  life  as  it  lay  before  and  around  him,  so  far  from  seeking  to  avoid,  he 
eagerly  seized  on  these;  and  having  in  the  constitution  of  his  own  being  as  much  humour 
and  as  rich  as  ever  mixed  with  the  higher  elements  of  genius,  he  sometimes  gave  vent  to  its 
perceptions  and  emotions  in  strains  perfectly  irresistible — even  to  the  most  serious — who  had 
to  force  themselves  back  into  their  habitual  and  better  state,  before  they  could  regard  them 
with  due  condemnation. 

But  humour  in  men  of  genius  is  always  allied  to  pathos — its  exquisite  touches 

"  On  the  pale  cheek  of  sorrow  awaken  a  smile, 
And  illumine  the  eye  that  was  dim  with  a  teiir." 

So  is  it  a  thousand  times  with  the  humour  of  Burns — and  we  have  seen  it  so  in  our  quota- 
tions from  these  very  "  Rhapsodies."  He  could  sit  with  "  rattling  roarin'  Willie" — and 
when  he  belonged  to  the  Crochallan  Fencibles,  "  he  was  the  king  of  a'  the  core."  But 
where  he  usually  sat  up  late  at  night,  during  these  glorious  hard-working  years,  was  a  low 
loft  above  a  stable — so  low  that  he  had  to  stoop  even  when  he  was  sitting  at  a  deal  table 
three  feet  by  two — with  his  "  heart  inditing  a  good  matter  "  to  a  plough-boy,  who  read  it 
up  to  the  poet  before  they  lay  down  on  the  same  truckle  bed. 

Burns  had  as  deep  an  insight  as  ever  man  had  into  the  moral  evils  of  the  poor  man's 
character,  condition,  and  life.  From  many  of  them  he  remained  free  to  the  last;  some  he 
suffered  late  and  early.  What  were  his  struggles  we  know,  yet  we  know  but  in  part, 
before  he  was  overcome.  But  it  does  not  appear  that  he  thought  intemperance  the  worst 
moral  evil  of  the  people,  or  that  to  the  habits  it  forms  had  chiefly  to  be  imputed  their  fall- 
ing short  or  away  from  that  character  enjoined  by  the  law  written  and  unwritten,  and 
without  which,  preserved  in  its  great  lineaments,  there  cannot  be  to  the  poor  man,  any 
more  than  the  rich,  either  power  or  peace.  He  believed  that  but  for  "Man's  inhumanity 
to  man,"  this  might  be  a  much  better  earth;  that  they  who  live  by  the  sweat  of  their  brows 
would  wipe  them  with  pride,  so  that  the  blood  did  but  freely  circulate  from  their  hearts ; 
that  creatures  endowed  with  a  moral  sense  and  discourse  of  reason  would  follow  their 
dictates,  in  preference  to  all  solicitations  to  enjoyment  from  those  sources  that  flow  to  them 
in  common  with  all  things  that  have  life,  so  that  they  were  but  allowed  the  rights  and 
privileges  of  nature,  and  not  made  to  bow  down  to  a  servitude  inexorable  as  necessity,  but 
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imposed,  as  he  thought,  on  their  necks  as  a  yoke  by  the  very  hands  which  Providence  had 

kept  free; believing  all  this,  and  nevertheless  knowing  and  feeling,  often  in  bitterness  of 

heart  and  prostration  of  spirit,  that  there  is  far  worse  evil,  because  self-originating  and  self- 
inhabiting  within  the  invisible  world  of  every  human  soul,  Burns  had  no  reprobation  to 
inflict  on  the  lighter  sins  of  the  oppressed,  in  sight  of  the  heavier  ones  of  the  oppressor;  and 
when  he  did  look  into  his  own  heart  and  the  hearts  of  his  brethren  in  toil  and  in  trouble, 
for  those  springs  of  misery  which  are  for  ever  welling  there,  and  need  no  external  blasts  or 
torrents  to  lift  them  from  their  beds  till  they  overflow  their  banks,  and  inundate  ruinously 
life's  securest  pastures,  he  saw  THE  PASSIONS  to  which  are  given  power  and  dominion  for 
bliss  or  for  bale — of  them  in  his  sweetest,  loftiest  inspirations,  he  sung  as  a  poet  all  he  felt 
as  a  man;  willing  to  let  his  fancy  in  lighter  moods  dally  with  inferior  things  and  merry 
measures — even  with  the  very  meat  and  drink  that  sustains  man  who  is  but  grass,  and  like 
the  flower  of  the  field  flourisheth  and  is  cut  down,  and  raked  away  out  of  the  sunshine  into 
the  shadow  of  the  grave. 

That  Burns  did  not  only  not  set  himself  to  dissuade  poor  people  from  drinking,  but  that 
he  indited  "  Rhapsodies  "  about  "  Scotch  Drink,"  and  "  Earnest  Cries,"  will  not,  then,  seem 
at  all  surprising  to  poor  people  themselves,  nor  very  culpable  even  in  the  eyes  of  the  most 
sober  among  them :  whatever  may  be  the  light  in  which  some  rich  people  regard  such  delin- 
quencies, your  more-in-sorrow-than-anger  moralists,  who  are  their  own  butlers,  and  sleep 
with  the  key  of  the  wine-cellar  under  their  pillow ;  his  poetry  is  very  dear  to  the  people, 
and  we  venture  to  say,  that  they  understand  its  spirit  as  well  as  the  best  of  those  for  whom 
it  was  not  written;  for  written  it  was  for  his  own  Order — the  enlightened  majority  of 
Christian  men.  No  fear  of  their  being  blind  to  its  venial  faults,  its  more  serious  imperfec- 
tions', and,  if  there  they  be,  its  sins.  There  are  austere  eyes  in  work-shops,  and  in  the  fields, 
intolerant  of  pollution;  stern  judges  of  themselves  and  others  preside  in  those  courts  of 
conscience  that  are  not  open  to  the  public;  nevertheless,  they  have  tender  hearts,  and  they 
yearn  with  exceeding  love  towards  those  of  their  brethren  who  have  brightened  or  elevated 
their  common  lot.  Latent  virtues  in  such  poetry  as  Burns'  are  continually  revealing  them- 
selves to  readers,  whose  condition  is  felt  to  be  uncertain,  and  their  happiness  to  fluctuate 
with  it;  adversity  puts  to  the  test  our  opinions  and  beliefs,  equally  with  our  habits  and  our 
practices;  and  the  most  moral  and  religious  man  that  ever  worked  from  morning  to  night, 
that  his  family  might  have  bread — daily  from  youth  upwards  till  now  he  is  threescore  and 
ten — might  approve  of  the  sentiment  of  that  Song,  feel  it  in  all  its  fervour,  and  express  it  in 
all  its  glee,  in  which  age  meeting  with  age,  and  again  hand  and  heart  linked  together,  the 
"  trusty  feres"  bring  back  the  past  in  a  sun-burst  on  the  present,  and,  thoughtless  of  the 
future,  pour  out  unblamed  libations  to  the  days  "  o'  auld  lang  syne  !" 

It  seems  to  us  very  doubtful  if  any  poetry  could  become  popular,  of  which  the  prevalent 
spirit  is  not  in  accordance  with  that  of  the  people,  as  well  in  those  qualities  we  grieve  to 
call  vices,  as  in  those  we  are  happy  to  pronounce  virtues.  It  is  not  sufficient  that  they  be 
moved  for  a  time  against  their  will,  by  some  moral  poet  desirous,  we  shall  suppose,  of  puri- 
fying and  elevating  their  character,  by  the  circulation  of  better  sentiments  than  those  with 
which  they  have  been  long  familiar;  it  is  necessary  that  the  will  shall  go  along  with  their 
sympathies  to  preserve  them  perhaps  from  being  turned  into  antipathies;  and  that  is  not 
likely  to  happen,  if  violence  be  done  to  long-established  customs  and  habits,  which  may  have 
acquired  not  only  the  force,  but  something  too  of  the  sanctity,  of  nature. 

But  it  is  certain  that  to  effect  any  happy  change  in  the  manners  or  the  morals  of  a 
people — to  be  in  any  degree  instrumental  to  the  attainment  or  preservatioa  of  their  dearest 
interests — a  Poet  must  deal  with  them  in  the  spirit  of  truth;  and  that  he  may  do  so,  he 
must  not  only  be  conversant  with  their  condition,  but  wise  in  knowledge,  that  he  may 
understand  what  he  sees,  and  whence  it  springs — the  evil  and  the  good.  Without  it,  he 
can  never  help  to  remove  a  curse  or  establish  a  blessing;  for  a  while  his  denunciations  or 
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his  praises  may  seem  to  be  working  wonders  —  his  genius  may  be  extolled  to  the  skies  —  and 
himself  ranked  among  the  benefactors  of  his  people;  but  yet  a  little  while,  and  it  is  seen 
that  the  miracle  has  not  been  wrought,  the  evil  spirit  has  not  been  exorcised;  the  plague- 
spot  is  still  on  the  bosom  of  his  unhealed  country;  and  the  physician  sinks  away  unobserved 
among  men  who  have  not  taken  a  degree. 

Look,  for  example,  at  the  fate  of  that  once  fashionable,  for  we  can  hardly  call  it  popular, 
tale  —  "  Scotland's  Skaith,  or  the  History  of  Will  and  Jean,"  with  its  Supplement,  "  The 
Waes  o'  "War."  Hector  Macneil  had  taste  and  feeling  —  even  genius  —  and  will  be  remem- 
bered among  Scottish  poets. 

"  Robin  Burns,  in  mony  a  ditty, 
»  Loudly  sings  in  whisky's  praise; 

Sweet  his  sang  !  the  mair's  the  pity 
E'er  on  it  he  war'd  sic  lays. 

"  O'  a'  the  ills  poor  Caledonia 

E'er  yet  pree'd,  or  e'er  will  taste, 
Brew'd  in  hell's  black  Pandemonia  — 
Whisky's  ill  will  skaith  her  maist." 

So  said  Hector  Macneil  of  Robert  Burns,  in  verse  not  quite  so  vigorous  as  the  "  Earnest 
Cry."  It  would  require  a  deeper  voice  to  frighten  the  "  drouthy  "  from  "  Scotch  Drink," 
if  it  be  "  brewed  in  hell."  "  Impressed  with  the  baneful  consequences  inseparable  from  an 
inordinate  use  of  ardent  spirits  among  the  lower  orders  of  society,  and  anxious  to  contribute 
something  that  might  at  least  tend  to  retard  the  contagion  of  so  dangerous  an  evil,  it  was 
conceived,  in  the  ardour  of  philanthropy,  that  a  natural,  pathetic  story,  in  verse,  calculated 
to  enforce  moral  truths,  in  the  language  of  simplicity  and  passion,  might  probably  interest 
the  uncorrupted;  and  that  a  striking  picture  of  the  calamities  incident  to  idle  debauchery, 
contrasted  with  the  blessings  of  industrious  prosperity,  might  (altogether  insufficient  to 
reclaim  abandoned  vice)  do  something  to  strengthen  and  encourage  endangered  virtue. 
Visionary  as  these  fond  expectations  may  have  been,  it  is  pleasing  to  cherish  the  idea;  and 
if  we  may  be  allowed  to  draw  favourable  inferences  from  the  sale  of  ten  thousand  copies  in 
the  short  space  of  Jive  months,  why  should  we  despair  of  success  ?"  The  success,  if  we  may 
trust  to  statistical  tables,  has,  alas  !  been  small;  nor  would  it  have  been  greater  had  a  million 
copies  been  put  into  circulation.  For  the  argument  illustrated  in  the  "  History  of  Will  and 
Jean  "  has  no  foundation  in  nature  —  and  proceeds  on  an  assumption  grossly  calumnious  ot 
the  Scottish  character.  The  following  verses  used  once  to  ring  in  every  ear:  — 

"  Wha  was  ance  like  Willie  Garlace, 
Wha  hi  neiboring  town  or  farm  ? 
Beauty's  bloom  shone  in  his  fair  face, 
Deadly  strength  was  in  his  arm  ? 

"  Wha  wi'  Will  could  rin,  or  wrestle, 

Throw  the  sledge,  or  toss  the  bar  ? 
Hap  what  would,  he  stood  a  castle, 
Or  for  safety  or  for  war  : 

"  Warm  his  heart,  and  mild  as  manfu', 

Wi'  the  bauld  he  bauld  wad  be  ; 
But  to  friends  he  had  a  handfu', 
Purse  and  service  aft  were  free." 

He  marries  Jeanie  Millar,  a  wife  worthy  of  him,  and  for  three  years  they  arc  good  and  happy 
in  the  blessing  of  God.  What  in  a  few  months  makes  drunkards  of  them  both  ?  He  happens 
to  go  once  for  refreshment,  after  a  long  walk,  into  a  way-side  public  house—  and  from  that 
night  he  is  a  lost  man.  He  is  described  as  entering  it  on  his  way  home  from  a  Fair  —  and 
we  never  heard  of  a  Fair  where  there  was  no  whisky  —  drinks  Meg's  ale  or  porter,  and  eats 
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IMT  bread  and  cheese  without  incurring  much  blame  from  his  biographer;  but  his  companion 
prevails  on  him  to  taste  "the  widow's  gill"— a  thing  this  bold  peasant  seems  never  before 
to  have  heard  of— and  infatuated  with  the  novel  potion,  Willie  Garlace,  after  a  few  feeble 
struggles,  in  which  he  derives  no  support  from  his  previous  life  of  happiness,  industry, 
sobriety,  virtue,  and  religion,  staggers  to  destruction.  Jeanie,  in  despair,  takes  to  drinking 
too;  they  are  "  rouped  out;"  she  becomes  a  beggar,  and  he  "  a  sodger."  The  verses  run 
smoothly  and  rapidly,  and  there  is  both  skill  and  power  of  narration,  nor  are  touches  of 
nature  wanting,  strokes  of  pathos  that  have  drawn  tears.  But  by  what  insidious  witchcraft 
this  frightful  and  fatal  transformation  was  brought  about,  the  uninspired  story-teller  gives 
no  intimation— a  few  vulgar  common-places  constitute  the  whole  of  his  philosophy — and  he 
no  more  thinks  of  tracing  the  effects  of  whisky  on  the  moral  being— the  heart — of  poor 
Willie  Garlace,  than  he  would  have  thought  of  giving  an  account  of  the  coats  of  his  stomach, 
had  he  been  poisoned  to  death  by  arsenic.  "  His  hero  "  is  not  gradually  changed  into  a 
beast,  like  the  victims  of  Circe's  enchantments;  but  rather  resembles  the  Cyclops  all  at  once 
maddened  in  his  cave  by  the  craft  of  Ulysses.  This  is  an  outrage  against  nature;  not  thus 
is  the  sting  to  be  taken  out  of  "Scotland's  Skaith" — and  a  nation  of  drunkards  to  be  changed 
into  a  nation  of  gentlemen.  If  no  man  be  for  a  moment  safe  who  "  prees  the  widow's  gill," 
the  case  is  hopeless,  and  despair  admits  the  inutility  of  Excise.  In  the  "  Waes  o'  AVar  " — , 
the  Sequel  of  the  story — Willie  returns  to  Scotland  with  a  pension  and  a  wooden  leg,  and 
finds  Jeanie  with  the  children  in  a  cottage  given  her  by  "  the  good  Buccleugh."  Both  have 
become  as  sober  as  church-mice.  The  loss  of  a  limb,  and  eight  pounds  a  year  for  life,  had 
effectually  reformed  the  husband;  a  cottage  and  one  pound  a  quarter,  the  wife:  and  this  was 
good  Hector  Macneil's  idea  of  a  Moral  Poem !  A  poem  that  was  not  absolutely  to  stay  the 
plague,  but  to  fortify  the  constitution  against  it;  "  and  if  we  may  be  allowed  to  draw 
favourable  inferences  from  the  sale  of  ten  thousand  copies  in  the  short  space  of  five  months, 
why  should  we  despair  of  success  ?" 

It  is  not  from  such  poetry  that  any  healthful  influence  can  be  exhaled  over  the  vitiated 
habits  of  a  people ; 

"  With  other  ministrations,  thou,  O  Nature! 
Healest  thy  wandering  and  distempered  child;" 

had  J5urns  written  a  Tale  to  exemplify  a  Curse,  Nature  would  have  told  him  of  them  all ; 
nor  would  he  have  been  in  aught  unfitted  by  the  experiences  that  prompted  many  a  genial 
and  festive  strain,  but,  on  the  contrary,  the  better  qualified  to  give,  in  "  thoughts  that 
breathe  .and  words  that  burn,"  some  solution  of  that  appalling  mystery,  in  which  the  souls 
of  good  men  are  often  seen  hurrying  and  hurried  along  paths  they  had  long  abhorred,  and 
still  abhor,  as  may  be  seen  from  their  eyes,  even  when  they  are  rejecting  all  offered  means 
of  salvation,  human  and  divine,  and  have  sold  their  bibles  to  buy  death.  Nor  would  Burns 
have  adopted  the  vulgar  libel  on  the  British  army,  that  it  was  a  receptacle  for  drunken 
husbands  who  had  deserted  their  wives  and  children.  There  have  been  many  such  recruits; 
but  his  martial,  loyal,  and  patriotic  spirit  would  ill  have  brooked  the  thought  of  such  a  dis- 
grace to  the  service,  in  an  ideal  picture,  which  his  genius  was  at  liberty  to  colour  at  its 
own  will,  and  could  have  coloured  brightly  according  to  truth.  "  One  fine  summer  evening 
lie  was  at  the  inn  at  Brownhill  with  a  couple  of  friends,  when  a  poor  way-worn  soldier 
passed  the  window:  of  a  sudden,  it  struck  the  poet  to  call  him  in,  and  get  the  story  of  his 
adventures;  after  listening  to  which,  he  all  at  once  fell  into  one  of  those  fits  of  abstraction, 
not  unusual  with  him,"  and  perhaps,  with  the  air  of  "  The  mill,  mill  0"  in  his  heart,  he 
composed  «  The  Soldier's  Return."  It,  too,  speaks  of  the  "  waes  of  war;"  and  that  poor 
way-worn  soldier,  we  can  well  believe,  had  given  no  very  flattering  account  of  himself  or 
his  life,  either  before  or  after  he  had  mounted  the  cockade.  Why  had  he  left  Scotland  and 
},:,  Mill-mannoch  on  the  sweet  banks  of  the  Coyle  near  Coylton  Kirk?  Burns  cared  not  why ; 
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lit'  loved  his  kind,  and  above  all  his  own  people;  and  his  imagination  immediately  pictured 
a  blissful  meeting  of  long  parted  lovers. 

"  I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field, 
Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger, 
My  humble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 
A  poor  but  honest  sodger. 

"  A  right  leal  heart  was  in  my  breast ; 

A  hand  unstained  wi'  plunder, 
And  for  fair  Scotia  hame  again, 

I  cheery  on  did  wander. 
I  thought  upon  the  banks  o'  Coil, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy, 
I  thought  upon  the  witching  smile 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancy. 

"  At  length  I  reached  the  bonnie  glen, 

Where  early  life  I  sported; 
I  passed  the  mill,  and  trysting  thorn, 

Where  Nancy  oft  I  courted: 
Wha  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid, 

Down  by  her  mother's  dwelling! 
And  turned  me  round  to  hide  the  tear 

That  in  my  breast  was  swelling." 

The  ballad  is  a  very  beautiful  one,  and  throughout  how  true  to  nature !  It  is  alive  all 
over  Scotland;  that  other  is  dead,  or  with  suspended  animation;  not  because  "  The  Soldier's 
Return"  is  a  happy,  and  "  "Will  and  Jean"  a  miserable  story;  for  the  people's  heart  is  prone  to 
pity,  though  their  eyes  are  not  much  given  to  tears.  But  the  people  were  told  that  "  Will 
and  Jean"  had  been  written  for  their  sakes,  by  a  wise  man  made  melancholy  by  the 
sight  of  their  condition.  The  upper  ranks  were  sorrowful  exceedingly  for  the  lower — all 
weeping  over  their  wine  for  them  over  their  whisky,  and  would  not  be  comforted!  For 
Hector  Macneil  informs  them  that 

"  Maggie's  club,  wha  could  get  nae  light 
On  some  things  that  should  be  clear. 
Fand  ere  long  the  fau't,  and  ae  night 
CluWd  and  gat  Hie  Gazetteer." 

The  lower  ranks  read  the  Lamentation,  for  ever  so  many  thousands  were  thrust  into  their 
hands;  but  though  not  insensible  of  their  own  infirmities,  and  willing  to  confess  them,  they 
rose  up  in  indignation  against  a  charge  that  swept  their  firesides  of  all  that  was  most  sacredly 
cherished  there,  asked  who  wrote  "The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night?"  and  declared  with  one 
voice,  and  a  loud  one,  that  if  they  were  to  be  bettered  by  poems,  it  should  be  by  the  poems 
of  their  own  Robert  Burns. 

And  here  we  are  brought  to  speak  of  those  satirical  compositions  which  made  Burns 
famous  within  the  bounds  of  more  than  one  Presbytery,  before  the  world  had  heard  his 
name.  In  boyhood  and  early  youth  he  showed  no  symptoms  of  humour — he  was  no  droll — 
dull  even — from  constitutional  headaches,  and  heartquakes,  and  mysteries  not  to  be  under- 
stood— no  laughing  face  had  he — the  lovers  of  mirth  saw  none  of  its  sparkles  in  his  dark, 
melancholy  looking  eyes.  In  his  autobiographical  sketch  he  tells  us  of  no  funny  or  face- 
tious "  chap-books;"  his  earliest  reading  was  of  "  the  tender  and  true,"  the  serious  or  the 
sublime.  But  from  the  first  he  had  been  just  as  susceptible  and  as  observant  of  the  comic 
as  of  the  tragic — nature  had  given  him  a  genius  as  powerful  over  smiles  as  tears — but  as 
the  sacred  source  lies  deepest,  its  first  inspirations  were  drawn  thence  in  abstraction  and 
silence,  and  not  till  it  felt  some  assurance  of  its  diviner  strength  did  it  delight  to  disport 
itself  among  the  ludicrous  images  that,  in  innumerable  varieties  of  form  and  colour — all 
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representative  of  realities— may  be  seen,  when  we  choose  to  look  at  them,  mingling  with 
the  most  solemn  or  pathetic  shows  that  pass  along  in  our  dream  of  life.  You  remember  his 
words,  "  Thus  with  me  began  Love  and  Poetry."  True;  they  grew  together;  but  for  a 
long  time  they  were  almost  silent— seldom  broke  out  into  song.  His  earliest  love  verses 
but  poorly  express  his  love— nature  was  then  too  strong  within  him  for  art,  which  then  was 
weak— and  young  passion,  then  pure  but  all-engrossing,  was  filling  his  whole  soul  with 
poetry  that  ere  long  was  to  find  a  tongue  that  would  charm  the  world. 

It  was  in  the  Humorous,  the  Comic,  the  Satirical,  that  he  first  tried  and  proved  his 
strength.  Exulting  to  find  that  a  rush  of  words  was  ready  at  his  will— that  no  sooner 
flashed  his  fancies  than  on  the  instant  they  were  embodied,  he  wantoned  and  revelled  among 
the  subjects  that  had  always  seemed  to  him  the  most  risible,  whatever  might  be  the  kind  of 
laughter,  simple  or  compound — pure  mirth,  or  a  mixture  of  mirth  and  contempt,  even  of 
indignation  and  scorn — mirth  still  being  the  chief  ingredient  that  qualified  the  whole — and 
these,  as  you  know,  were  all  included  within  the  "  Sanctimonious,"  from  which  Burns 
believed  the  sacred  to  be  excluded;  but  there  lay  the  danger,  and  there  the  blame  if  he 
transgressed  the  holy  bounds. 

His  satires  were  unsparingly  directed  against  certain  ministers  of  the  gospel,  whose  Cal- 
vinism he  thought  was  not  Christianity;  whose  characters  were  to  him  odious,  their  persons 
ridiculous,  their  manners  in  the  pulpit  irreverent,  and  out  of  it  absurd;  and  having  frequent 
opportunities  of  seeing  and  hearing  them  in  all  their  glory,  he  made  studies  of  them  con 
amore  on  the  spot,  and  at  home  from  abundant  materials  with  a  master's  hand  elaborated 
finished  pictures — for  some  of  them  are  no  less — which,  when  hung  out  for  public  inspec- 
tion in  market  places,  brought  the  originals  before  crowds  of  gazers  transported  into 
applause.  Was  this  wicked?  Wicked  we  think  too  strong  a  word;  but  we  cannot  say  that 
it  was  not  reprehensible,  for  to  all  sweeping  satire  there  must  be  some  exception — and 
exaggeration  cannot  be  truth.  Burns  by  his  irregularities  had  incurred  ecclesiastical  censure, 
and  it  has  not  unfairly  been  said  that  personal  spite  barbed  the  sting  of  his  satire.  Yet  we 
fear  such  censure  had  been  but  too  lightly  regarded  by  him ;  and  we  are  disposed  to  think 
that  his  ridicule,  however  blameable  on  other  grounds,  was  free  from  malignity,  and  that  his 
genius  for  the  comic  rioted  in  the  pleasure  of  sympathy  and  the  pride  of  power.  To  those 
who  regard  the  persons  he  thus  satirized  as  truly  belonging  to  the  old  Covenanters,  and 
Saints  of  a  more  ancient  time,  such  satires  must  seem  shameful  and  sinful;  to  us  who  regard 
"  Rumble  John  "  and  his  brethren  in  no  such  light,  they  appear  venial  offences,  and  not  so 
horrible  as  Hudibrastic.  A  good  many  years  after  Burns'  death,  in  our  boyhood  we  some- 
times saw  and  heard  more  than  one  of  those  worthies,  and  cannot  think  his  descriptions 
greatly  overcharged.  We  remember  walking  one  day — unknown  to  us,  a  fast-day- — in  the 
neighbourhood  of  an  ancient  fortress,  and  hearing  a  noise  to  be  likened  to  nothing  imaginable 
on  this  earth  but  the  bellowing  of  a  buffalo  fallen  into  a  trap  upon  a  tiger,  which  as  we  came 
within  half  a  mile  of  the  castle  we  discerned  to  be  the  voice  of  a  pastor  engaged  in  public 
prayer.  His  physiognomy  was  little  less  alarming  than  his  voice,  and  his  sermon  corres- 
ponded with  his  looks  and  his  lungs — the  whole  being  indeed  an  extraordinary  exhibition  of 
divine  worship.  We  never  can  think  it  sinful  that  Burns  should  have  been  humorous  on 
such  a  pulpiteer;  and  if  we  shudder  at  some  of  the  verses  in  which  he  seems  yet  alive,  it  is 
not  at  the  satirist. 

"  From  this  time,  I  began  to  be  known  in  the  country  as  a  maker  of  rhymes.  Holy 
Willie's  Prayer  next  made  its  appearance,  and  alarmed  the  kirk-session  so  much,  that  they 
held  several  meetings  to  look  over  their  spiritual  artillery,  and  see  if  any  of  it  might  be 
pointed  against  profane  rhymers;"  "  and  to  a  place  among  profane  rhymers"  says  Mr  Lock- 
hart,  in  his  masterly  volume,  "  the  author  of  this  terrible  infliction  had  unquestionably  esta- 
blished his  right."  Sir  Walter  speaks  of  it  as  "  a  piece  of  satire  more  exquisitely  severe 
\  than  any  which  Burns  ever  afterwards  wrote,  but  unfortunately  cast  in  a  form  too  daringly  (Q 
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ftro/ane  to  be  received  into  Dr  Carrie's  collection."  We  have  no  wish  to  say  one  word  in 
opposition  to  the  sentence  pronounced  by  such  judges;  but  has  Burns  here  dared  beyond 
Milton,  Goethe,  and  Byron  ?  He  puts  a  Prayer  to  the  Almighty  into  the  mouth  of  one 
whom  he  believes  to  be  one  of  the  lowest  of  blasphemers.  In  that  Prayer  are  impious  sup- 
plications couched  in  shocking  terms  characteristic  of  the  hypocrite  who  stands  on  a  familiar 
footing  with  his  Maker.  Milton's  blasphemer  is  a  fallen  angel,  Goethe's  a  devil,  Byron's 
the  first  murderer,  and  Burns'  an  elder  of  the  kirk.  All  the  four  poets  are  alike  guilty,  or 
not  guilty — unless  there  be  in  the  case  of  one  of  them  something  peculiar  that  lifts  him  up 
above  the  rest,  in  the  case  of  another  something  peculiar  that  leaves  him  alone  a  sinner. 
Let  Milton  then  stand  aloof,  acquitted  of  the  charge,  not  because  of  the  grandeur  and  mag- 
nificence of  his  conception  of  Satan,  but  because  its  high  significance  cannot  be  misunder- 
stood by  the  pious,  and  that  out  of  the  mouths  of  the  dwellers  in  darkness,  as  well  as  of  the 
Sons  of  the  Morning,  "  he  vindicates  the  ways  of  God  to  man."  Byron's  Cain  blasphemes ; 
does  Byron  ?  Many  have  thought  so— for  they  saw,  or  seemed  to  see,  in  the  character  of 
the  Cursed,  as  it  glooms  in  soliloquies  that  are  poetically  sublime,  some  dark  intention  in  its 
delineator  to  inspire  doubts  of  the  justice  of  the  Almighty  One  who  inhabiteth  eternity. 
Goethe  in  the  *'  Prologue  in  Heaven  "  brings  Mephistopheles  face  to  face  with  God.  But 
Goethe  devoted  many  years  to  "  his  great  poem,  Faust,"  and  in  it  he  too,  as  many  of  the 
wise  and  good  believe,  strove  to  show  rising  out  of  the  blackness  of  darkness  the  attributes 
of  Him  whose  eyes  are  too  pure  to  behojd  iniquity.  Be  it  even  so;  then,  why  blame  Burns? 
You  cannot  justly  do  so,  on  account  of  the  "  daring  profane  form  "  in  which  "  Holy  Willie's 
Prayer  "  is  cast,  without  utterly  reprobating  the  "  Prologue  in  Heaven." 

Of  the  Holy  Fair  few  have  spoken  with  any  very  serious  reprehension.  Dr  Blair  was 
so  much  taken  with  it  that  he  suggested  a  well  known  emendation — and  for  our  own  part 
we  have  no  hesitation  in  saying,  that  we  see  no  reason  to  lament  that  it  should  have  been 
written  by  the  writer  of  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night.  The  title  of  the  poem  was  no  profane 
thought  of  his — it  had  arisen  long  before  among  the  people  themselves,  and  expressed  the 
prevalent  opinion  respecting  the  use  and  wont  that  profaned  the  solemnization  of  the  most 
awful  of  all  religious  rites.  In  many  places,  and  in  none  more  than  in  Mauchline,  the  ad- 
ministration of  the  Sacrament  was  hedged  round  about  by  the  self-same  practices  that  mark 
the  character  and  make  the  enjoyment  of  a  rural  fair-day.  Nobody  doubts  that  in  the  midst  of 
them  all  sat  hundreds  of  pious  people  whose  whole  hearts  arid  souls  were  in  the  divine  service. 
Nobody  doubts  that  even  among  those  who  took  part  in  the  open  or  hardly  concealed  inde- 
cencies which  custom  could  never  make  harmless,  though  it  made  many  insensible  to  their 
grossness,  not  a  few  were  now  and  then  visited  with  devout  thoughts;  nay,  that  some,  in 
spite  of  their  improprieties,  which  fell  off  from  them  unawares,  or  were  by  an  act  of  pious 
volition  dismissed,  were  privileged  to  partake  of  the  communion  elements.  Nobody  sup- 
poses that  the  heart  of  such  an  assemblage  was  to  be  judged  from  its  outside — that  there 
was  no  composed  depth  beneath  that  restless  surface.  But  every  body  knows  that  there 
was  fatal  desecration  of  the  spirit  that  should  have  reigned  there,  and  that  the  thoughts  of 
this  world  were  paramount  at  a  time  and  place  set  apart,  under  sanctions  and  denunciations 
the  most  awful,  to  the  remembrance  of  Him  who  purchased  for  us  the  kingdom  of  Heaven. 

We  believe,  then,  that  Burns  was  not  guilty  in  this  poem  of  any  intentional  irreverence 
toward  the  public  ordinances  of  religion.  It  does  not,  in  our  opinion,  afford  any  reason  for 
supposing  that  he  was  among  the  number  of  those  who  regard  such  ordinances  as  of  little  or 
no  avail,  because  they  do  not  always  exemplify  the  reverence  which  becomes  men  in  the  act 
of  communing  with  their  God.  Such  is  the  constitution  of  human  nature  that  there  are 
too  many  moments  in  the  very  article  of  these  solemn  occasions  when  the  hearts  of  men  are 
a  prey  to  all  their  wonted  cares  and  follies;  and  this  short-coming  in  the  whole  solemnity 
robs  it  to  many  a  delicate  and  well-disposed,  but  not  thoroughly  instructed  imagination,  of 
all  attraction.  But  there  must  be  a  worship  by  communities  as  well  as  by  individuals;  in- 
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in  the  regards  of  Providence,  communities  appear  to  have  a  personality  as  well  as  indivi- 
duals- and  how  shall  the  worship  of  communities  be  conducted,  but  by  forms  and  cere- 
monies  "which,  as  they  occur  at  stated  times,  whatever  be  the  present  frame  of  men's  minds, 
must  be  often 'gone  through  with  coldness.  If  those  persons  would  duly  consider  the  ne- 
cessity of  such  ordinances,  and  their  use  in  the  conservation  of  religion,  they  would  hold 
them  sacred,  in  spite  of  the  levity  and  hypocrisy  that  too  often  accompany  their  observance, 
uor  would  they  wonder  to  see  among  the  worshippers  an  unsuspected  attention  to  the  things 
of  this  world.  But  there  was  far  more  than  this  in  the  desecration  which  called  for  " 
Holy  Fair  "  from  Burns.  A  divine  ordinance  had  through  unhallowed  custom  been  overlaid 
by  abuses,  if  not  to  the  extinction,  assuredly  to  the  suppression,  in  numerous  communicants,  of 
the  religious  spirit  essential  to  its  efficacy;  and  in  that  fact  we  have  to  look  for  a  defence  of 
the  audTicity  of  his  sarcasm;  we  are  to  believe  that  the  Poet  felt  strong  in  the  possession  of  a 
reverence  far  greater  than  that  which  he  beheld,  and  in  the  conviction  that  nothing  which 
he  treated  with  levity  could  be  otherwise  than  displeasing  in  the  eye. of  God.  We  are  far 
from  seeking  to  place  him,  on  this  occasion,  by  the  side  of  those  men  who,  "  strong  in  hatred 
of  idolatry,"  become  religious  reformers,  and  while  purifying  Faith,  unsparingly  shattered 
Forms,  not  without  violence  to  the  cherished  emotions  of  many  pious  hearts.  Yet  their  wit 
too  was  often  aimed  at  faulty  things  standing  in  close  connection  with  solemnities  which  wit 
cannot  approach  without  danger.  Could  such  scenes  as  those  against  which  Burns  directed 
the  battery  of  his  ridicule  be  endured  now?  Would  they  not  be  felt  to  be  most  profane ? 
And  may  we  not  attribute  the  change  in  some  measure  to  the  Comic  Muse? 

Burns  did  not  need  to  have  subjects  for  poetry  pointed  out  and  enumerated  to  him,  latent 
or  patent  in  Scottish  Life,  as  was  considerately  clone  in  a  series  of  dullish  verses  by  that 
excellent  person,  Mr  Telford,  Civil  Engineer.  Why,  it  has  been  asked,  did  he  not  compose 
a  Sacred  Poem  on  the  administration  of  the  Sacrament  of  our  Lord's  Last  Supper?  The 
answer  is — how  could  he  with  such  scenes  before  his  eyes?  Was  he  to  shut  them,  and  to 
describe  it  as  if  such  scenes  were  not?  Was  he  to  introduce  them,  and  give  us  a  poem  of  a 
mixed  kind,  faithful  to  the  truth?  From  such  profanation  his  genius  was  guarded  by  his 
sense  of  religion,  which  though  defective  was  fervent,  and  not  unaccompanied  with  awe. 
Observe  in  what  he  has  written,  how  he  keeps  aloof  from  the  Communion  Table.  Not  for 
one  moment  does  he  in  thought  enter  the  doors  of  the  House  of  God.  There  is  a  total 
separation  between  the  outer  scene  and  the  inner  sanctuary — the  administration  of  the  sacra- 
ment is  removed  out  of  all  those  desecrating  circumstances,  and  left  to  the  imagination  of  the 
religious  mind — by  his  silence.  Would  a  great  painter  have  dared  to  give  us  a  picture  of  it? 
Harvey  has  painted,  simply  and  sublimely,  a  "  Hill  Sacrament."  But  there  all  is  solemn  in  the 
light  of  expiring  day;  the  peace  that  passeth  all  understanding  reposes  on  the  heads  of  all 
the  communicants;  and  in  a  spot  sheltered  from  the  persecutor  by  the  solitude  of  sympathiz- 
ing nature,  the  humble  and  the  contrite,  in  a  ritual  hallowed  by  their  pious  forefathers,  draw 
near  at  his  bidding  to  their  Redeemer. 

We  must  now  return  to  Burns  himself,  but  cannot  allow  him  to  leave  Ellisland  without 
dwelling  for  a  little  while  longer  on  the  happy  life  he  led  for  three  years  and  more  on  that 
pleasant  farm.  Now  and  then  you  hear  him  low-spirited  in  his  letters,  but  generally  cheer- 
ful; and  though  his  affairs  were  not  very  prosperous,  there  was  comfort  in  his  household. 
There  was  peace  and  plenty;  for  Mrs  Burns  was  a  good  manager,  and  he  was  not  a  bad  one; 
and  one  way  and  another  the  family  enjoyed  an  honest  livelihood.  The  house  had  been 
decently  furnished,  the  farm  well  stocked;  and  they  wanted  nothing  to  satisfy  their  sober 
wishes.  Three  years  after  marriage,  Burns,  with  his  Jean  at  his  side,  writes  to  Mrs  Dunlop, 
"as  fine  a  figure  and  face  we  can  produce  as  any  rank  of  life  whatever;  rustic,  native  grace; 
unaffected  modesty,  and  unsullied  purity;  nature's  mother- wit,  and  the  rudiments  of  taste; 
n  simplicity  of  soul,  unsuspicious  of,  because  unacquainted  with,  the  ways  of  a  selfish,  inter- 
ested, disingenuous  world;  and  the  dearest  charm  of  all  the  rest,  a  yielding  sweetness  of  dis- 
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position,  and  a  most  generous  warmth  of  heart,  grateful  for  love  on  our  part,  and  .ardently 
glowing  with  a  more  than  equal  return;  these,  with  a  healthy  frame,  a  sound,  vigorous  con- 
stitution, which  your  higher  ranks  can  scarcely  ever  hope  to  enjoy,  are  the  charms  of  lovely 
woman  in  my  humble  walk  of  life."  Josiah  Walker,  however,  writing  many  years  after, 
expresses  his  belief  that  Burns  did  not  love  his  wife.  "  A  discerning  reader  will  perceive," 
says  he,  "  that  the  letters  in  which  he  announces  his  marriage  are  written  in  that  state,  when 
the  mind  is  pained  by  reflection  on  an  unwelcome  step  ;  and  finds  relief  to  itself  by  seeking 
arguments  to  justify  the  deed,  and  lessen  its  disadvantages  in  the  opinion  of  others.  But 
the  greater  the  change  which  the  taste  of  Burns  had  undergone,  and  the  more  his  hopes  of 
pleasure  must  in  consequence  have  been  diminished,  from  rendering  Miss  Armour  his  only 
female  companion,  the  more  credit  does  he  deserve  for  that  rectitude  of  resolution,  which 
prompted  him  to  fulfil  what  he  considered  as  an  engagement,  and  to  act  as  a  necessary  duty 
prescribed.  We  may  be  at  the  same  time  permitted  to  lament  the  necessity  which  he  had 
thus  incurred.  A  marriage,  from  a  sentiment  of  duty,  may  by  circumstances  be  rendered 
indispensable;  but  as  it  is  undeniably  a  duty,  not  to  be  accomplished  by  any  temporary  ex- 
ertion, however  great,  but  calling  for  a  renewal  of  effort  every  year,  every  day,  and  every 
hour,  it  is  putting  the  strength  and  constancy  of  our  principles  to  the  most  severe  and 
hazardous  trial.  Had  Burns  completed  his  marriage,  before  perceiving  the  interest  which  he 
had  the  power  of  creating  in  females,  whose  accomplishments  of  mind  and  manners  Jean 
could  never  hope  to  equal;  or  had  his  duty  and  his  pride  permitted  his  alliance  with  one  of 
that  superior  class,  many  of  his  subsequent  deviations  from  sobriety  and  happiness  might 
probably  have  been  prevented.  It  was  no  fault  of  Mrs  Burns,  that  she  was  unable,  from 
her  education,  to  furnish  what  had  grown,  since  the  period  of  their  first  acquaintance,  one  of 
the  poet's  most  exquisite  enjoyments;  and  if  a  daily  vacuity  of  interest  at  home  exhausted 
his  patience,  and  led  him  abroad  in  quest  of  exercise  for  the  activity  of  his  mind,  those  who 
can  place  themselves  in  a  similar  situation  will  not  be  inclined  to  judge  too  severely  of  his 
error."  Mrs  Burns,  you  know,  was  alive  when  this  philosophical  stuff  was  published,  and 
she  lived  for  more  than  twenty  years  after  it,  as  exemplary  a  widow  as  she  had  been  a  wife. 
Its  gross  indelicacy — say  rather  wanton  insult  to  all  the  feelings  of  a  woman,  is  abhorrent  to 
all  the  feelings  of  a  man,  and  shows  the  monk.  And  we  have  quoted  it  now  that  you  may 
see  what  vile  liberties  respectable  libellers  were  long  wont  to  take  with  Burns  and  all  that 
belonged  to  him — because  he  was  a  Ganger.  Who  would  have  dared  to  write  thus  of  the 
wife  and  widow  of  a — Gentleman — of  one  who  was  a  Lady  ?  Not  Josiah  Walker.  Yet  it 
passed  for  years  unreproved — the  "  Life  "  which  contains  it  still  circulates,  and  seems  to  be 
in  some  repute — and  Josiah  Walker  on  another  occasion  is  cited  to  the  rescue  by  George 
Thomson  as  a  champion  and  vindicator  of  the  truth.  The  insolent  eulogist  dared  to  say 
that  Robert  Burns  in  marrying  Jean  Armour  "  repaired  seduction  by  the  most  precious 
sacrifice,  short  of  life,  which  one  human  being  can  make  to  another  !"  To  her,  in  express 
terms,  he  attributes  her  husband's  misfortunes  and  misdoings — to  her  who  soothed  his 
sorrows,  forgave  his  sins,  inspired  his  songs,  cheered  his  heart,  blest  his  bed,  educated  his 
children,  revered  his  memory,  and  held  sacred  his  dust. 

What  do  you  think  was,  according  to  this  biographer,  the  chief  cause  of  the  blameable 
life  Burns  led  at  Ellisland  ?  He  knew  not  what  to  do  with  himself!  "  Wljen  not  occupied 
in  the  fields,  his  time  must  have  hung  heavy  on  his  hands  !"  Just  picture  to  yourself  Burns 
peevishly  pacing  the  "  half-parlour  half-kitchen  "  floor,  with  his  hands  in  his  breeches  pockets, 
tormenting  his  dull  brain  to  invent  some  employment  by  which  he  might  be  enabled  to  resist 
the  temptation  of  going  to  bed  in  the  forenoon  in  his  clothes  !  But  how  is  this  ?  "  When 
not  occupied  in  the  fields,  his  time  must  have  hung  heavy  on  his  hands;  for  ice  are  not  to 
infer,  from  the  literary  eminence  of  Burns,  that,  like  a  person  regularly  trained  to  studious 
habits,  he  could  render  himself  by  study  independent  of  society.  He  could  read  and  write 
when  occasion  prompted;  but  he  could  not,  like  a  professional  scholar,  become  so  interested 
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a  daily  course  of  lettered  industry,  as  to  find  company  an  Interruption  rather  than  a  relief" 
We  cheerfully  admit  that  Burns  was  not  engaged  at  Ellisland  on  a  History  of  the  "World. 
He  had  not  sufficient  books.  Besides,  he  had  to  ride,  in  good  smuggling  weather,  two  hun- 
dred miles  a-week.  But  we  cannot  admit  that  "  to  banish  dejection,  and  to  fill  his  vacant 
hours,  it  is  not  surprising  that  he  should  have  resorted  to  such  associates  as  his  new  neigh- 
bourhood, or  the  inns  upon  the  road  to  Ayrshire  could  afford;  and  if  these  happened  to  be 
of  a  low  description,  that  his  constant  ambition  to  render  himself  an  important  and  interest- 
ing figure  in  every  society,  made  him  suit  his  conduct  and  conversation  to  their  taste." 
When  not  on  duty,  the  Exciseman  was  to  be  found  at  home  like  other  farmers,  and  when  not 
"  occupied  in  the  fields  "  with  farm  work,  he  might  be  seen  playing  with  Sir  William  Wallace 
and  other  Scottish  heroes  in  miniature,  two  or  three  pet  sheep  of  the  quadruped  breed  shar- 
ing in  the  vagaries  of  the  bipeds;  or  striding  along  the  Scaur  with  his  Whangee  rod  in  his 
fist,  with  which,  had  time  hung  heavy,  he  would  have  cracked  the  skull  of  Old  Chronos;  or 
sittinw  on  a  divot-dyke  with  the  ghost  of  Tarn  O'  Shanter,  Captain  Henderson,  and  the 
Earl  of  Glencairn;  or,  so  it  is  recorded,  "  on  a  rock  projecting  into  the  Nith  (which  we  have 
looked  for  in  vain)  employed  in  angling,  with  a  cap  made  of  a  fox's  skin  on  his  head,  a  loose 
great-coat  fixed  round  him  by  a  belt,  from  which  depended  an  enormous  Highland  broad- 
sword;" or  with  his  legs  under  the  fir,  with  the  famous  Black  Bowl  sending  up  a  Scotch 
mist  in  which  were  visible  the  wigs  of  two  orthodox  English  clergymen,  "  to  whose  tastes 
his  constant  ambition  to  render  himself  an  important  and  interesting  figure  in  every  society, 
made  him  suit  his  conduct  and  conversation;" — in  such  situations  might  Josiah  Walker  have 
stumbled  upon  Burns,  and  perhaps  met  with  his  own  friend,  "  a  clergyman  from  the  south 
of  England,  who,  on  his  return,  talked  with  rapture  of  his  reception,  and  of  all  that  he  had 
seen  and  heard  in  the  cottage  of  Ellisland,"  or  with  Ramsay  of  Oughtertyre,  who  was  so 
delighted  "  with  Burns'  uxor  Sabina  qualis  and  the  poet's  modest  mansion,  so  unlike  the 
habitation  of  ordinary  rustics,  the  very  evening  the  Bard  suddenly  bounced  in  upon  us, 
and  said  as  he  entered,  "  I  come,  to  use  the  words  of  Shakspeare,  '  stewed  in  haste,' "  and  in 
a  little  while,  such  was  the  force  and  versatility  of  his  genius,  he  made  the  tears  run  down 

Mr  L 's  cheeks,  albeit  unused  to  the  poetic  strain ;" — or  who  knows  but  the  pedestrian 

might  have  found  the  poet  engaged  in  religious  exercises  under  the  sylvan  shade?  For  did  he 
not  write  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  "  I  own  myself  so  little  of  a  presbyterian,  that  I  approve  of  set 
times  and  seasons  of  more  than  ordinary  acts  of  devotion,  for  breaking  in  on  that  habitual 
routine  of  life  and  thought  which  is  so  apt  to  reduce  our  existence  to  a  kind  of  instinct,  or 
even  sometimes,  and  with  some  minds,  to  a  state  very  little  superior  to  mere  machinery. 
This  day,  (New- Year-day  morning)  the  first  Sunday  of  May,  a  breezy  blue-skyed  noon, 
some  time  before  the  beginning,  and  a  hoary  morning  and  calm  sunny  day  about  the  end  of 
autumn; — these,  time  out  of  mind,  have  been  with  me  a  kind  of  holiday."  Finally,  Josiah 
might  have  made  his  salaam  to  the  Exciseman  just  as  he  was  folding  up  that  letter  in  which 
he  says,  "  we  know  nothing,  or  next  to  nothing,  of  the  substance  or  structure  of  our  souls,  so 
cannot  account  for  those  seeming  caprices  or  whims,  that  one  should  be  particularly  pleased 
with  this  thing  or  struck  with  that,  which  in  minds  of  a  different  cast,  makes  no  extraordinary 
impression.  I  have  some  favourite  flowers  in  spring,  among  which  are  the  mountain  daisy, 
the  harebell,  the  foxglove,  the  wild-brier  rose,  the  budding  birch,  and  the  hoary  hawthorn, 
that  I  view  and  hang  over  with  particular  delight.  I  never  hear  the  loud  solitary  whistle 
of  the  curlew  in  a  summer  noon,  or  the  wild  mixing  cadence  of  a  troop  of  grey  plovers,  in  an 
autumnal  morning,  without  feeling  an  elevation  of  soul  like  the  enthusiasm  of  devotion  or 
poetry.  Tell  me,  my  dear  friend,  to  what  can  all  this  be  owing?  Are  we  a  piece  of 
machinery,  which  like  the  jEolian  harp,  passive,  takes  the  impression  of  the  passing  accident? 
Or  do  these  workings  argue  something  within  us  above  the  trodden  clod?  I  own  myself  partial 
to  such  proofs  of  those  awful  and  important  realities— a  God  that  made  all  things— man's 
immaterial  and  immortal  nature — and  a  world  of  weal  or  woe  beyond  death  and  the  grave." 
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Burns,  however,  found  that  an  active  gauger,  with  ten  parishes  to  look  after,  could  not  be 
a  successful  farmer;  and  looking  forward  to  promotion  in  the  Excise,  he  gave  up  his  lea^e, 
and  on  his  appointment  to  another  district  removed  into  Dumfries.  The  greater  part  of  his 
small  capital  had  been  sunk  or  scattered  on  the  somewhat  stony  soil  of  Ellisland;  but  with 
his  library  and  furniture — his  wife  and  his  children — his  and  their  wearing  apparel — a  trifle 
in  ready  money — no  debt — youth,  health,  and  hope,  and  a  salary  of  seventy  pounds,  he  did 
not  think  himself  poor.  Such  provision,  he  said,  was  luxury  to  what  either  he  or  his  better- 
half  had  been  born  to — and  the  Flitting  from  Ellisland,  accompanied  as  it  was  with  the 
regrets  and  respect  of  the  neighbourhood,  displayed  on  the  whole  a  cheerful  cavalcade. 

It  is  remarked  by  Mr  Lockhart  that  Burns'  "  four  principal  biographers,  Heron,  Currie, 
Walker,  and  Irving,  concur  in  the  general  statement  that  his  moral  course,  from  the  time 
that  he  settled  in  Dumfries,  was  downwards/'  Mr  Lockhart  has  shown  that  they  have 
one  and  all  committed  many  serious  errors  in  this  "  general  statement,"  and  we  too  shall 
examine  it  before  we  conclude.  Meanwhile  let  us  direct  our  attention  not  to  his  "  moral 
course,"  but  to  the  course  of  his  genius.  It  continued  to  burn  bright  as  ever,  and  if  the 
character  of  the  man  corresponded  in  its  main  features  with  that  of  the  poet,  which  we 
believe  it  did,  its  best  vindication  will  be  found  in  a  right  understanding  of  the  spirit  that 
animated  his  genius  to  the  last,  and  gave  birth  to  perhaps  its  finest  effusions — nis  MATCH- 
LESS SONGS. 

In  his  earliest  Journal,  we  find  this  beautiful  passage : — 

"  There  is  a  noble  sublimity,  a  heart-melting  tenderness,  in  some  of  our  ancient  ballads, 
which  show  them  to  be  the  work  of  a  masterly  hand;  and  it  has  often  given  me  many  a 
heart-ache  to  reflect,  that  such  glorious  old  bards — bards  who  very  probably  owed  all  their 
talents  to  native  genius,  yet  have  described  the  exploits  of  heroes,  the  pangs  of  disappoint- 
ment, and  the  meltings  of  love,  with  such  fine  strokes  of  nature — that  their  very  names 
(O  how  mortifying  to  a  bard's  vanity!)  are  now  '  buried  among  the  wreck  of  things  which 
were.'  O  ye  illustrious  names  unknown!  who  could  feel  so  strongly  and  describe  so  well, 
the  last,  the  meanest  of  the  Muse's  train — one  who,  though  far  inferior  to  your  flights,  yet 
eyes  your  path,  and  with  trembling*  wing  would  sometimes  soar  after  you — a  poor  rustic 
bard,  unknown,  pays  this  sympathetic  pang  to  your  memory!  Some  of  you  tell  us,  with 
all  the  charms  of  verse,  that  you  have  been  unfortunate  in  the  world — unfortunate  in  love ; 
he  too  has  felt  the  loss  of  his  little  fortune,  the  loss  of  friends,  and,  worse  than  all,  the  loss 
of  the  woman  he  adored.  Like  you,  all  his  consolation  was  his  muse.  She  taught  him  in 
rustic  measures  to  complain.  Happy  could  he  have  done  it  with  your  strength  of  imagina- 
tion and  flow  of  verse!  May  the  turf  lie  lightly  on  your  bones;  and  may  you  now  enjoy 
that  solace  and  rest  which  this  world  rarely  gives  to  the  heart  tuned  to  all  the  feelings  of 
poesy  and  love." 

The  old  nameless  Song  writers,  buried  centuries  ago  in  kirk -yards  that  have  themselves 
perhaps  ceased  to  exist — yet  one  sees  sometimes  lonesome  burial-places  among  the  hills, 
where  man's  dust  continues  to  be  deposited  after  the  house  of  God  has  been  removed  else- 
where— the  old  nameless  Song  writers  took  hold  out  of  their  stored  hearts  of  some  single 
thought  or  remembrance  surpassingly  sweet  at  the  moment  over  all  others,  and  instantly 
words  as  sweet  had  being,  and  breathed  themselves  forth  along  with  some  accordant  melody 
of  the  still  more  olden  time; — or  when  musical  and  poetical  genius  happily  met  together,  both 
alike  passion-inspired,  then  was  born  another  new  tune  or  air  soon  treasured  within  a  thou- 
sand maidens'  hearts,  and  soon  flowing  from  lips  that  "  murmured  near  the  living  brooks  a 
music  sweeter  than  their  own."  Had  boy  or  virgin  faded  away  in  untimely  death,  and  the 
green  mound  that  covered  them,  by  the  working  of  some  secret  power  far  within  the  heart, 
suddenly  risen  to  fancy's  eye,  and  then  as  suddenly  sunk  away  into  oblivion  with  all  the 
wavering  burial-place?  Then  was  framed  dirge,  hymn,  elegy,  that,  long  after  the  mourned 

and  the  mourner  when  forgotten,  continued  to  wail  and  lament  up  and  down  all  the  vales  of 
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Scotland — for  what  vale  is  unvisited  by  such  sorrow — in  one  same  monotonous  melancholy 
air,  varied  only  as  each  separate  singer  had  her  heart  touched,  and  her  face  saddened,  with 
fainter  or  stronger  shade  of  pity  or  grief! — Had  some  great  battle  been  lost  and  won,  and 
to  the  shepherd  on  the  braes  had  a  faint  and  far  off  sound  seemed  on  a  sudden  to  touch  the 
horizon  like  the  echo  of  a  trumpet?  Then  had  some  ballad  its  birth,  heroic  yet  with  dying 
falls,  for  the  singer  wept,  even  as  his  heart  burned  within  him,  over  the  princely  head  pros- 
trated with  all  its  plumes,  haply  near  the  lowly  woodsman,  whose  horn  had  often  startled 
the  deer  as  together  they  trode  the  forest-chase,  lying  humble  in  death  by  his  young  lord's 
feet ! — O,  blue-eyed  maiden,  even  more  beloved  than  beautiful !  how  couldst  thou  ever  find 
heart  to  desert  thy  minstrel,  who  for  thy  sake  would  have  died  without  one  sigh  given  to 
the  disappearing  happiness  of  sky  and  earth — and,  witched  by  some  evil  spell,  how  couldst 
thou  follow  an  outlaw  to  foreign  lands,  to  find,  alas!  some  day  a  burial  in  the  great  deep? 
Thus  was  enchained  in  sounds  the  complaint  of  disappointed,  defrauded,  and  despairing 
passion,  and  another  air  filled  the  eyes  of  our  Scottish  maidens  with  a  new  luxury  of  tears — 
a  low  flat  tune,  surcharged  throughout  with  one  groan-like  sigh,  and  acknowledged,  even  by 
the  gayest  heart,  to  be  indeed  the  language  of  an  incurable  grief! — Or  flashed  the  lover's 
raptured  hour  across  the  brain — yet  an  hour,  in  all  its  rapture,  calm  as  the  summer  sea — or 
the  level  summit  of  a  far  flushing  forest  asleep  in  sunshine,  when  there  is  not  a  breath  in 
heaven?  Then  thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  burn — and,  in  that  wedded  verse  and 
music,  you  feel  that  "  love  is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love !" — But  affectionate,  sober,  sedate, 
and  solemn,  has  its  sudden  and  strong  inspirations;  sudden  and  strong  as  those  of  the  wildest 
and  most  fiery  passion.  Hence  the  old  grey  haired  poet  and  musician,  sitting  haply  blind 
in  shade  or  sunshine,  and  bethinking  him  of  the  days  of  his  youth,  while  the  leading  hand  of 
his  aged  Alice  gently  touches  his  arm,  and  that  voice  of  hers  that  once  linted  like  the  linnet, 
is  now  like  that  of  the  dove  in  its  lonely  tree,  mourns  not  for  the  past,  but  gladdens  in  the 
present,  and  sings  a  holy  song — like  one  of  the  songs  of  Zion — for  both  trust  that,  ere  the 
sun  brings  another  summer,  their  feet  will  be  wandering  by  the  waters  of  eternal  life. 

Thus  haply  might  arise  verse  and  air  of  Scotland's  old  pathetic  melodies.  And  how  her 
light  and  airy  measures? 

Streaks  of  sunshine  come  dancing  down  from  heaven  on  the  darkest  days  to  bless  and 
beautify  the  life  of  poverty  dwelling  in  the  wilderness.  Labour,  as  he  goes  forth  at  morn 
from  his  rustic  lodge,  feels,  to  the  small  bird's  twitter,  his  whole  being  filled  with  joy;  and, 
as  he  quickens  his  pace  to  field  or  wood,  breaks  into  a  song. — Care  is  not  always  his  black 
companion,  but  oft,  at  evening  hour — while  innocence  lingers  half-afraid  behind,  yet  still 
follows  with  thoughtful  footsteps — Mirth  leads  him  to  the  circular  seat  beneath  the  tree, 
among  whose  exterior  branches  swings,  creaking  to  and  fro  in  the  wind,  the  sign-board  teach- 
ing friendship  by  the  close  grasp  of  two  emblematical  hands.  And  thence  the  catch  and  troll, 
while  "  laughter  holding  both  his  sides,"  sheds  tears  to  song  and  ballad  pathetic  on  the  woes 
of  married  life,  and  all  the  ills  that  "  our  flesh  is  heir  to."  —Fair,  Rocking,  and  Harvest-home, 
and  a  hundred  rural  festivals,  are  for  ever  giving  wings  to  the  flight  of  the  circling  year ;  or 
how  could  this  lazy  earth  ever  in  so  short  a  time  whirl,  spinning  asleep  on  her  axis,  round 
that  most  attractive  but  distant  sun?  •  How  loud,  broad,  deep,  soul-and-body-shaking 
is  the  ploughman's  or  the  shepherd's  mirth,  as  a  hundred  bold  sun-burnt  visages  make  the 
rafters  of  the  old  hostel  ring  !  Overhead  the  thunder  of  the  time-keeping  dance,  and  all  the 
joyous  tenement  alive  with  love!  The  pathetic  song,  by  genius  steeped  in  tears,  is  forgotten; 
roars  of  boorish  laughter  reward  the  fearless  singer  for  the  ballad  that  brings  burning  blushes 
on  every  female  face,  till  the  snooded  head  can  scarcely  be  lifted  up  again  to  meet  the  free 
kiss  of  affection  bold  in  the  privileges  of  the  festival,  where  bashfulness  is  out  of  season,  and 
the  chariest  maid  withholds  not  the  harmless  boon  only  half  granted  beneath  the  milk-white 
thorn.  It  seems  as  if  all  the  profounder  interests  of  life  were  destroyed,  or  had  never  ex- 
fated.  In  moods  like  these,  genius  plays  with  grief,  and  sports  with  sorrow.  Broad  farce 
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shakes  hands  with  deep  tragedy.  Vice  seems  almost  to  be  virtue's  sister.  The  names  and 
the  natures  of  things  are  changed,  and  all  that  is  most  holy,  and  most  holily  cherished  by  us 
strange  mortal  creatures — for  which  thousands  of  men  and  women  have  died  at  the  stake,  and 
would  die  again  rather  than  forfeit  it — virgin  love,  and  nuptial  faith,  and  religion  itself  that 
saves  us  from  being  but  as  the  beasts  that  perish,  and  equalizes  us  with  the  angels  that  live 
for  ever — all  become  for  a  time  seeming  objects  of  scoff,  derision,  and  merriment.  But  it 
is  not  so,  as  God  is  in  heaven,  it  is  not  so :  there  has  been  a  flutter  of  strange  dancing  lights 
on  life's  surface,  but  that  is  all ;  its  depths  have  remained  undisturbed  in  the  poor  man's 
nature;  and  how  deep  these  are  you  may  easily  know  by  looking,  in  an  hour  or  two, 
through  that  small  shining  pane,  the  only  one  in  the  hut,  and  beholding  and  hearing  him, 
his  wife  and  children,  on  their  knees  in  prayer — (how  beautiful  in  devotion  that  same 
maiden  now!) — not  unseen  by  the  eye  of  Him  who  sitting  in  the  heaven  of  heavens  doth  mako 
our  earth  his  footstool! 

And  thus  the  many  broad-mirth-songs,  and  tales,  and  ballads  arose,  that  enliven  Scot- 
land's antique  minstrelsy. 

To  Burns'  ear  all  these  lowly  lays  were  familiar,  and  most  dear  were  they  all  to  his 
heart:  nor  less  so  the  airs  in  which  they  have  as  it  were  been  so  long  embalmed,  and  will 
be  imperishable,  unless  some  fatal  change  should  ever  be  wrought  in  the  manners  of  our 
people.  From  the  first  hour,  and  indeed  long  before  it,  that  he  composed  his  rudest  verse, 
often  had  he  sung  aloud  "  old  songs  that  are  the  music  of  the  heart;"  and  some  day  or  other 
to  be  able  himself  to  breathe  such  strains,  had  been  his  dearest,  his  highest  ambition.  His 
"  genius  and  his  moral  frame  "  were  thus  imbued  with  the  spirit  of  our  old  traditionary 
ballad  poetry;  and  as  soon  as  all  his  manifold  passions  were  ripe,  and  his  whole  glorious 
being  in  full  maturity,  the  voice  of  song  was  on  all  occasions  of  deepest  and  tenderest  human 
interest,  the  voice  of  his  daily,  his  nightly  speech.  He  wooed  each  maiden  in  song  that  will, 
as  long  as  our  Doric  dialect  is  breatli-ed  by  love  in  beauty's  ears,  be  murmured  close  to  the 
cheek  of  Innocence  trembling  in  the  arms  of  Passion.  It  was  in  some  such  dream  of  delight 
that,  wandering  all  by  himself  to  seek  the  muse  by  some  "  trotting  burn's  meander,"  he 
found  his  face  breathed  upon  by  the  wind,  as  it  was  turned  toward  the  region  of  the  setting 
sun;  and  in  a  moment  it  was  as  the  pure  breath  of  his  beloved,  and  he  exclaimed  to  the 
conscious  stars, 

**  Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw, 

1  dearly  like  the  west; 
For  there  the  bonny  lassie  lives, 
The  lass  that  I  lo'e  best !" 

How  different,  yet  how  congenial  to  that  otaer  strain,  which  ends  like  the  last  sound  of 
a  funeral  bell,  when  the  aged  have  been  buried : 

"  We'll  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 
Jolin  Anderson,  my  joe  !" 

These  old  songs  were  his  models,  because  they  were  models  of  certain  forms  of  feeling 
having  a  necessary  and  eternal  existence.  Feel  as  those  who  breathed  them  felt,  and  if  you 
utter  your  feelings,  the  utterance  is  song.  Burns  did  feel  as  they  felt,  and  looked  with  the 
same  eyes  on  the  same  objects.  So  entirely  was  their  language  his  language,  that  all  the 
beautiful  lines,  and  half  lines,  and  single  words,  that,  because  of  something  in  them  more 
exquisitely  true  to  nature,  had  survived  all  the  rest  of  the  compositions  to  which  they  had 
long  ago  belonged,  were  sometimes  adopted  by  him,  almost  unconsciously  it  might  seem,  in 
his  finest  inspirations;  and  oftener  still  sounded  in  his  ear  like  a  key-note,  on  which  he  pitched 
his  own  plaintive  tune  of  the  heart,  till  the  voice  and  language  of  the  old  and  new  days  were 
but  as  one;  and  the  maiden  who  sung  to  herself  the  song  by  her  wheel,  or  on  the  brae,  quite 
lost  in  a  wavering  world  of  phantasy,  could  not,  as  she  smiled,  choose  but  also  weep ! 
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So  far  from  detracting  from  the  originality  of  his  lyrics,  this  impulse  to  composition 
greatly  increased  it,  while  it  gave  to  them  a  more  touching  character  than  perhaps  ever 
could  have  belonged  to  them,  had  they  not  breathed  at  all  of  antiquity.  Old  but  not 
obsolete,  a  word  familiar  to  the  lips  of  human  beings  who  lived  ages  ago,  but  tinged  with 
a  slight  shade  of  strangeness  as  it  flows  from  our  own,  connects  the  speaker,  or  the  singer, 
in  a  "way,  though  «  mournful,  yet  pleasant  to  the  soul,"  with  past  generations,  and  awakens 
a  love  at  once  more  tender  and  more  imaginative  towards  "  auld  Scotland."  We  think,  even 
at  times  when  thus  excited,  of  other  Burnses  who  died  without  their  fame;  and,  glorying 
in  him  and  his  name,  we  love  his  poetry  the  more  deeply  for  the  sake  of  him  whose  genius 
has  given  our  native  land  a  new  title  of  honour  among  the  nations.  Assuredly  Burns  is 
felt  to  be  a  Scotchman  intus  et  in  cute  in  all  his  poetry;  but  not  more  even  in  his  "  Tarn 
o'  Shanter"  and  "  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,"  his  two  longest  and  most  elaborate  compositions, 
than  in  one  and  all  of  his  innumerable  and  inimitable  songs,  from  "  Dantie  Davie,"  to 
"  Thou  lingering  star."  We  know  too  that  the  composition  of  songs  was  to  him  a  perfect 
happiness  that  continued  to  the  close  of  life — an  inspiration  that  shot  its  light  and  heat,  it 
may  be  said,  within  the  very  borders  of  his  grave. 

In  his  "  Common-place  or  Scrap  Book,  begun  in  April,  1783,"  there  are  many  fine 
reflections  on  Song-writing,  besides  that  exquisite  Invocation — showing  how  early  Burns 
had  studied  it  as  an  art.  We  have  often  heard  some  of  his  most  popular  songs  found  fault 
with  for  their  imperfect  rhymes — so  imperfect,  indeed,  as  not  to  be  called  rhymes  at  all ; 
and  we  acknowledge  that  we  remember  the  time  when  we  used  reluctantly  to  yield  a  dissa- 
tisfied assent  to  such  objections.  Thus  in  "  Highland  Mary"  — an  impassioned  strain  of 
eight  quatrains —strictly  speaking  there  are  no  rhymes — Montgomery,  drumlie ;  tarry* 
Mary;  blosom,  bosom;  dearie,  Mary;  tender,  asunder;  early,  Mary;  fondly,  kindly, 
dearly,  Mary.  It  is  not  enough  to  say  that  here,  and  in  other  instances,  Burns  was  imitat- 
ing the  manner  of  some  of  the  old  songs — indulging  in  the  same  license;  for  he  would  not 
have  done  so,  had  he  thought  it  an  imperfection.  He  felt  that  there  must  be  a  reason  in 
nature  why  this  was  sometimes  so  pleasing — why  it  sometimes  gave  a  grace  beyond  the 
reach  of  art.  Those  minnesingers  had  all  musical  ears,  and  were  right  in  believing  them. 
Their  ears  told  them  that  such  words  as  these — meeting  on  their  tympana  under  the  modi- 
fying influence  of  tune,  were  virtually  rhymes ;  and  as  such  they  "  slid  into  their  souls." 
"  There  is,"  says  Burns  in  a  passage  unaccountably  omitted  by  Currie,  and  first  given  by 
Cromek — "  a  great  irregularity  in  the  old  Scotch  songs — a  redundancy  of  syllables  with 
respect  to  that  exactness  of  accent  and  measure  that  the  English  poetry  requires — but 
which  glides  in  most  melodiously  with  the  respective  tunes  to  which  they  are  set.  For 
instance,  the  fine  old  song  of  The  mill  mill  0 — to  give  it  a  plain  prosaic  reading — it  halts 
prodigiously  out  of  measure.  On  the  other  hand,  the  song  set  to  the  same  tune  in  Brem- 
ner's  Collection  of  Scotch  songs,  which  begins — To  Fanny  fair  could  I  impart,  fyc. — it  is 
most  exact  measure;  and  yet,  let  them  both  be  sung  before  a  real  critic,  one  above  the 
biases  of  prejudice,  but  a  thorough  judge  of  nature,  how  flat  and  spiritless  will  the  last 
appear,  how  trite  and  lamely  methodical,  compared  with  the  wild,  warbling  cadence — the 
heart-moving  melody  of  the  first.  This  is  particularly  the  case  with  all  those  airs  which 
end  with  a  hypermetrical  syllable.  There  is  a  degree  of  wild  irregularity  in  many  of  the 
compositions  and  fragments  which  are  daily  sung  to  them  by  my  compeers — the  common 
people — a  certain  happy  arrangement  of  old  Scotch  syllables,  and  yet  very  frequently  noth- 
ing— not  even  like  rhyme — or  sameness  of  jingle,  at  the  end  of  the  lines.  This  has  made 
me  sometimes  imagine  that  perhaps  it  might  be  possible  for  a  Scotch  poet,  with  a  nice 
judicious  ear,  to  set  compositions  to  many  of  our  most  favourite  airs — particularly  the  class 
of  them  mentioned  above — independent  of  rhyme  altogether." 

It  is  a  common  mistake  to  suppose  that  the  world  is  indebted  for  most  of  Burns's  songs 
to  George  Thomson.  He  contributed  to  that  gentleman  sixty  original  songs,  and  a  noble 
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contribution  it  was;  besides  hints,  suggestions,  emendations,  and  restorations  innumerable; 
but  three  times  as  many  were  written  by  him,  emended  or  restored,  for  Johnson's  SCOTS' 
MUSICAL  MUSEUM.  He  began  to  send  songs  to  Johnson,  with  whom  he  had  become  inti- 
mately acquainted  on  his  first  visit  to  Edinburgh,  early  in  1787,  and  continued  to  send 
them  till  within  a  few  days  of  his  death.  In  November  1788  he  says  to  Johnson,  "  I  can 
easily  see,  my  dear  friend,  that  you  will  probably  have  four  volumes.  Perhaps  you  may 
not  find  your  account  lucratively  in  this  business;  but  you  are  a  patriot  for  the  music  of 
your  country,  and  I  am  certain  posterity  will  look  on  themselves  as  highly  indebted  to 
your  public  spirit.  Be  not  in  a  hurry;  let  us  go  on  correctly,  and  your  name  will  be 
immortal."  On  the  4th  of  July  1796 — he  died  on  the  21st — he  writes  from  Dumfries  to 
the  worthy  music-seller  in  Edinburgh :  "  How  are  you,  my  dear  friend,  and  how  comes  on 
your  fifth  volume?  You  may  probably  think  that  for  some  time  past  I  have  neglected 
you  and  your  work;  but  alas!  the  hand  of  pain,  sorrow,  and  care,  has  these  many  months 
lain  heavy  on  me.  Personal  and  domestic  affliction  have  almost  entirely  banished  that 
alacrity  and  life  with  which  I  used  to  woo  the  rural  muse  of  Scotia.  You  are  a  good, 
worthy,  honest  fellow,  and  have  a  good  right  to  live  in  this  world — because  you  deserve  it. 
Many  a  merry  meeting  the  publication  has  given  us,  and  possibly  it  may  give  us  more, 
though,  alas !  I  fear  it.  This  protracting,  slow,  consuming  illness  which  hangs  over  me  will, 
I  doubt  much,  my  ever  dear  friend,  arrest  my  sun  before  he  has  well  reached  his  middle 
career,  and  will  turn  over  the  poet  to  far  more  important  concerns  than  studying  the  bril- 
liancy of  wit,  or  the  pathos  of  sentiment.  However,  hope  is  the  cordial  of  the  human  heart, 
and  I  endeavour  to  cherish  it  as  well  as  I  can.  Let  me  hear  from  you  as  soon  as  conve- 
nient. Your  work  is  a  great  one,  and  now  that  it  is  finished,  I  see,  if  I  were  to  begin 
again,  two  or  three  things  that  might  be  mended;  yet  I  will  venture  to  prophesy,  that  to 
future  ages  your  publication  will  be  the  text-book  and  standard  of  Scottish  song  and  music. 
I  am  ashamed  to  ask  another  favour  of  you,  because  you  have  been  so  very  good  already; 
but  my  wife  has  a  very  particular  friend  of  hers— a  young  lady  who  sings  well — to  whom 
she  wishes  to  present  the  Scots'  Musical  Museum.  If  you  have  a  spare  copy,  will  you  be 
so  obliging  as  to  send  it  by  the  very  first  Fly,  as  I  am  anxious  to  have  it  soon." 

Turn  from  James  Johnson  and  his  Scots'  Musical  Museum  for  a  moment  to  George 
Thomson  and  his  Collection.  In  September  1792,  Mr  Thomson — who  never  personally 
knew  Burns — tells  him  "  for  some  years  past  I  have,  with  a  friend  or  two,  employed  many 
leisure  hours  in  selecting  and  collating  the  most  favourite  of  our  national  melodies  for  pub- 
lication;" and  says — "We  will  esteem  your  poetical  assistance  a  particular  favour;  besides 
paying  any  reasonable  price  you  shall  please  to  demand  for  it."  Burns,  spurning  the 
thought  of  being  "  paid  any  reasonable  price,"  closes  at  once  with  the  proposal,  "  as  the 
request  you  make  to  me  will  positively  add  to  my  enjoyments  in  complying  with  it,  I  shall 
enter  into  your  undertaking  with  all  the  small  portion  of  abilities  I  have — strained  to 
the  utmost  exertion  by  the  impulse  of  enthusiasm."  That  enthusiasm  for  more  than  three 
years  seldom  languished — it  was  in  his  heart  when  his  hand  could  hardly  obey  its  bidding; 
and  on  the  12th  of  July  1796 — eight  days  after  he  had  written,  in  the  terms  you  have  just 
seen,  to  James  Johnson  for  a  copy  of  his  Scots'  Musical  Museum — he  writes  thus  to  George 
Thomson  for  five  pounds.  "  After  all  my  boasted  independence,  stern  necessity  compels 

me  to  implore  you  for  five  pounds.     A  cruel of  a  haberdasher,  to  whom  I  owe  an 

account,  taking  it  into  his  head  that  I  am  dying,  has  commenced  a  process,  and  will  infalli- 
bly put  me  into  jail.  Do  for  God's  sake  send  me  that  sum,  and  that  by  return  of  post. 
Forgive  me  this  earnestness;  but  the  horrors  of  a  jail  have  made  me  half  distracted.  /  do 
not  ask  all  this  gratuitously ;  for  upon  returning  health,  I  hereby  promise  and  engage  to 
furnish  you  with  Jive  pounds  worth  of  the  neatest  song  genius  you  have  seen.  FORGIVE 

ME,  FORGIVE  ME!" 

Mr  Johnson,  no  doubt,  sent  a  copy  of  the  Mnseum;  but  we  do   not  know  if  the  Fly 
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arrived  before  the  BIER.  Mr  Thomson  was  prompt:  and  Dr  Currie,  speaking  of  Burns's 
refusing  to  become  a  weekly  contributor  to  the  Poet's  Corner  in  the  Morning  Chronicle,  at 
a  guinea  a  week,  says,  «  Yet,  he  had  for  several  years  furnished,  and  was  at  that  time  fur- 
nishing, the  Museum  of  Johnson,  with  his  beautiful  lyrics,  without  fee  or  reward,  and  was 
obstinately  refusing  all  recompense  for  his  assistance  to  the  greater  work  of  Mr  Thomson, 
which  the  justice  and  generosity  of  that  gentleman  was  pressing  upon  him."  That  obstinacy 
gave  way  at  last,  not  under  the  pressure  of  Mr  Thomson's  generosity  and  justice,  but  under 
"  the  sense  of  his  poverty,  and  of  the  approaching  distress  of  his  infant  family  which  pressed," 
says  Dr  Currie  truly,  "  on  Burns  as  he  lay  on  the  bed  of  death." 

But  we  are  anticipating;  and  desire  at  present  to  see  Burns  "  in  glory  and  in  joy." 
«  Whenever  I  want  to  be  more  than  ordinary  in  song;  to  be  in  some  degree  equal  to  your 
diviner  airs,  do  you  imagine  I  fast  and  pray  for  the  celestial  emanation?  I  have  a  glorious 
recipe;  the  very  one  that  for  his  own  use  was  invented  by  the  divinity  of  healing  and  poetry, 
when  erst  he  piped  to  the  flocks  of  Admetus.  I  put  myself  on  a  regimen  of  admiring  a  fine 
woman;  and  in  proportion  to  the  admirability  of  her  charms,  in  proportion  you  are  delighted 
with  my  verses.  The  lightning  of  her  eye  is  the  godhead  of  Parnassus ;  and  the  witchery 
of  her  smile,  the  divinity  of  Helicon."  We  know  the  weak  side  of  his  character — the  sin 
that  most  easily  beset  him — that  did  indeed  "  stain  his  name" — and  made  him  for  many 
seasons  the  prey  of  remorse.  But  though  it  is  not  allowed  to  genius  to  redeem — though  it 
is  falsely  said,  that  "  the  light  that  leads  astray  is  light  from  heaven" — and  though  Burns's 
transgressions  must  be  judged  as  those  of  common  men,  and  visited  with  the  same  moral 
reprobation — yet  surely  we  may  dismiss  them  with  a  sigh  from  our  knowledge,  for  a  while, 
as  we  feel  the  charm  of  the  exquisite  poetry  originating  in  the  inspiration  of  passion,  purified 
by.  genius,  and  congenial  with  the  utmost  innocency  of  the  virgin  breast. 

In  his  LOVE-SONGS,  all  that  is  best  in  his  own  being  delights  to  bring  itself  into  com- 
munion with  all  that  is  best  in  theirs  whom  he  visions  walking  before  him  in  beauty.  That 
beauty  is  made  "  still  more  beauteous"  in  the  light  of  his  genius,  and  the  passion  it  then 
moves  partakes  of  the  same  etherial  colour.  If  love  inspired  his  poetry,  poetry  inspired  his 
love,  and  not  only  inspired  but  elevated  the  whole  nature  of  it.  If  the  highest  delights  of 
his  genius  were  in  the  conception  and  celebration  of  female  loveliness,  that  trained  sensibility 
was  sure  to  produce  extraordinary  devotion  to  the  ideal  of  that  loveliness  of  which  innocence 
is  the  very  soul.  If  music  refine  the  manners,  how  much  more  will  it  have  that  effect  on 
him  who  studies  its  spirit,  as  Burns  did  that  of  the  Scottish  songs,  in  order  to  marry  them 
to  verse.  "  Until  I  am  complete  master  of  a  tune  in  my  own  singing,  such  as  it  is,  I  can 
never  compose  for  it.  My  way  is  this :  I  consider  the  poetic  sentiment  correspondent  to  my 
idea  of  the  musical  expression — then  choose  my  theme — compose  one  stanza.  When  that 
is  composed,  which  is  generally  the  most  difficult  part  of  the  business,  I  walk  out,  sit  down 
now  and  then,  look  out  for  objects  in  nature  around  me  that  are  in  unison  or  harmony  with 
the  cogitations  of  my  fancy  and  the  workings  of  my  bosom,  humming  every  now  and  then 
the  air,  with  the  verses  I  have  framed.  When  I  feel  my  muse  beginning  to  jade,  I  retire 
to  the  solitary  fireside  of  my  study,  and  there  commit  my  effusions  to  paper;  swinging  at 
intervals  on  the  hind  legs  of  my  elbow  chair,  by  way  of  calling  forth  my  own  critical  stric- 
tures, as  my  pen  goes.  Seriously,  this,  at  home,  is  almost  invariably  my  way."  Then  we 
know  that  his  Bonnie  Jean  was  generally  in  his  presence,  engaged  in  house  affairs,  while  he 
was  thus  on  his  inspiring  swing,  that  she  was  amongst  the  first  to  hear  each  new  song 
recited  by  her  husband,  and  the  first  to  sing  it  to  him,  that  he  might  know  if  it  had  been 
produced  to  live.  He  has  said,  that  "  musically  speaking,  conjugal  love  is  an  instrument 
of  which  the  gamut  is  scanty  and  confined,  but  the  tones  inexpressibly  sweet" — that  Love, 
not  so  confined,  "  has  powers  equal  to  all  the  intellectual  modulations  of  the  human  soul." 
But  did  not  those  "  tones  inexpressibly  sweet"  often  mingle  themselves  unawares  to  the  Poet 
with  those  "intellectual  modxilations ?"  And  had  he  not  once  loved  Jean  Armour  to  dis-  (3 
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traction?  His  first  experiences  of  the  passion  of  love,  in  its  utmost  sweetness  and  bit- 
terness, had  been  for  her  sake,  and  the  memories  of  those  years  came  often  of  themselves 
unbidden  into  the  very  heart  of  his  songs  when  his  fancy  was  for  the  hour  enamoured  of 
other  beauties. 

With  a  versatility,  not  compatible  perhaps  with  a  capacity  for  the  profoundest  emotion, 
but  in  his  case  with  extreme  tenderness,  he  could  instantly  assume,  and  often  on  the  slightest 
apparent  impulse,  some  imagined  character  as  completely  as  if  it  were  his  own,  and  realize 
its  conditions.  Or  he  could  imagine  himself  out  of  all  the  circumstances  by  which  his  indi- 
vidual life  was  environed,  and  to  all  the  emotions  arising  from  that  transmigration,  give 
utterance  as  lively  as  the  language  inspired  by  his  communion  with  his  own  familiar  world. 
Even  when  he  knew  he  was  dying,  he  looked  in  Jessie  Lewars'  face,  whom  he  loved  as 
a  father  loves  his  daughter,  and  that  he  might  reward  her  filial  tenderness  for  him  who  was 
fast  wearing  away,  by  an  immortal  song,  in  his  affection  for  her  he  feigned  a  hopeless  pas- 
sion, and  imagined  himself  the  victim  of  despair: — 

"  Thou  art  sweet  as  the  smile  when  fond  lovers  meet, 

And  soft  as  their  parting  tear — Jessy ! 
Although  thou  maun  never  be  mine, 

Although  even  hope  is  denied ; 
Tis  sweeter  for  thee  despairing, 

Than  aught  in  this  world  beside  !" 

It  was  said  by  one  who  during  a  long  life  kept  saying  weighty  things — old  Hobbes — that 
"  in  great  differences  of  persons,  the  greater  have  often  fallen  in  love  with  the  meaner ;  but 
not  contrary."  What  Gilbert  tells  us  of  his  brother  might  seem  to  corroborate  that  dictum 
— "  His  love  rarely  settled  on  persons  who  were  higher  than  himself,  or  who  had  more 
consequence  in  life."  This,  however,  could  only  apply  to  the  early  part  of  his  life.  Then 
he  had  few  opportunities  of  fixing  his  affections  on  persons  above  him ;  and  if  he  had  had, 
their  first  risings  would  have  been  suppressed  by  his  pride.  But  his  after  destination  so  far 
levelled  the  inequality  that  it  was  not  unnatural  to  address  his  devotion  to  ladies  of  high 
degree.  He  then  felt  that  he  could  command  their  benevolence,  if  not  inspire  their  love; 
and  elated  by  that  consciousness,  he  feared  not  to  use  towards  them  the  language  of  love,  of 
unbounded  passion.  He  believed,  and  he  was  not  deceived  in  the  belief,  that  he  could  exalt 
them  in  their  own  esteem,  by  hanging  round  their  proud  necks  the  ornaments  of  his  genius. 
Therefore,  sometimes,  he  seemed  to  turn  himself  away  disdainfully  from  sunburnt  bosoms 
in  homespun  covering,  to  pay  his  vows  and  adorations  to  the  Queens  of  Beauty.  The 
devoirs  of  a  poet,  whose  genius  was  at  their  service,  have  been  acceptable  to  many  a  high- 
born dame  and  Damsel,  as  the  submission  of  a  conqueror.  Innate  superiority  made  him,  in 
these  hours,  absolutely  unable  to  comprehend  the  spirit  of  society  as  produced  by  artificial 
distinctions,  and  at  all  times  unwilling  to  submit  to  it  or  pay  it  homage.  "  Perfection 
whispered  passing  by,  Behold  the  Lass  o'  Ballochmyle !"  and  Burns,  too  proud  to  change 
himself  into  a  lord  or  squire,  imagined  what  happiness  might  have  been  his  if  all  those 
charms  had  budded  and  blown  within  a  cottage  like  "  a  rose-tree  full  in  bearing." 

"  O,  had  she  been  a  country  maid, 

And  I  the  happy  country  swain, 
Tho'  sheltered  in  the  lowest  shed 

That  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain  ! 
Thro'  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain, 

With  joy,  with  rapture,  I  would  toil ; 
And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain 

The  bonnie  lass  o'  Ballochmyle." 

He  speaks  less  passionately  of  the  charms  of  "  bonnie  Lesley  as  she  gaed  owre  the  border," 
for  they  had  not  taken  him  by  surprise;  he  was  prepared  to  behold  a  queen,  and  with  his 
own  hands  he  placed  upon  her  head  the  crown. 
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"  To  see  her  is  to  love  her, 

And  love  but  her  for  ever; 
For  Nature  made  her  what  she  is, 
And  never  made  anither. 

"  Thou  art  a  queen,  fair  Lesley, 

Thy  subjects  we,  before  thee: 
Thou  art  divine,  fair  Lesley, 
The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee." 

Nay  evil  spirits  look  in  her  face  and  almost  become  good— while  angels  love  her  for  her 
likeness  to  themselves,  and.  happy  she  must  be  on  earth  in  the  eye  of  heaven.  We  know 
not  much  about  the  "Lovely  Davis;"  but  in  his  stanzas  she  is  the  very  Sovereign  of 
Nature. 

"  Each  eye  it  cheers,  when  she  appears, 

Like  Phoebus  in  the  morning, 
When  past  the  shower,  and  every  flower 

The  garden  is  adorning. 
As  the  wretch  looks  o'er  Siberia's  shore, 

When  winter-bound  the  wave  is; 
Sae  droops  our  heart  when  we  must  part 

Frae  charming,  lovely  Davis. 

"  Her  smile's  a  gift  frae  boon  the  lift 

That  makes  us  mair  than  princes, 
A  scepter'd  hand,  a  king's  command, 

Is  in  her  parting  glances. 
The  man  in  arms  'gainst  female  charms, 

Even  he  her  willing  slave  is; 
He  hugs  his  chain,  and  owns  the  reign 

Of  conquering,  lovely  Davis." 

The  loveliest  of  one  of  the  loveliest  families  in  Scotland  he  changed  into  a  lowly  lassie, 
aye  "  working  her  mammie's  work, "  and  her  lover  into  young  Robie — "  who  gaed  wi' 
Jeanie  to  the  tryste,  and  danced  wi'  Jeanie  on  the  down."  In  imagination  he  is  still  him- 
self the  happy  man — his  loves  are  short  and  rapturous  as  his  lyrics — and  while  his  con- 
stancy may  be  complained  of,  it  is  impossible  to  help  admiring  the  richness  of  his  genius 
that  keeps  for  ever  bringing  fresh  tribute  to  her  whom  he  happens  to  adore. 

"  Her  voice  is  the  voice  of  the  morning, 

That  wakes  through  the  green-spreading  grove, 
When  Phoebus  peeps  over  the  mountains, 
On  music,  and  pleasure,  and  love."  • 

That  was  the  voice  of  one  altogether  lovely — a  lady  elegant  and  accomplished — and  adorn- 
ing a  higher  condition  than  his  own;  but  though  finer  lines  were  never  written,  they  are 
not  finer  than  these  four  inspired  by  the  passing  by  of  a  young  woman  from  the  country,  on 
the  High  Street  of  Dumfries,  with  her  shoes  and  stockings  in  her  hand,  and  her  petticoats 
frugally  yet  liberally  kilted  to  her  knee. 

"  Her  yellow  hair,  beyond  compare, 

Comes  trinkling  down  her  swan- white  neck, 
And  her  two  eyes,  like  stars  in  skies, 
Would  keep  a  sinking  ship  frae  wreck." 

It  may  be  thought  that  such  poetry  is  too  high  for  the  people — the  common  people — 
" beyond  the  reaches  of  their  souls;"  but  Burns  knew  better — and  he  knew  that  he  who 
would  be  their  poet,  must  put  forth  all  his  powers.  There  is  not  a  single  thought,  feeling,  or 
image  in  all  he  ever  wrote,  that  has  not  been  comprehended  in  its  full  force  by  thousands 
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and  tens  of  thousands  in  the  very  humblest  condition.  They  could  not  of  themselves  have 
conceived  them — nor  given  utterance  to  any  thing  resembling  them  to  our  ears.  How  dull 
of  apprehension !  how  unlike  gods!  But  let  them  be  spoken  to,  and  they  hear.  Their 
hearts,  delighted  with  a  strange  sweet  music  which  by  recognition  they  understand,  are  not 
satisfied  with  listening,  but  yearn  to  respond;  and  the  whole  land  that  for  many  years  had 
seemed  but  was  not  silent,  in  a  few  months  is  overflowing  with  songs  that  had  issued  from 
highest  genius  it  is  true,  but  from  the  same  source  that  is  daily  welling  out  its  waters  in 
every  human  breast.  The  songs  that  establish  themselves  among  a  people  must  indeed  be 
simple — but  the  simplest  feelings  are  the  deepest,  and  once  that  they  have  received  adequate 
expression,  then  they  die  not — but  live  for  ever. 

Many  of  his  Love-songs  are,  as  they  ought  to  be,  untinged  with  earthly  desire,  and  some 
of  these  are  about  the  most  beautiful  of  any — as 

"  Wilt  thou  be  my  dearie  ? 

When  sorrow  wrings  thy  gentle  heart, 
Wilt  thou  let  me  cheer  thee  J 

By  the  treasure  .of  my  soul, 
That's  the  love  I  bear  thee! 

I  swear  and  vow  that  only  thou 
Shalt  ever  be  my  dearie. 

"  Lassie,  say  thou  lo'es  me ; 

Or  if  thou  wilt  na  be  my  ain, 
Say  na  thou'lt  refuse  me: 

Let  me,  lassie,  quickly  die, 
Trusting  that  thou  lo'es  me. 

Lassie,  let  me  quickly  die, 
Trusting  that  thou  lo'es  me." 

Nothing  can  be  more  exquisitely  tender — passionless  from  the  excess  of  passion — pure  from 
very  despair — love  yet  hopes  for  love's  confession,  though  it  feels  it  can  be  but  a  word  of 
pity  to  sweeten  death. 

In  the  most  exquisite  of  his  Songs,  he  connects  and  blends  the  tenderest  and  most  pas- 
sionate emotions  with  all  appearances — animate  and  inanimate;  in  them  all — and  in  some 
by  a  single  touch — we  are  made  to  feel  that  we  are  in  the  midst  of  nature.  A  bird  glints 
by,  and  we  know  we  are  in  the  woods — a  primrose  grows  up,  and  we  are  among  the  braes 
— the  mere  name  of  a  stream  brings  its  banks  before  us — or  two  three  words  leave  us  our 
own  choice  of  many  waters. 

"  Far  dearer  to  me  the  lone  glen  of  green  bracken, 
Wi'  the  burn  stealing  under  the  lang  yellow  broom.' 

It  has  been  thought  that  the  eyes  of  "  the  labouring  poor "  are  not  very  sensible — my, 
that  they  are  insensible  to  scenery — and  that  the  pleasures  thence  derived  are  confined  to 
persons  of  cultivated  taste.  True  that  the  country  girl,  as  she  "  lifts  her  leglin,  and  hies 
her  away,"  is  thinking  more  of  her  lover's  face  and  figure — whom  she  hopes  to  meet  in  the 
evening — than  of  the  trysting  tree,  or  of  the  holm  where  the  grey  hawthorn  has  been  stand- 
ing for  hundreds  of  years.  Yet  she  knows  right  well  that  they  are  beautiful;  and  she  feels 
their  beauty  in  the  old  song  she  is  singing  to  herself,  that  at  dead  of  winter  recalls 
the  spring  time  and  all  the  loveliness  of  the  season  of  leaves.  The  people  know  little 
about  painting — how  should  they? — for  unacquainted  with  the  laws  of  perspective,  they  can- 
not see  the  landscape-picture  on  which  instructed  eyes  gaze  till  the  imagination  beholds  a 
paradise.  But  the  landscapes  themselves  they  do  see — and  they  love  to  look  on  them. 
The  ploughman  does  so,  as  he  "  homeward  plods  his  weary  way ;"  the  reaper  as  he  looks  at 
what  Burns  calls  his  own  light — "  the  reaper's  nightly  beam,  mild  chequering  through  the 
trees."  If  it  were  not  so,  why  should  they  call  it  "  Bonnie  Scotland" — why  should  they 
call  him  "  Sweet  Robbie  Burns?" 
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In  his  Songs  they  think  of  the  flowers  as  alive,  and  with  hearts:  "How  blest  the  flowers 
tli:it  round  thee  bloom!"  In  his  Songs,  the  birds  they  hear  singing  in  common  hours  with 
common  pleasure,  or  give  them  not  a  thought,  without  losing  their  own  nature  partake  of 
theirs,  and  shun,  share,  or  mock  human  passion.  He  is  at  once  the  most  accurate  and  the 
most  poetical  of  ornithologists.  By  a  felicitous  epithet  he  characterizes  each  tribe  accord- 
ing to  song,  plumage,  habits,  or  haunts;  often  introduces  them  for  sake  of  their  own 
happy  selves;  oftener  as  responsive  to  ours,  in  the  expression  of  their  own  joys  and  griefs. 

"  Oh,  stay,  sweet  warbling  wood-lark,  stay, 
Nor  quit  for  me  the  trembling  spray; 
A  hapless  lover  courts  thy  lay — 
Thy  soothing,  fond  complaining. 

"  Again,  again,  that  tender  part, 
That  I  may  catch  thy  melting  art ; 
For  surely  that  wad  touch  her  heart, 
Wha  kills  me  wi'  disdaining. 

"  Say>  was  thy  little  mate  unkind, 
And  heard  thee  as  the  careless  wind! 
Oh,  nocht  but  love  and  sorrow  join'd, 
Sic  notes  o'  love  could  waken. 

"  Thou  tells  o'  never-ending  care, 
O'  speechless  grief,  and  dark  despair; 
For  pity's  sake,  sweet  bird,  nae  mair, 
Or  my  poor  heart  is  broken!" 

Who  was  Jeany  Cruikshank?  Only  child  "of  my  worthy  friend,  Mr  William  Cruik- 
shahk  of  the  High  School,  Edinburgh."  Where  did  she  live?  On  a  floor  at  the  top  of  a 
common  stair,  now  marked  No.  30,  in  James'  Square.  Burns  lived  for  some  time  with  her 
father — his  room  being  one  which  has  a  window  looking  out  from  the  gable  of  the  house 
upon  the  green  behind  the  Register  Office.  There  was  little  on  that  green  to  look  at — 
perhaps  "a  washing"  laid  out  to  dry.  But  the  poet  saw  a  vision — -and  many  a  maiden  now 
often  sees  it  too — whose  face  may  be  of  the  coarsest,  and  her  hair  not  of  the  finest — but  who, 
in  spite  of  all  that,  strange  to  say,  has  an  imagination  and  a  heart. 

"  A  rose-bud  by  my  early  walk 
Adown  a  corn-enclosed  bawk, 
Sae  gently  bent  its  thorny  stalk 

All  on  a  dewy  morning; 
Ere  twice  the  shades  o'  dawn  are  fled, 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread; 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head, 

It  scents  the  early  morning. 

"  Within  the  bush,  her  covert  nest 
A  little  linnet  fondly  prest ; 
The  dew  sat  chilly  on  her  breast 

Sae  early  in  the  morning. 
The  morn  shall  see  her  tender  brood 
The  pride,  the  pleasure  o'  the  wood, 
Amang  the  fresh  green  leaves  bedew'd, 

Awake  the  early  morning. 

"  So  thou,  dear  bird,  young  Jeany  fair! 
On  trembling  string,  or  vocal  air, 
Shall  sweetly  pay  the  tender  care, 

That  tends  thy  early  morning. 
So  thou,  sweet  rosebud,  young  and  gay 
Shalt  beauteous  blaze  upon  the  day, 
And  bless  the  parent's  evening  ray, 

That  watch'd  thy  early  morning." 
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Indeed,  in  all  his  poetry,  what  an  overflowing  of  tenderness,  pity,  and  affection  towards  all 
living  creatures  that  inhabit  the  earth,  the  water,  and  the  air!  Of  all  men  that  ever  lived, 
Burns  was  the  least  of  a  sentimentalist;  he  was  your  true  Man  of  Feeling.  He  did  not 
preach  to  Christian  people  the  duty  of  humanity  to  animals;  he  spoke  of  them  in  winning 
words  warm  from  a  manliest  breast,  as  his  fellow-creatures,  and  made  us  feel  what  we  owe. 
What  child  could  well  be  cruel  to  a  helpless  animal  who  had  read  "  The  Death  and  Dying 
Words  of  Poor  Maillie" — or  "  The  Twa  Dogs?"  "The  Auld  Farmer's  New-years'-day 
Address  to  his  Auld  Mare  Maggie"  has — we  know — humanized  the  heart  of  a  Gilmerton 
carter.  "  Not  a  mouse  stirring,"  are  gentle  words  at  that  hour  from  Shakspeare — when 
thinking  of  the  ghost  of  a  king;  and  he  would  have  loved  brother  Burns  for  saying — "  What 
makes  thee  startle,  at  me  thy  poor  earth-born  companion  and  fellow-mortal!"  Safe-housed 
at  fall  of  a  stormy  winter  night,  of  whom  does  the  poet  think,  along  with  the  unfortunate, 
the  erring,  and  the  guilty  of  his  own  race  ? 

"  List'ning  the  doors  an'  winnocks  rattle, 
I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle, 
Or  silly  sheep,  wlia  bide  this  brattle 

O'  winter  war, 
An'  thro'  the  drift,  deep-lairing,  sprattle 

Beneath  a  scar. 

"  Ilk  happing  bird,  wee,  helpless  thing, 
That  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing, 

What  comes  o'  thee] 
Wliare  wilt  thou  cow'r  thy  cluttering  wing, 

An'  close  thy  e'el" 

The  poet  loved  the  sportsman;  but  lamenting  in  fancy  "  Tarn  Samson's  Death" — he  could 
not  help  thinking,  that  "  on  his  mouldering  breast,  some  spitefu'  muirfowl  bigs  her  nest." 
When  at  Kirkoswald  studying  trigonometry,  plane  and  spherical,  he  sometimes  associated 
with  smugglers  but  never  with  poachers.  You  cannot  figure  to  yourself  young  Robert 
Burns  stealing  stoopingly  along  under  cover  of  a  hedge,  with  a  long  gun  and  a  lurcher,  to 
get  a  shot  at  a  hare  sitting,  and  perhaps  washing  her  face  with  her  paws.  No  tramper  ever 
"  coft  fur"  at  Mossgeil  or  Ellisland.  He  could  have  joined,  had  he  liked,  in  the  passionate 
ardour  of  the  rod  and  the  gun,  the  net  and  the  leister;  but  he  liked  rather  to  think  of  all 
those  creatures  alive  and  well,  "  in  their  native  element."  In  his  love-song  to  "  the  charm- 
ing fillette  who  overset  his  trigonometry,"  and  incapacitated  him  from  the  taking  of  the 
sun's  altitude,  he  says  to  her,  on  proposing  to  take  a  walk — 

"  Now  westlin  winds,  and  slaught'ring  guns, 

Bring  autumn's  pleasant  weather; 
The  moorcock  springs,  on  whirring  wings, 
Amang  the  blooming  heather. 

"  The  partridge  loves  the  fruitful  fells; 

The  plover  loves  the  mountains; 
The  woodcock  haunts  the  lonely  dells; 

The  soaring  hern  the  fountains : 
Thro'  lofty  groves  the  cushat  roves, 

The  path  of  man  to  shun  it; 
The  hazel  bush  o'erhangs  the  thrush, 
^  The  spreading  thorn  the  linnet. 

"  Thus  ev'ry  kind  their  pleasure  find, 

The  savage  and  the  tender; 
Some  social  join,  and  leagues  combine; 
Some  solitary  wander: 
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Avaunt,  away!  the  cruel  sway, 

Tyrannic  man's  dominion; 
The  sportsman's  joy,  the  murd'ring  cry, 

The  flutt'ring,  gory  pinion!" 

Bruor  Water,  in  his  Humble  Petition  to  the  Noble  Duke  of  Athole,  prays  that  his  banks 
may  be  made  sylvan,  that  shepherd,  lover,  and  bard  may  enjoy  the  shades;  but  chiefly  for 
sake  of  the  inferior  creatures. 

"  Delighted  doubly  then,  my  Lord, 

You'll  wander  on  my  banks, 

And  listen  many  a  gratefu'  bird 

Return  you  tunet'u'  thanks." 

The  sober  laverock — the  gowdspink  gay — the  strong  blackbird — the  clear  lintwhite — the 
mavis  mild  and  mellow — they  will  all  sing  "  God  bless  the  Duke."  And  one  mute  creature 
will  be  more  thankful  than  all  the  rest—"  coward  maukin  sleep  secure,  low  in  her  grassy 
form."  You  know  that  he  threatened  to  throw  Jem  Thomson,  a  farmer's  son  near  Ellis- 
land,  into  the  Nith,  for  shooting  at  a  hare — and  in  several  of  his  morning  landscapes  a  hare 
is  hirpling  by.  What  human  and  poetical  sympathy  is  there  in  his  address  to  the  startled 
wild  fowl  on  Loch  Turit!  He  speaks  of  "  parent,  filial,  kindred  ties;"  and  in  the  closing 
lines  who  does  not  feel  that  it  is  Burns  that  speaks? 

"  Or,  if  man's  superior  might, 
Dare  invade  your  native  right, 
On  the  lofty  ether  born 
Man  with  all  his  powers  you  scorn; 
Swiftly  seek,  on  clanging  wings, 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs; 
And  the  foe  you  cannot  brave, 
Scorn,  at  least,  to  be  his  slave." 

Whatever  be  his  mood,  grave  or  gladsome,  mirthful  or  melancholy — or  when  sorrow 
smiles  back  to  joy,  or  care  joins  hands  with  folly — he  has  always  a  thought  to  give  to  them 
who  many  think  have  no  thought,  but  who  all  seemed  to  him,  from  highest  to  lowest  in 
that  scale  of  being,  to  possess  each  its  appropriate  degree  of  intelligence  and  love.  In  the 
"  Sonnet  written  on  his  birth-day,  January  25th  1793,  on  hearing  a  thrush  sing  in  a  morn- 
ing-walk," it  is  truly  affecting  to  hear  how  he  connects,  on  the  sudden,  his  own  condition, 
with  all  its  cares  and  anxieties,  with  that  of  the  cheerful  bird  upon  the  leafless  bough — 

"  Yet  come,  thou  child  of  poverty  and  care, 
The  mite  high  Heaven  bestows,  that  mite  with  thee  I'll  share." 

We  had  intended  to  speak  only  of  his  Songs;  and  to  them  we  return  for  a  few  minutes 
more,  asking  you  to  notice  how  cheering  such  of  them  as  deal  gladsomely  with  the  concerns 
of  this  world  must  be  to  the  hearts  of  them  who  of  their  own  accord  sing  them  to  them- 
selves, at  easier  work,  or  intervals  of  labour,  or  at  gloaming  when  the  day's  darg  is  done. 
All  partings  are  not  sad — most  are  the  reverse;  lovers  do  not  fear  that  they  shall  surely  die 
the  day  after  they  have  kissed  farewell;  on  the  contrary  they  trust,  with  the  blessing  of 
God,  to  be  married  at  the  term.  • 

"  Jockey's  ta'en  the  parting  kiss, 

O'er  the  mountains  he  is  gane; 
And  with  him  is  a'  my  bliss, 

Nought  but  griefs  with  me  remain. 
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"  Spare  my  love,  ye  winds  that  blaw, 

Flashy  sleets  and  beating  rain! 

Spare  my  love,  thou  feathery  snaw, 

Drifting  o'er  the  frozen  plain. 

"  When  the  shades  of  evening  creep 
O'er  the  day's  fair,  gladsome  e'e, 
Sound  and  safely  may  he  sleep, 
Sweetly  blythe  his  waukening  be! 

"  He  will  think  on  her  he  loves, 

Fondly  he'll  repeat  her  name; 
For  where'er  he  distant  roves, 
Jockey's  heart  is  still  at  hame." 

There  is  no  great  matter  or  merit,  some  one  may  say,  in  such  lines  as  these — nor  is  there; 
but  they  express  sweetly  enough  some  natural  sentiments,  and  what  more  would  you  have 
in  a  song?  You  have  had  far  more  in  some  songs  to  which  we  have  given  the  go-by;  but 
we  are  speaking  now  of  the  class  of  the  simply  pleasant;  and  on  us  their  effect  is  like  that 
of  a  gentle  light  falling  on  a  pensive  place,  when  there  are  no  absolute  clouds  in  the  sky, 
and  no  sun  visible  either,  but  when  that  soft  effusion,  we  know  not  whence,  makes  the 
whole  day  that  had  been  somewhat  sad,  serene,  and  reminds  us  that  it  is  summer.  Believ- 
ing you  feel  as  we  do,  we  do  not  fear  to  displease  you  by  quoting  "  The  Tither  Morn." 

11  The  tither  morn,  when  I  forlorn, 

Aneath  an  aik  sat  moaning, 
I  didna  trow,  I'd  see  my  joe, 

Beside  me,  gin  the  gloaming. 
But  he  sae  trig,  lap  o'er  the  rig, 

And  dantingly  did  cheer  me, 
When  I,  what  reck,  did  least  expeo', 

To  see  my  lad  so  near  me. 

"  His  bonnet  he,  a  thought  ajee, 

Cocked  sprush  when  first  he  clasp'd  me; 
And  I,  I  wat,  wi'  fairness  grat, 

Wliile  in  his  grips  he  press'd  me. 
Deil  take  the  war!  I  late  and  air, 

Hae  wish'd  syne  Jock  departed; 
But  now  as  glad  I'm  wi'  my  lad, 

As  short  syne  broken-hearted. 

"  I'm  aft  at  e'en  wi'  dancing  keen, 

When  a'  were  blythe  and  merry, 
I  car'd  na  by,  sae  sad  was  I, 

In  absence  o'  my  dearie. 
But,  praise  be  blest,  my  mind's  at  rest, 

I'm  happy  wi'  my  Johnny: 
At  kirk  and  fair,  I'll  aye  be  there, 

And  be  as  canty's  ony." 

"We  believe  that  the  most  beautiful  of  his  Songs  are  dearest  to  the  people,  and  these  are 
the  passionate  and  the  pathetic;  but  there  are  some  connected  in  one  way  or  other  with  the 
tender  passion,  great  favourites  too,  from  the  light  and  lively  up  to  the  humorous  and  comic 
— yet  among  the  broadest  of  that  class  there  is  seldom  any  coarseness — indecency  never — 
vulgar  you  may  call  some  of  them,  if  you  please;  they  were  not  intended  to  be  genteel. 
Flirts  and  coquettes  of  both  sexes  are  of  every  rank;  in  humble  life  the  saucy  and  scorn- 
ful toss  their  heads  full  high,  or  "  go  by  like  stoure;"  "  for  sake  o'  gowd  she  left  me"  is  a 
complaint  heard  in  all  circles;  "although  the  night  be  ne'er  sae  wet,  and  he  be  ne'er  sae 
weary  O,"  a  gentleman  of  a  certain  age  will  make  himself  ridiculous  by  dropping  on  the 
knees  of  his  corduroy  breeches;  Auntie  would  fain  become  a  mother  and  in  order  thereunto 
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a  wife,  and  waylays  a  hobbletehoy;  daughters,  the  most  filial,  think  nothing  of  breaking  their 
mothers'  hearts  as  their  grandmothers'  were  broken  before  them;  innocents,  with  no  other 
teaching  but  that  of  nature,  in  the  conduct  of  intrigues  in  which  verily  there  is  neither 
shame  nor  sorrow,  become  systematic  and  consummate  hypocrites  not  worthy  to  live — 
single;  despairing  swains  are  saved  from  suicide  by  peals  of  laughter  from  those  for  whom 
they  fain  would  die,  and  so  get  noosed; — and  surely  here  is  a  field — indicated  and  no  more 
—wide  enough  for  the  Scottish  Comic  Muse,  and  would  you  know  how  productive  to  the 
hand  of  genius  you  have  but  to  read  Burns. 

In  one  of  his  letters  he  says,  "  If  I  could,  and  I  believe  I  do  it  as  far  as  I  can,  I  would 
wipe  away  all  tears  from  all  eyes."  His  nature  was  indeed  humane;  and  the  tendernesses 
and  kindlinesses  apparent  in  every  page  of  his  poetry,  and  most  of  all  in  his  Songs,  cannot 
but  have  a  humanizing  influence  on  all  those  classes  exposed  by  the  necessities  of  their  con- 
dition to  many  causes  for  ever  at  work  to  harden  or  shut  up  the  heart.  Burns  does  not 
keep  continually  holding  up  to  them  the  evils  of  their  lot,  continually  calling  on  them  to 
endure  or  to  redress ;  but  while  he  stands  up  for  his  Order,  its  virtues  and  its  rights,  and 
has  bolts  to  hurl  at  the  oppressor,  his  delight  is  to  inspire  contentment.  In  that  solemn — 
"  Dirge," — a  spiritual  being,  suddenly  spied  in  the  gloom,  seems  an  Apparition,  made  sage 
by  sufferings  in  the  flesh,  sent  to  instruct  us  and  all  who  breathe  that  "  Man  was  made  to 
Mourn." 

"  Many  and  sharp  the  numerous  ills 

Inwoven  with  our  frame! 
More  pointed  still  we  make  ourselves, 

Regret,  remorse,  and  shame! 
And  man,  whose  heaven-erected  face 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn, 
Man's  inhumanity  to  man 

Makes  countless  thousands  mourn! 

"  See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabour'd  wight, 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile, 
Who  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil; 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow-worm 

The  poor  petition  spurn, 
Unmindful,  tho'  a  weeping  wife 

And  helpless  offspring  mourn." 

But  we  shall  suppose  that  «  brother  of  the  earth"  rotten,  and  forgotten  by  the  "  bold  pea- 
santry their  country's  pride,"  who  work  without  leave  from  worms.  At  his  work  we  think 
we  hear  a  stalwart  tiller  of  the  soil  humming  what  must  be  a  verse  of  Burns. 

"  Is  there  for  honest  poverty, 

That  hangs  his  head,  and  a'  that; 
The  coward  slave,  we  pass  him  by, 

We  dare  be  poor  for  a'  that! 
What  tho'  on  hamely  fare  we  dine, 

Wear  hoddin  grey,  and  a'  that; 
Gi'e  fools  their  silks,  and  knaves  their  vine, 

A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that. 

"  Then  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may, 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that, 
That  sense  and  worth,  o'er  a'  the  earth, 

May  bear  the  gree,  and  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

It's  coming  yet,  for  a'  that, 
That  man  to  man,  the  warld  o'er, 
Shall  brothers  be  for  a1  that." 
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A  spirit  of  Independence  reigned  alike  in  the  Genius  and  the  Character  of  Burns.  And 
what  is  it  but  a  strong  sense  of  what  is  due  to  Worth  apart  altogether  from  the  distinctions 
of  society — the  vindication  of  that  Worth  being  what  he  felt  to  be  the  most  honoured  call 
upon  himself  in  life?  That  sense  once  violated  is  destroyed,  and  therefore  he  guarded  it  as 
a  sacred  thing — only  less  sacred  than  Conscience.  Yet  it  belongs  to  Conscience,  and  is  the 
prerogative  of  Man  as  Man.  Sometimes  it  may  seem  as  if  he  watched  it  with  jealousy,  and 
in  jealousy  there  is  always  weakness,  because  there  is  fear.  But  it  was  not  so;  he  felt 
assured  that  his  footing  was  firm  and  that  his  back  was  on  a  rock.  No  blast  could  blow, 
no  air  could  beguile  him  from  the  position  he  had  taken  up  with  his  whole  soul  in  "  its 
pride  of  place."  His  words  were  justified  by  his  actions,  and  his  actions  truly  told  his 
thoughts;  his  were  a  bold  heart,  a  bold  hand,  and  a  bold  tongue,  for  in  the  nobility  of  his 
nature  he  knew  that  though  born  and  bred  in  a  hovel  he  was  the  equal  of  the  highest  in  the 
land;  as  he  was — and  no  more^of  the  lowest,  so  that  they  too  were  MEN.  For  hear  him 
speak — "  What  signify  the  silly,  idle  gewgaws  of  wealth,  or  the  ideal  trumpery  of  great- 
ness? When  fellow-partakers  of  the  same  nature,  fear  the  same  God,  have  the  same  bene- 
volence of  heart,  the  same  nobleness  of  soul,  the  same  detestation  at  every  thing  dishonest, 
and  the  same  scorn  at  every  thing  unworthy — if  they  are  not  in  the  dependence  of  absolute 
beggary,  in  the  name  of  common  sense  are  they  not  EQUALS?  And  if  the  bias,  the  instinc- 
tive bias  of  their  souls  were  the  same  way,  why  may  they  not  be  FRIENDS?"  He  was 
indeed  privileged  to  write  that  "  Inscription  for  an  Altar  to  Independence  " 

"  Thou  of  an  independent  mind, 
With  soul  resolved,  with  soul  resigned; 
Prepared  Power's  proudest  frown  to  brave, 
Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  have  a  slave; 
Virtue  alone  who  dost  revere, 
Thy  own  reproach  alone  dost  fear, 
Approach  this  shrine,  and  worship  here." 

Scotland's  adventurous  sons  are  now  as  proud  of  this  moral  feature  of  his  poetry  as  of  all 
the  pictures  it  contains  of  their  native  country.  Bound  up  in  one  volume  it  is  the  Manual 
of  Independence.  Were  they  not  possessed  of  the  same  spirit,  they  would  be  ashamed  to 
open  it;  but  what  they  wear  they  win,  what  they  eat  they  earn,  and  if  frugal  they  be — and 
that  is  the  right  word — it  is  that  on  their  return  they  may  build  a  house  on  the  site  of  their 
father's  hut,  and,  proud  to  remember  that  he  was  poor,  live  so  as  to  deserve  the  blessings  of 
the  children  of  them  who  walked  with  them  to  daily  labour  on  what  was  then  no  better 
than  a  wilderness,  but  has  now  been  made  to  blossom  like  the  rose.  Ebenezer  Elliot  is  no 
flatterer — and  he  said  to  a  hundred  and  twenty  Scotsmen  in  Sheffield,  met  to  celebrate  tho 
birth-day  of  Burns — 

"  Stern  Mother  of  the  deathless  dead! 

Where  stands  a  Scot,  a  freeman  stands ; 
Self-stayed,  if  poor— self-clothed— self-fed; 
Mind-mighty  in  all  lands. 

"  No  wicked  plunder  need  thy  sons, 

To  save  the  wretch  whom  mercy  spuras, 
No  classic  lore  thy  little  ones, 
Who  find  a  Bard  in  Burns. 

•  "  Their  path  tho'  dark,  they  may  not  miss; 

Secure  they  tread  on  danger's  brink ; 
They  say  '  this  shall  be'  and  it  is: 
For  ere  they  act,  they  think."  , 
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There  arc,  it  is  true,  some  passages  in  his  poetry,  and  more  in  his  letters,  in  which  this 
Spirit  of  Independence  partakes  too  much  of  pride,  and  expresses  itself  in  anger  and  scorn. 
These,  however,  were  but  passing  moods,  and  he  did  not  love  to  cherish  them;  no  great 
blame  had  they  been  more  frequent  and  permanent — for  his  noble  nature  was  exposed  to 
many  causes  of  such  irritation,  but  it  triumphed  over  them  all.  A  few  indignant  flasher 
broke  out  against  the  littleness  of  the  great;  but  nothing  so  paltry  as  personal  pique  inspired 
him  with  feelings  of  hostility  towards  the  highest  orders.  His  was  an  imagination  that 
clothed  high  rank  with  that  dignity  which  some  of  the  degenerate  descendants  of  old  houses 
had  forgotten ;  and  whenever  true  noblemen  "  reverenced  the  lyre"  and  grasped  the  hand  of 
the  peasant  who  had  received  it  from  nature  as  his  patrimony,  Burns  felt  it  to  be  nowise 
inconsistent  with  the  stubbornest  independence  that  ever  supported  a  son  of  the  soil  in  his 
struggles  with  necessity,  reverently  to  doff  his  bonnet,  and  bow  his  head  in  their  presence 
with  a  proud  humility.  Jeffrey  did  himself  honour  by  acknowledging  that  he  had  been  at 
first  misled  by  occasional  splenetic  passages,  in  his  estimation  of  Burns's  character,  and  by 
afterwards  joining,  in  eloquent  terms,  in  the  praise  bestowed  by  other  kindred  spirits  on  the 
dignity  of  its  independence.  "  It  is  observed,"  says  Campbell  with  his  usual  felicity,  "  that 
he  boasts  too  much  of  his  independence;  but  in  reality  this  boast  is  neither  frequent  nor 
obtrusive;  and  it  is  in  itself  the  expression  of  a  noble  and  laudable  feeling.  So  far  from 
calling  up  disagreeable  recollections  of  rusticity,  his  sentiments  triumph,  by  their  natural 
energy,  over  those  false  and  artificial  distinctions  which  the  mind  is  but  too  apt  to  form  in 
alloting  its  sympathies  to  the  sensibilities  of  the  rich  and  poor.  He  carries  us  into  the  hum- 
ble scenes  of  life,  not  to  make  us  dole  out  our  tribute  of  charitable  compassion  to  paupers 
and  cottagers,  but  to  make  us  feel  with  them  on  equal  terms,  to  make  us  enter  into  their 
passions  and  interests,  and  share  our  hearts  with  them  as  brothers  and  sisters  of  the  human 
species." 

In  nothing  else  is  the  sincerity  of  his  soul  more  apparent  than  in  his  Friendships.  All 
who  had  ever  been  kind  to  him  he  loved  till  the  last.  It  mattered  not  to  him  what  was 
their  rank  or  condition — he  returned,  and  more  than  returned,  their  affection — he  was,  with 
regard  to  such  ties,  indeed  of  the  family  of  the  faithful.  The  consciousness  of  his  infinite 
superiority  to  the  common  race  of  men,  and  of  his  own  fame  and  glory  as  a  Poet,  never  for 
a  moment  made  him  forget  the  humble  companions  of  his  obscure  life,  or  regard  with  a 
haughty  eye  any  face  that  had  ever  worn  towards  him  an  expression  of  benevolence.  The 
Smiths,  the  Muirs,  the  Browns,  and  the  Parkers,  were  to  him  as  the  Aikens,  the  Ballan- 
tynes,  the  Hamiltons,  the  Cunninghams,  and  the  Ainslies — these  as  the  Stewarts,  the 
Gregorys,  the  Blairs,  and  the  Mackenzies — these  again  as  the  Grahams  and  the  Erskines — 
and  these  as  the  Daers,  the  Glencairns,  and  the  other  men  of  rank  who  were  kind  to  him — 
all  were  his  friends — his  benefactors.  His  heart  expanded  towards  them  all,  and  throbbed 
with  gratitude.  His  eldest  son — and  he  has  much  of  his  father's  intellectual  power — bears 
his  own  Christian  name — the  others  are  James  Glencairn,  and  William  Nicol — so  called 
respectively  after  a  nobleman  to  whom  he  thought  he  owed  all — and  a  schoolmaster  to 
whom  he  owed  nothing — yet  equally  entitled  to  bestow — or  receive  that  honour. 

There  is  a  beautiful  passage  in  his  Second  Common  Place  Book,  showing  how  deeply  he 
felt,  and  how  truly  he  valued,  the  patronage  which  the  worthy  alone  can  bestow.  "  What 
pleasure  is  in  the  power  of  the  fortunate  and  happy,  by  their  notice  and  patronage,  to 
brighten  the  countenance  and  glad  the  heart  of  depressed  worth!  I  am  not  so  angry  with 
mankind  for  their  deaf  economy  of  the  purse.  The  goods  of  this  world  cannot  be  divided 
without  being  lessened;  but  why  be  a  niggard  of  that  which  bestows  bliss  on  a  fellow  crea- 
ture, yet  takes  nothing  from  our  own  means  of  enjoyment?  Why  wrap  ourselves  in  the 
cloak  of  our  better  fortune,  and  turn  away  our  eyes  lest  the  wants  and  cares  of  our  brother 
mortals  should  disturb  the  selfish  apathy  of  our  souls?"  What  was  the  amount  of  all  the 
kindness  shown  him  by  the  Earl  of  Glencairn?  That  excellent  nobleman  at  once  saw  that 
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he  was  a  great  genius, — gave  him  the  hand  of  friendship — and  in  conjunction  with  Sir  John 
"Whitefoord  got  the  members  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt  to  subscribe  for  guinea  instead  of  six 
shilling  copies  of  his  volume.  That  was  all — and  it  was  well.  For  that  Burns  was  as 
grateful  as  for  the  preservation  of  life. 

"  The  bridegroom  may  forget  the  bri<le 

Was  made  his  wedded  wife  yestreen ; 
The  monarch  may  forget  the  crown 

That  on  his  head  an  hour  hath  been ; 
The  mother  may  forget  the  child 

That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee; 
Bat  I'll  remember  tliee,  Glencaim, 

And  a'  that  thou  hast  done  for  me." 

He  went  into  mourning  on  the  death  of  his  benefactor,  and  desired  to  know  where  he  was 
to  be  buried,  that  he  might  attend  the  funeral,  and  drop  a  tear  into  his  grave. 

The  "  Lament  for  Glencairn"  is  one  of  the  finest  of  Elegies.  We  cannot  agree  with  those 
critics — some  of  them  of  deserved  reputation — who  have  objected  to  the  form  in  which  the 
poet  chose  to  give  expression  to  his  grief.  Imagination,  touched  by  human  sorrow,  loves  to 
idealize;  because  thereby  it  purifies,  elevates,  and  ennobles  realities,  without  impairing  the 
pathos  belonging  to  them  in  nature.  Many  great  poets — nor  do  we  fear  now  to  mention 
Milton  among  the  number — have  in  such  strains  celebrated  the  beloved  dead.  They  have 
gone  out,  along  with  the  object  of  their  desire,  from  the  real  living  world  in  which  they 
had  been  united,  and  shadowed  forth  in  imagery  that  bears  a  high  similitude  to  it,  all 
that  was  most  spiritual  in  the  communion  now  broken  in  upon  by  the  mystery  of  death. 
So  it  is  in  the  Lycidas — and  so  it  is  in  this  "  Lament."  Burns  imagined  an  aged  Bard 
giving  vent  to  his  sorrow  for  his  noble  master's  untimely  death,  among  the  "  fading  yellow 
woods,  that  wav'd  o'er  Lugar's  winding  stream."  That  name  at  once  awakens  in  us  the 
thought  of  his  own  dawning  genius;  and  though  his  head  was  yet  dark  as  the  raven's  wing, 
and  "  the  locks  were  bleached  white  with  time"  of  the  Apparition  evoked  with  his  wailing 
harp  among  "  the  winds  lamenting  thro*  the  caves,"  yet  we  feel  on  the  instant  that  the 
imaginary  mourner  is  one  and  the  same  with  the  real — that  the  old  and  the  young  are 
inspired  with  the  same  passion,  and  have  but  one  heart.  We  are  taken  out  of  the  present 
time,  and  placed  in  one  far  remote — yet  by  such  removal  the  personality  of  the  poet,  so  far 
from  being  weakened,  is  enveloped  in  a  melancholy  light  that  shows  it  more  endearingly  to 
our  eyes — the  harp  of  other  years  sounds  with  the  sorrow  that  never  dies — the  words  heard 
are  the  everlasting  language  of  affection — and  is  not  the  object  of  such  lamentation  aggran- 
dized by  thus  being  lifted  into  the  domain  of  poetry? 

"  I've  seen  sae  tnony  changefu'  years, 

On  earth  I  am  a  stranger  grown ; 
I  wander  in  the  ways  of  men, 

Alike  unknowing  and  unknown: 
Unheard,  unpitied,  unreliev'd, 

I  bear  alane  my  lade  o'  care, 
For  silent,  low,  on  beds  of  dust, 

Lie  a'  that  would  my  sorrows  share. 

"  And  last,  (the  sum  of  a'  my  griefs!) 

My  noble  master  lies  in  clay ; 
THE  FLOW'R  AMANG  OUR  BARONS  BOLD, 
His  COUNTRY'S  PRIDE,  HIS  COCXTUY'S  STAY." 


We  go  along  with  such  a  mourner  in  the  exaltation  of  the  character  of  the  mourned — great 
must  have  been  the  goodness  to  generate  such  gratitude — that  which  would  have  been  felt 

to  be  exaggeration,  if  expressed  in  a  form  not  thus  imaginative,  is  here  brought  within  our 
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unquestioning  sympathy— and  we  are  prepared  to  return  to  the  event  in  its  reality,  with 
undiminished  fervour,  when  Burns  re-appears  in  his  own  character  without  any  disguise,  and 
exclaims — 

"  Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,  my  harp, 

The  voice  of  woe  and  wild  despair ; 
Awake,  resound  thy  latest  lay, 

Then  sleep  in  silence  evermair! 
And  thou,  my  last,  best,  only  friend, 

That  fillest  an  untimely  tomb, 
Accept  this  tribute  from  the  bard 

Thou  brought  from  fortune's  mirkest  gloom, 

"  In  poverty's  low,  barren  vale, 

Thick  mists,  obscure,  involv'd  me  round; 
Though  oft  I  turn'd  the  wistful  eye, 

Nae  ray  of  fame  was  to  be  found: 
Thou  found'st  me,  like  the  morning  sun, 

That  melts  the  fogs  in  limpid  air, 
The  friendless  bard  and  rustic  song 

Became  alike  thy  fostering  care." 

The  Elegy  on  "  Captain  Matthew  Henderson" — of  whom  little  or  nothing  is  now  known 
—is  a  wonderfully  tine  flight  of  imagination,  but  it  wants,  we  think,  the  deep  feeling  of  the 
"  Lament."  It  may  be  called  a  Rapture.  Burns  says — "  It  is  a  tribute  to  a  man  I  loved 
much;"  and  in  "  The  Epitaph"  which  follows  it,  he  draws  his  character — and  a  noble  one 
it  is — in  many  points  resembling  his  own.  With  the  exception  of  the  opening  and  conclud- 
ing stanzas,  the  Elegy  consists  entirely  of  a  supplication  to  Nature  to  join  with  him  in 
lamenting  the  death  of  the  "  ae  best  fellow  ere  was  born;"  and  though  to  our  ears  there  is 
something  grating  in  that  term,  yet  the  disagreeableness  of  it  is  done  away  by  the  words 
immediately  following: 

"  Thee,  Matthew,  Nature's  sel'  shall  mourn, 

By  wood  and  wild, 
Where,  haply,  pity  strays  forlorn, 

By  man  exil'd." 

The  poet  is  no  sooner  on  the  wing,  than  he  rejoices  in  his  strength  of  pinion,  and  with  equal 
ease  soars  and  stoops.  We  know  not  where  to  look,  in  the  whole  range  of  poetry,  for  an 
Invocation  to  the  great  and  fair  objects  of  the  external  world,  so  rich  and  various  in  imagery, 
and  throughout  so  sustained;  and  here  again  we  do  not  fear  to  refer  to  the  Lycidas — and  to 
say  that  Robert  Burns  will  stand  a  comparison  with  John  Milton. 

"  But  oh,  the  heavy  change,  now  thou  art  gone, 
Now  thou  art  gone,  and  never  must  return ! 
Thee,  Shepherd,  thee  the  woods,  and  desert  caves, 
With  wild  thyme,  and  the  gadding  vine  o'ergrown, 
And  all  their  echoes  mourn: 
The  willows  and  the  hazel  copses  green 
Shall  now  no  more  be  seen, 
Fanning  their  joyous  leaves  to  thy  soft  lays. 
As  killing  as  the  canker  to  the  rose, 
Or  taint-worm  to  the  weanling-herds  that  graze, 
Or  frost  to  flowers,  that  their  gay  wardrobe  wear, 
When  first  the  white-thorn  blows; 
Such,  Lycidas,  thy  loss  to  shepherd's  ear. 
«*«•«* 

Return,  Sicilian  Muse, 
And  call  the  vales,  and  bid  them  hither  cast 
Then:  bells  and  flowerets  of  a  thousand  hues. 
Ye  valleys  low,  where  the  mild  whispers  use 
Of  shades,  and  wanton  winds,  and  gushing  brooks,. 
On  whose  fresh  lap  the  swart-star  sparely  looks, 
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Throw  hither  all  your  quaint  cnamell'd  eyes, 

That  on  the  green  turf  suck  the  honied  showers, 

And  purple  all  the  ground  with  venial  flowers. 

Bring  the  rath  primrose  that  forsaken  dies, 

The  tufted  crow-toe,  and  pale  jessamine, 

The  white  pink,  and  the  pansy  freak'd  with  jet, 

The  glowing  violet, 

The  musk-rose,  and  the  well-attir'd  woodbine. 

With  cowslips  wan  that  hang  the  pensive  head, 

And  every  flower  that  sad  embroidery  wears: 

Bid  amaranthus  all  his  beauty  shed, 

And  daffodillies  fill  their  cups  with  tears, 

To  strew  the  Laureat  herse  where  Lycid  lies. " 

All  who  know  the  u  Lycidas,"  know  how  impossible  it  is  to  detach  any  one  single  pas- 
sage from  the  rest,  without  marring  its  beauty  of  relationship — without  depriving  it  of  the 
charm  consisting  in  the  rise  and  fall — the  undulation — in  which  the  whole  divine  poem  now 
gently  and  now  magnificently  fluctuates.  But  even  when  thus  detached,  the  poetry  of  these 
passages  is  exquisite — the  expression  is  perfect — consummate  art  has  crowned  the  concep- 
tions of  inspired  genius — and  shall  we  dare  to  set  by  their  side  stanzas  written  by  a  plough- 
man? We  shall.  But  first  hear  "Wordsworth.  In  the  Excursion,  the  Pedlar  says — and 
the  Exciseman  corroborates  its  truth — 

"  The  poets  hi  their  elegies  and  hymns 
Lamenting  the  departed,  call  the  groves; 
They  call  upon  the  hills  and  streams  to  mourn; 
And  senseless  rocks;  nor  idly:  for  they  speak 
In  these  their  invocations  with  a  voice 
Of  human  passion." 

You  have  heard  Milton — hear  Burns — 

"  Ye  lulls,  near  neebors  o'  the  starns, 
That  proudly  cock  your  crested  cairns .' 
Ye  cliffs,  the  haunts  of  sailing  yearns, 

Where  echo  slumbers! 
Come  join  ye,  Nature's  sturdiest  bairns, 
My  wailing  numbers! 

"  Mourn,  ilka  grove  the  cushet  kens! 
Ye  haz'lly  shaws  and  briery  dens? 
Ye  burnies,  wimplin'  down  your  glens, 

Wi'  toddlin'  din, 
Or  foaming  strang,  wi'  hasty  stens, 

Frae  linn  to  linn! 

"  Mourn,  little  harebells  o'er  the  lea ; 
Ye  stately  foxgloves  fan-  to  see, 
Ye  woodbines,  hanging  bonnilie, 

In  scented  bow'rs; 
Ye  roses  on  your  thorny  tree, 

The  first  o'  flow'rs. 

"  At  dawn  when  ev'ry  grassy  blade 
Droops  with  a  diamond  at  its  head; 
At  ev'n,  when  beans  their  fragrance  shed, 

I'  th'  rustling  gale; 
Ye  maukins  whiddin  tliro'  the  glade, 

Come  join  my  wail. 

"  Mourn,  ye  wee  songsters  o'  the  wood; 
Ye  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud; 
Ye  curlews  calling  thro'  a  clud; 

Ye  whistling  plover; 

And  mourn,  ye  whirring  paitrick  brood! — 
He's  ganc  for  ever! 
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"  Mourn,  sooty  coots,  and  speckled  teals; 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watching  eels; 
Ye  duck  and  drake,  wi'  airy  wheels 

Circling  the  lake; 
Ye  bitterns,  till  the  quagmire  reels, 

Rair  for  his  sake. 

"  Mourn,  clam'ring  craiks  at  close  o'  day, 
'Mang  fields  o'  flow'ring  clover  gay; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annual  way 

Frae  our  cauld  shore, 
Tell  thae  far  worlds,  wha  lies  in  clay, 

Wham  ye  deplore. 

"  Ye  houlets,  frae  your  ivy  bow'r, 
In  some  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tow'r, 
What  time  the  moon,  wi'  silent  glow'r, 

Sets  up  her  horn, 
Wail  thro'  the  dreary  midnight  hour 

Till  waukrife  morn ! 

"  Oh,  rivers,  forests,  hills,  and  plains! 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  canty  strains : 
But  now,  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe? 
And  frae  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Maun  ever  flow. 

"  Mourn,  spring,  thou  darling  of  the  year! 
Ilk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear: 
Thou,  simmer,  while  each  corny  spear 
Shoots  up  its  head, 
Thy  gay,  green,  flow'ry  tresses  shear 

For  him  that's  dead. 

"  Thou  autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair, 
In  grief  thy  sallow  manfle  tear! 
Thou,  whiter,  hurling  thro'  the  air 

The  roaring  blast, 
Wide  o'er  the  naked  world  declare 

The  worth  we've  lost! 

"  Mourn  him,  thou  sun,  great  source  of  light! 
Mourn,  empress  of  the  silent  night! 
And  you,  ye  twinkling  starnies  bright, 

My  Matthew  mourn ! 
For  through  your  orbs  he's  ta'en  his  flight, 

Ne'er  to  return." 


Of  all  Burns's  friends  the  most  efficient  was  Graham  of  Fintry.  To  him  he  owed 
Excisemen's  diploma — settlement  as  a  gauger  in  the  District  of  Ten  Parishes,  when  he  was 
gudeman  at  Ellisland — translation  as  a  gauger  to  Dumfries — support  against  insidious  foes 
despicable  yet  not  to  be  despised  with  rumour  at  their  head — vindication  at  the  Excise 
Board — pro  loco  et  tempore  supervisorship — and  though  he  knew  not  of  it,  security  from 
dreaded  degradation  on  his  death-bed.  His  first  "  Epistle  to  Mr  Graham  of  Fintry,"  is  in 
the  style,  shall  we  say  it,  of  Dryden  and  Pope?  It  is  a  noble  composition;  and  these  fine, 
vigorous,  rough,  and  racy  lines  truly  and  duly  express  at  once  his  independence  and  his 
gratitude : 

"  Come,  thou  who  giv'st  with  all  a  courtier's  grace, 
Friend  of  my  life,  true  patron  of  my  rhymes! 
Prop  of  my  dearest  hopes  for  future  times. 
Why  shrinks  my  soul  half  blushing,  half  afraid, 
Backward,  abash'd,  to  ask  thy  friendly  aid? 
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I  know  my  need,  I  know  thy  giving  hand, 

T  crave  thy  friendship  at  thy  kind  command; 

But  there  are  such  -who  court  the  tuneful  nine — 

Heavens!  should  the  branded  character  be  mine! 

AVI  lose  verse  in  manhood's  pride  sublimely  flows, 

Yet  vilest  reptiles  in  their  begging  prose. 

Mark,  how  their  lofty  independent  spirit 

Soars  on  the  spurning  whig  of  injur'd  merit! 

Seek  not  the  proofs  in  private  life  to  find ; 

Pity,  the  best  of  words  should  he  but  wind ! 

So  to  heaven's  gates  the  lark's  shrill  song  ascends, 

But  groveling  on  the  earth  the  carol  ends. 

In  all  the  clam'rous  cry  of  starving  want. 

They  dun  benevolence  with  shameless  front ; 

Oblige  them,  patronize  then:  tinsel  lays, 

They  persecute  you  all  their  future  days! 

Eire  my  poor  soul  such  deep  damnation  stain, 

My  horny  fist  assume  the  plough  again ; 

The  pie-bald  jacket  let  me  patch  once  more; 

On  eiyhteen-jience  a-week  I've  liv'd  before. 

Tho"  thanks  to  heaven,  I  dare  even  that  last  shift ! 

I  trust,  meantime,  my  boon  is  in  thy  gift: 

That,  plac'd  by  thee  upon  the  wish'd-for  height, 

Where,  man  and  nature  fairer  in  her  sight, 

My  muse  may  imp  her  wing  for  some  sublimer  flight." 

Read  over  again  the  last  three  lines!  The  favour  requested  was  removal  from  the  labori- 
ous and  extensive  district  which  he  surveyed  for  the  Excise  at  Ellisland  to  one  of  smaller 
dimensions  at  Dumfries!  In  another  Epistle,  he  renews  the  request,  and  says  most  affect- 
ingly— 

"  I  dread  thee,  fate,  relentless  and  severe, 

With  all  a  poet's,  husband's,  father's  fear! 

Already  one  strong  hold  of  hope  is  lost, 

Glencairn,  the  truly  noble,  lies  in  dust ; 

(Fled,  like  the  sun  eclips'd  at  noon  appears, 

And  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears:) 

Oh!  hear  my  ardent,  grateful,  selfish  prayer! 

Fintry,  my  other  stay,  long  bless  and  spare! 

Thro'  a  long  life  his  hopes  and  wishes  crown; 

And  bright  in  cloudless  skies  his  sun  go  down! 

May  bliss  domestic  smooth  his  private  path, 

Give  energy  to  life,  and  soothe  his  latest  breath, 

With  many  a  filial  tear  circling  the  bed  of  death?" 

The  favour  was  granted — and  in  another  Epistle  was  requited  with  immortal  thanks. 

"  I  call  no  goddess  to  inspire  my  strains, 
A  fabled  muse  may  suit  a  bard  that  feigns; 
Friend  of  my  life !  my  ardent  spirit  burns, 
And  all  the  tribute  of  my  heart  returns, 
For  boons  accorded,  goodness  ever  new, 
The  gift  still  dearer,  as  the  giver,  you. 

"  Thou  orb  of  day!  thou  other  paler  light! 
And  all  ye  many  (sparkling  stars  of  night ; 
If  aught  that  giver  from  my  mind  efface, 
If  I  that  giver's  bounty  e'er  disgrace; 
Then  roll  to  me,  along  your  wandering  spheres, 
Only  to  number  out  a  villain's  years !" 

Love,  Friendship,  Independence,  Patriotism — these  were  the  perpetual  inspirers  of  his 
genius,  even  when  they  did  not  form  the  theme  of  his  effusions.  His  religious  feelings,  his 
resentment  against  hypocrisy,  and  other  occasional  inspirations,  availed  only  to  the  occasion 
on  which  they  appear.  But  these  influence  him  at  all  times,  even  while  there  is  not 
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whisper  about  them,  and  when  himself  is  unconscious  of  their  operation.  Every  thing  most 
distinctive  of  his  character  will  be  found  to  appertain  to  them,  whether  we  regard  him  as  a 
poet  or  a  man.  His  Patriotism  was  of  the  true  poetic  kind — intense — exclusive;  Scotland  and 
the  climate  of  Scotland  were  in  his  eyes  the  dearest  to  nature — Scotland  and  the  people  of 
Scotland  the  mother  and  the  children  of  liberty.  In  his  exultation,  when  a  thought  of 
foreign  lands  crost  his  fancy,  he  asked,  "What  are  they?  the  haunts  of  the  tyrant  and 
slave."  This  was  neither  philosophical  nor  philanthropical;  in  this  Burns  was  a  bigot.  And 
the  cosmopolite  may  well  laugh  to  hear  the  cottager  proclaiming  that  "  the  brave  Caledo- 
nian views  with  disdain"  spicy  forests  and  gold-bubbling  fountains  with  their  ore  and  their 
nutmegs — and  blessing  himself  in  scant  apparel  on  "  cauld  Caledonia's  blast  on  the  wave." 
The  doctrine  will  not  stand  the  scrutiny  of  judgment;  but  with  what  concentrated  power 
of  poetry  does  the  prejudice  burst  forth?  Let  all  lands  have  each  its  own  prejudiced, 
bigotted,  patriotic  poets,  blind  and  deaf  to  what  lies  beyond  their  own  horizon,  and  thus 
shall  the  whole  habitable  world  in  due  time  be  glorified.  Shakspeare  himself  was  never  so 
happy  as  when  setting  up  England,  in  power,  in  beauty,  and  in  majesty  above  all  the  king- 
doms of  the  earth. 

In  times  of  national  security  the  feeling  of  Patriotism  among  the  masses  is  so  quiescent 
that  it  seems  hardly  to  exist — in  their  case  national  glory  or  national  danger  awakens  it 
— and  it  leaps  up  armed  cap-a-pie.  But  the  sacred  fire  is  never  extinct  in  a  nation,  and  in 
tranquil  times  it  is  kept  alive  in  the  hearts  of  those  who  are  called  to  high  functions  in  the 
public  service — by  none  is  it  leeted  so  surely  as  by  the  poets.  It  is  the  identification  of 
individual  feeling  and  interest  with  those  of  a  community;  and  so  natural  to  the  human 
soul  is  this  enlarged  act  of  sympathy,  that  when  not  called  forth  by  some  great  pursuit, 
peril,  or  success,  it  applies  itself  intensely  to  internal  policy;  and  hence  the  animosities  and 
rancour  of  parties,  which  are  evidences,  nay  forms,  though  degenerate  ones,  of  the  Patriotic 
Feeling;  and  this  is  proved  by  the  fact  that  on  the  approach  of  common  danger,  party  dif- 
ferences in  a  great  measure  cease,  and  are  transmuted  into  the  one  harmonious  elemental  Love 
of  our  native  Land.  Burns  was  said  at  one  time  to  have  been  a  Jacobin  as  well  as  a  Jaco- 
bite; and  it  must  have  required  even  all  his  genius  to  effect  such  a  junction.  He  certainly 
wrote  some  so-so  verses  to  the  Tree  of  Liberty,  and  like  Cowper,  Wordsworth,  and  other 
great  and  good  men,  rejoiced  when  down  fell  the  Bastille.  But  when  there  was  a  talk  of 
taking  our  Island,  he  soon  evinced  the  nature  of  his  affection  for  the  French. 

"  Docs  haughty  Gaul  invasion  threat? 

Then  let  the  loons  beware,  Sir, 
There's  wooden  walls  upon  our  seas, 

And  volunteers  on  shore,  Sir. 
The  Nith  shall  run  to  Corsincon^ 

And  Criffel  sink  in  Solway, 
Ere  we  permit  a  foreign  foe 
On  British  ground  to  rally. 

Fall  de  rail,  &c. 

"  O  let  us  not  like  snarling  tykes 

In  wrangling  be  divided; 
Till  slap  come  in  an  unco  loon 

And  wi'  a  rung  decide  it. 
Be  Britain  still  to  Britain  true, 

Amang  oursels  united; 
For  never  but  by  British  hands 
Maun  British  wrangs  be  righted. 
Fall  de  rail,  &c 

"  The  kettle  o'  the  kirk  and  state, 
Perhaps  a  claut  may  fail  in't; 
But  diel  a  foreign  tinkler  loun 
Shall  ever  ca'  a  nail  in't. 
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Our  fathers'  bluid  the  kettle  bought, 

And  wha  wad  dare  to  spoil  it; 
By  heaven,  the  sacrilegious  dog 

Shall  fuel  be  to  boil  it. 

Fall  de  rail,  &o. 

"  The  wretch  that  wad  a  tyrant  own, 

And  the  wretch,  his  true-born  brother, 
Who  would  set  the  md>  aboon  the  t/trone, 

May  they  be  damn'd  together! 
AYho  will  not  sing,  '  God  save  the  King,' 

Shall  hang  as  high's  the  steeple; 
But  while  we  sing,  '  God  save  the  King,'" 
We'll  ne'er  forget  the  people. 

Fall  de  rail,"  &c. 

These  are  far  from  being  '  elegant*  stanzas — there  is  even  a  rudeness  about  them — but  'tis 
the  rudeness  of  the  Scottish  Thistle — a  paraphrase  of  "  nemo  me  impune  lacesset."  The 
staple  of  the  war-song  is  home-grown  and  home-spun.  It  flouts  the  air  like  a  banner  not 
idly  spread,  whereon  "  the  ruddy  Lion  ramps  in  gold."  Not  all  the  orators  of  the  day,  in 
Parliament  or  out  of  it,  in  all  their  speeches  put  together  embodied  more  political  wisdom, 
or  appealed  with  more  effective  power  to  the  noblest  principles  of  patriotism  in  the  British 
heart. 

*'  A  gentleman  of  birth  and  talents"  thus  writes,  in  1835,  to  Allan  Cunninghame,  "  Iwas 
at  the  play  in  Dumfries,  October  1792,  the  Caledonian  Hunt  being  then  in  town — the  play 
was  *  As  you  like  it' — Miss  Fontenelle,  Rosalind — when  *  God  save  the  king'  was  called 
for  and  sung;  we  all  stood  up  uncovered,  but  Burns  sat  still  in  the  middle  of  the  pit,  with 
his  hat  on  his  head.  There  was  a  great  tumult,  with  shouts  of  '  turn  him  out'  and  '  shame 
Burns!'  which  continued  a  good  while,  at  last  he  was  either  expelled  or  forced  to  take  off 
his  hat — /  forget  which."  And  a  lady  with  whom  Robert  Chambers  once  conversed, 
"  remembered  being  present  at  the  theatre  of  Dumfries,  during  the  heat  of  the  Revolution, 
when  Burns  entered  the  pit  somewhat  affected  by  liquor.  On  God  save  the  king  being 
struck  up,  the  audience  rose  as  usual,  all  except  the  intemperate  poet,  who  cried  for  Ca  ira. 
A  tumult  was  the  consequence,  and  Burns  was  compelled  to  leave  the  house."  "We  cannot 
believe  that  Burns  ever  was  guilty  of  such  vulgar  insolence — such  brutality;  nothing  else  at 
all  like  it  is  recorded  of  him — and  the  worthy  story-tellers  are  not  at  one  as  to  the  facts. 
The  gentleman's  memory  is  defective;  but  had  he  himself  been  the  offender,  surely  he 
would  not  have  forgot  whether  he  had  been  compelled  to  take  off  his  hat,  or  had  been 
jostled,  perhaps  only  kicked  out  of  the  play-house.  The  lady's  eyes  and  ears  were  sharper 
— for  she  saw  "  Burns  enter  the  pit  somewhat  affected  by  liquor,"  and  then  heard  him  "  cry 
for  Ca  ira."  By  what  means  he  was  "compelled  to  leave  the  house,"  she  does  not  say; 
but  as  he  was  "  sitting  in  the  middle  of  the  pit"  he  must  have  been  walked  out  very 
gently,  so  as  not  to  have  attracted  the  attention  of  the  male  narrator.  If  this  public  out- 
rage on  all  decorum,  decency,  and  loyalty,  had  been  perpetrated  by  Burns,  in  October,  one 
is  at  a  loss  to  comprehend  how,  in  December,  he  could  have  been  "  surprised,  confounded, 
and  distracted  by  Mr  Mitchell,  the  Collector,  telling  me  that  he  has  received  an  order  for 
your  Board  to  inquire  into  my  political  conduct,  and  blaming  me  as  a  person  disaffected  to 
government."  The  fact  we  believe  to  be  this — that  Burns,  whose  loyalty  was  suspected, 
had  been  rudely  commanded  to  take  off  his  hat  by  some  vociferous  time-servers — -just  as 
he  teas  going  to  do  go — that  the  row  arose  from  his  declining  to  uncover  on  compulsion,  and 
subsided  on  his  disdainfully  doffing  his  beaver  of  his  own  accord.  Had  he  cried  for  Ca  ira, 
he  would  have  deserved  dismissal  from  the  Excise;  and  in  his  own  opinion,  translation  to 
another  post — "  Wha  will  not  sing  God  save  the  king,  shall  hang  as  high's  the  steeple." 
TJie  year  before,  "  during  the  heat  of  the  French  Revolution,"  Burns  composed  his  grand 
war-song — "  Farewell,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth,  and  ye  skies,"  and  sent  it  to  Mrs 
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Dunlop  \iith  these  woftds:  "I  have  just  finished  the  following  song,  which  to  a  lady,  tho 
descendant  of  Wallace,  and  many  heroes  of  his  truly  illustrious  line — and  herself  the  mother 
of  several  soldiers— needs  neither  preface  nor  apology."  And  the  year  after,  he  composed 
"  The  Poor  and  Honest  Sodger,"  "  which  was  sung,"  says  Allan  Cuninghame,  "  in  every 
cottage,  village,  and  town.  Yet  the  man  who  wrote  it  was  supposed  by  the  mean  and  the 
spiteful  to  be  no  well-wisher  to  his  country!"  Why,  as  men,  who  have  any  hearts  at  all, 
love  their  parents  in  any  circumstances,  so  they  love  their  country,  be  it  great  or  small, 
poor  or  wealthy,  learned  or  ignorant,  free  or  enslaved;  and  even  disgrace  and  degradation 
will  not  quench  their  filial  affection  to  it.  But  Scotsmen  have  good  reason  to  be  proud  of 
their  country;  not  so  much  for  any  particular  event,  as  for  her  whole  historical  progress. 
Particular  events,  however,  are  thought  of  by  them  as  the  landmarks  of  that  progress ;  and 
these  are  the  great  points  of  history  "  conspicuous  in  the  nation's  eye."  Earlier  times  pre- 
sent "the  unconquered  Caledonian  spear;"  later,  the  unequal  but  generally  victorious  strug- 
gles with  the  sister  country,  issuing  in  national  independence;  and  later  still,  the  holy 
devotion  of  the  soul  of  the  people  to  their  own  profound  religious  Faith,  and  its  simple 
Forms.  Would  that  Burns  had  pondered  more  on  that  warfare!  That  he  had  sung  its 
final  triumph!  But  we  must  be  contented  with  his  "  Scots  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled;" 
and  with  repeating  after  it  with  him,  "  So  may  God  defend  the  cause  of  truth  and  liberty, 
as  he  did  that  day!  Amen!" 

Mr  Syme  tells  us  that  Burns  composed  this  ode  on  the  31st  of  July,  1793,  on  the  moor 
road  between  Kenmure  and  Gatehouse.  "  The  sky  was  sympathetic  with  the  wretchedness 
of  the  soil ;  it  became  lowering  and  dark — the  winds  sighed  hollow — the  lightning  gleamed 
— the  thunders  rolled.  The  poet  enjoyed  the  awful  scene — he  spoke  not  a  word — but 
seemed  wrapt  in  meditation.  In  a  little  while  the  rain  began  to  fall — it  poured  in  floods 
upon  us.  For  three  hours  did  the  wild  elements  rumble  their  bellyful  upon  our  defenceless 
heads."  That  is  very  fine  indeed;  and  "  what  do  you  think,"  asks  Mr  Syme,  "  Burns  was 
about?  He  was  charging  the  English  Army  along  with  Bruce  at  Bannockburn."  On  the 
second  of  August — when  the  weather  was  more  sedate — on  their  return  from  St  Mary's 
Isle  to  Dumfries  "  he  was  engaged  in  the  same  manner;"  and  it  appears  from  one  of  his 
own  letters,  that  he  returned  to  the  charge  one  evening  in  September.  The  thoughts,  and 
feelings,  and  images,  came  rushing  upon  him  during  the  storm — they  formed  themselves 
into  stanzas,  like  so  many  awkward  squads  of  raw  levies,  during  the  serene  state  of  the 
atmosphere — and  under  the  harvest  moon,  firm  as  the  measured  tread  of  marching  men, 
with  admirable  precision  they  wheeled  into  line.  This  account  of  the  composition  of  the 
Ode  would  seem  to  clear  Mr  Syme  from  a  charge  nothing  short  of  falsehood  brought  against 
him  by  Allan  Cunninghame.  Mr  Syme's  words  are,  "  I  said  that,  in  the  midst  of  the  storm, 
on  the  wilds  of  Kenmure,  Burns  was  rapt  in  meditation.  What  do  you  think  he  was  about? 
He  was  charging  the  English  army  along  with  Bruce  at  Bannockburn.  He  was  engaged  in 
the  same  manner  in  our  ride  home  from  St  Mary's  Isle,  and  I  did  not  disturb  him.  Next  day 
he  produced  me  the  Address  of  Bruce  to  his  troops,  and  gave  me  a  copy  to  Dalzell"  Nothing 
can  be  more  circumstantial;  and  if  not  true,  it  is  a  thumper.  Allan  says,  "  Two  or  three 
plain  words,  and  a  stubborn  date  or  two,  will  go  far  I  fear  to  raise  this  pleasing  legend  into 
the  regions  of  romance.  The  Galloway  adventure,  according  to  Syme,  happened  in  July; 
but  in  the  succeeding  September,  the  poet  announced  the  song  to  Thomson  in  these  words : 
"  There  is  a  tradition  which  I  have  met  with  in  many  places  in  Scotland  that  the  air  of 
*  Hey  tuttie  taittie'  was  Robert  Bruce's  march  at  the  Battle  of  Bannockburn.  This  thought, 
in  my  yesternight's  evening  walk,  warmed  me  to  a  pitch  of  enthusiasm  on  the  theme  of 
liberty  and  independence,  which  I  threw  into  a  kind  of  Scottish  ode — that  one  might  suppose 
to  be  the  royal  Scot's  address  to  his  heroic  followers  on  that  eventful  morning.  I  showed 
the  air  to  Urbani,  who  was  greatly  pleased  with  it,  and  begged  me  to  make  soft  verses  for 
it,  but  I  had  no  idea  of  giving  myself  any  trouble  on  the  subject  till  the  accidental  recollec- 
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tion  of  that  glorious  struggle  for  freedom,  associated  with  the  glowing  idea  of  some  other 
struggles  of  the  same  nature,  not  quite  so  ancient,  roused  up  my  rhyming  mania?"  Currie, 
to  make  the  letter  agree  with  the  legend,  altered  yesternights  evening  walk  into  'solitary 
wanderings.'  Burns  was  indeed  a  remarkable  man,  and  yielded  no  doubt  to  strange  impulses; 
but  to  compose  a  song  '  in  thunder,  lightning,  and  in  rain,'  intimates  such  self-posses- 
sion as  few  possess.  We  can  more  readily  believe  that  Burns  wrote  "  yesternight's  evening 
walk"  to  save  himself  the  trouble  of  entering  into  any  detail  of  his  previous  study  of  the 
subject,  than  that  Syme  told  a  downright  lie.  As  to  composing  a  song  in  a  thunder  storm, 
Cunninghame — who  is  himself  "  a  remarkable  man,"  and  has  composed  some  songs  worthy 
of  being  classed  with  those  of  Burns, — would  find  it  one  of  the  easiest  and  pleasantest  of 
feats;  for  lightning  is  among  the  most  harmless  vagaries  of  the  electric  fluid,  and  in  a  hilly 
country,  seldom  singes  but  worsted  stockings  and  sheep. 

Burns  sent  the  Address  in  its  perfection  to  George  Thomson — recommending  it  to  be  set 
to  the  old  air — "  Hey  tuttie  taittie" — according  to  Tradition, — who  cannot,  however,  be  rea- 
sonably expected  to  "  speak  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth" — 
Robert  Bruce's  march  at  the  Battle  of  Bannockburn.  A  committee  of  taste  sat  on  "  Hey 
tuttie  taittie"  and  pronounced  it  execrable.  "  I  happened  to  dine  yesterday,"  says  Mr 
Thomson,  "  with  a  party  of  your  friends,  to  whom  I  read  it.  They  were  all  charmed  with 
it ;  entreated  me  to  find  out  a  suitable  air  for  it,  and  reprobated  the  idea  of  giving  it  a  tune 
so  totally  devoid  of  interest  or  grandeur  as  '  Hey  tuttie  taittie?  Assuredly  your  partiality 
for  this  tune  must  arise  from  the  ideas  associated  in  your  mind  by  the  tradition  concerning 
it,  for  I  never  heard  any  person — and  I  have  conversed  again  and  again  with  the  greatest 
enthusiasts  for  Scottish  airs — I  say,  I  never  heard  any  one  speak  of  it  as  worthy  of  notice. 
I  have  been  running  over  the  whole  hundred  airs — of  which  I  have  lately  sent  you  the  list 
— and  I  think  Lewie  Gordon  is  most  happily  adapted  to  your  ode,  at  least  with  a  very 
slight  alteration  of  the  fourth  line,  which  I  shall  presently  submit  to  you.  Now  the  varia- 
tion I  have  to  suggest  upon  the  last  line  of  each  verse,  the  only  line  too  short  for  the  air,  is 
as  follows:  Verse  1st,  Or  to  glorious  victory.  2d.  Chains — chains  and  slavery.  3d,  Let  him, 
let  him  turn  and  flee.  4th,  Let  him  bravely  follow  me.  5th,  But  they  shall,  they  shall  be 
free.  6th,  Let  us,  let  us  do  or  die."  "  Glorious"  and  "  bravely,"  bad  as  they  are,  especially 
"  bravely,"  which  is  indeed  most  bitter  bad,  might  have  been  borne;  but  just  suppose  for  a 
moment,  that  Robert  Bruce  had,  on  addressing  his  army  "  on  the  morning  of  that  eventful 
day,"  come  over  again  in  that  odd  way  every  word  he  uttered,  "  chains — chains;"  "  let  him 
— let  him;"  "  they  shall — they  shall;"  "  let  us — let  us;"  why  the  army  would  have  thought 
him  a  Bauldy!  Action,  unquestionably,  is  the  main  point  in  oratory,  and  Bruce  might 
have  imposed  on  many  by  the  peculiar  style  in  which  it  is  known  he  handled  his  battle-axe, 
but  we  do  not  hesitate  to  assert  that  had  he  stuttered  in  that  style,  the  English  would  have 
won  the  day.  Burns  winced  sorely,  but  did  what  he  could  to  accommodate  Lewie  Gordon. 

"  The  only  line,"  said  Mr  T.,  "  which  I  dislike  in  the  whole  of  the  song  is  '  Welcome  to 
your  gory  bed.'  Would  not  another  word  be  preferable  to  '  welcome?'  "  „  Mr  T.  proposed 
"  honour's  bed;"  but  Burns  replied,  "  your  idea  of  '  honour's  bed'  is,  though  a  beautiful,  a 
hackneyed  idea;  so  if  you  please  we  will  let  the  line  stand  as  it  is."  But  Mr  T.  was  tena- 
cious— "  one  word  more  with  regard  to  your  heroic  ode.  I  think,  with  great  deference  to 
the  poet,  that  a  prudent  general  would  avoid  saying  any  thing  to  his  soldiers  which  might 
tend  to  make  death  more  frightful  than  it  is.  '  Gory '  presents  a  disagreeable  image  to 
the  mind;  and  to  tell  them  '  Welcome  to  your  gory  bed,'  seems  rather  a  discouraging 
address,  notwithstanding  the  alternative  which  follows.  I  have  shown  the  song  to  three 
friends  of  excellent  taste,  and  each  of  them  objected  to  this  line,  which  emboldens  me  to 
use  the  freedom  of  bringing  it  again  under  your  notice.  I  would  suggest  '  Now  prepare 
for  honour's  bed,  or  for  glorious  victory.' "  Quoth  Burns  grimly — "  My  ode  pleases  me  so 
much  that  I  cannot  alter  it.  Your  proposed  alteration  would,  in  my  opinion,  make  it  tame. 

xci 


_9  THE    GEMUS    AND    CHARACTER    OF    BURNS. 

I  have  scrutinized  it  over  and  over  again,  and  to  the  world,  some  way  or  other,  it  shall  go 
as  it  is  "  That  four  Scotsmen,  taken  seriatim  et  separatim—m  the  martial  ardour  of  their 
patriotic  souls  should  object  to  '  Welcome  to  your  gory  bed,'  from  an  uncommumcated 
apprehension  common  to  the  nature  of  them  all,  and  operating  like  an  instinct,  that  it  was 
fitted  to  frighten  Robert  Brace's  army,  and  make  it  take  to  its  heels,  leaving  the  cause 
of  Liberty  and  Independence  to  shift  for  itself,  is  a  coincidence  that  sets  at  defiance  the 
doctrine  of  chances,  proves  history  to  be  indeed  an  old  almanac,  and  national  character  an 
empty  name. 

"  Scots,  wha  liae  wi'  Wallace  bled, 

Scots,  wham  Bruce  has  aften  led,. 

Welcome  to  your  gory  bed, 
'  Or  to  victory. 

"  Now's  the  day,  and  now's  the  hour; 
See  the  front  o'  battle  lower; 
See  approach  proud  Edward's  power- 
Chains  and  slavery! 

"  Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave? 
Wha  can  nil  a  coward's  grave? 
Wha  sae  base  as  be  a  slave? 
Let  him  turn  and  flee! 

«  Wha  for  Scotland's  king  and  law 
Freedom's  sword  will  strongly  drays', 
Free-man  stand,  or  free-man  fa', 
Let  him  on  wi'  me! 

"  By  oppression's  woes  and  pains ! 
By  your  sons  in  servile  chains! 
We  will  drain  our  dearest  veins, 
But  they  shall  be  free ! 

"  Lay  the  proud  usurpers  low ! 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe! 
Liberty's  in  every  blow ! 
Let  us  do,  or  die!" 

All  Scotsmen  at  home  and  abroad  swear  this  is  the  grandest  Ode  out  of  the  Bible.  What 
if  it  be  not  an  Ode  at  all?  An  Ode,  however,  let  it  be;  then,  wherein  lies  the  power  it 
possesses  of  stirring  up  into  a  devouring  fire  the  perfermdum  ingenium  Scotorum?  The 
two  armies  suddenly  stand  before  us  in  order  of  battle — and  in  the  grim  repose  preceding 
the  tempest  we  hear  but  the  voice  of  Bruce.  The  whole  Scottish  army  hears  it — now 
standing  on  their  feet — risen  from  their  knees  as  the  Abbot  of  Inchchaffray  had  blessed 
them  and  the  Banner  of  Scotland  with  its  roots  of  Stone.  At  the  first  six  words  a  hollow 
murmur  is  in  that  wood  of  spears.  "  Welcome  to  your  gory  bed !"  a  shout  that  shakes  the 
sky.  Hush!  hear  the  king.  At  Edward's  name  what  a  yell!  "Wha  will  be  a  traitor 
knave?"  Mutterthg  thunder  growls  reply.  The  inspired  Host  in  each  appeal  anticipates 
the  Leader — yet  shudders  with  fresh  wrath,  as  if  each  reminded  it  of  some  intolerable  wrong. 
"  Let  us  do  or  die" — the  English  are  overthrown — and  Scotland  is  free. 

That  is  a  very  Scottish  critique  indeed — but  none  the  worse  for  that;  so  our  English 
friends  must  forgive  it,  and  be  consoled  by  Flodden.  The  Ode  is  sublime.  Death  and 
Life  at  that  hour  are  one  and  the  same  to  the  heroes.  So  that  Scotland  but  survive,  what 
is  breath  or  blood  to  them?  Their  being  is  in  their  country's  liberty,  and  with  it  secured 
they  will  live  for  ever. 

Our  critique  is  getting  more  and  more  Scottish  still;  so  to  rid  ourselves  of  nationality, 
we  request  such  of  you  as  think  we  over  laud  the  Ode  to  point  out  one  word  in  it  that 
would  be  better  away.  You  cannot.  Then  pray  have  the  goodness  to  point  out  one  word 
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missing  that  ought  to  have  been  there — please  to  insert  a  desiderated  stanza.  You  cannot. 
Then  let  the  bands  of  all  the  Scottish  regiments  play  "Hey  tuttie  taittie;"  and  the  two 
Dun-Edins  salute  one  another  with  a  salvo  that  shall  startle  the  echoes  from  Berwick-Law 
to  Benmore. 

Of  the  delight  with  which  Burns  laboured  for  Mr  Thomson's  Collection,  his  letters  contain 
some  lively  description.  "  You  cannot  imagine,"  says  he,  7th  April  1793,  "  how  much  this 
business  has  added  to  my  enjoyment.  What  with  my  early  attachment  to  ballads,  your 
book  and  ballad-making  are  now  as  completely  my  hobby  as  ever  fortification  was  my  uncle 
Toby's;  so  I'll  e'en  canter  it  away  till  I  come  to  the  limit  of  my  race  (God  grant  I  may  take 
the  right  side  of  the  winning  post),  and  then,  cheerfully  looking  back  on  the  honest  folks  with 
whom  I  have  been  happy,  I  shall  say  or  sing,  *  Sae  merry  as  we  a'  hae  been,'  and  raising 
my  last  looks  to  the  whole  human  race,  the  last  words  of  the  voice  of  Coila  shall  be,  '  Good 
night  and  joy  be  with  you  a'!'"  James  Gray  was  the  first,  who,  independently  of  every 
other  argument,  proved  the  impossibility  of  the  chsirges  that  had  too  long  been  suffered  to 
circulate  without  refutation  against  Burns' s  character  and  conduct  during  his  later  years,  by 
pointing  to  these  almost  daily  effusions  of  his  clear  and  unclouded  genius.  His  innumer- 
able Letters  furnish  the  same  best  proof;  and  when  we  consider  how  much  of  his  time 
was  occupied  by  his  professional  duties,  how  much  by  perpetual  interruption  of  visitors 
from  all  lands,  how  much  by  blameless  social  intercourse  with  all  classes  in  Dumfries  and 
its  neighbourhood,  and  how  frequently  he  suffered  under  constitutional  ailments  affecting 
the  very  seat  and  source  of  life,  we  cannot  help  despising  the  unreflecting  credulity  of  his 
biographers  who,  with  such  products  before  their  eyes,  such  a  display  of  feeling,  fancy,  ima- 
gination, and  intellect  continually  alive  and  on  the  alert,  could  keep  one  after  another,  for 
twenty  years,  in  doleful  dissertations  deploring  over  his  habits — most  of  them  at  the 
close  of  their  wearisome  moralizing  anxious  to  huddle  all  up,  that  his  countrymen  might  not 
be  obliged  to  turn  away  their  faces  in  shame  from  the  last  scene  in  the  Tragedy  of  the  Life 
of  Robert  Burns. 

During  the  four  years  Burns  lived  in  Dumfries  he  was  never  known  for  one  hour  to  be 
negligent  of  his  professional  duties.  We  are  but  imperfectly  acquainted  with  the  details  of 
the  business  of  a  ganger,  but  the  calling  must  be  irksome;  and  he  was  an  active,  steady, 
correct,  courageous  officer — to  be  relied  on  equally  in  his  conduct  and  his  accounts.  Josiah 
Walker,  who  was  himself,  if  we  mistake  not,  for  a  good  many  years  in  the  Customs  or 
Excise  at  Perth,  will  not  allow  him  to  have  been  a  good  gauger.  In  descanting  on  the 
unfortunate  circumstances  of  his  situation,  he  says  with  a  voice  of  authority,  "  his  superiors 
were  bound  to  attend  to  no  qualification,  but  such  as  was  conducive  tp  the  benefit  of  the 
revenue ;  and  it  would  have  been  equally  criminal  in  them  to  pardon  any  incorrectness  on 
account  of  his  literary  genius,  as  on  account  of  his  dexterity  in  ploughing.  The  merchant 
or  attorney  who  acts  for  himself  alone,  is  free  to  overlook  some  errors  of  his  clerk,  for  the 
sake  of  merits  totally  unconnected  with  business;  but  the  Board  of  Excise  had  no  power  to 
indulge  their  poetical  taste,  or  their  tenderness  for  him  by  whom  it  had  been  gratified,  at 
the  expense  of  the  public.  Burns  was  therefore  in  a  place  where  he  could  turn  his  peculiar 
endowments  to  little  advantage;  and  where  he  could  not,  without  injustice,  be  preferred  to 
the  most  obtuse  and  uninteresting  of  his  brethren,  who  surpassed  him  in  the  humble  recom- 
mendation of  exactness,  vigilance,  and  sobriety.  Attention  to  these  circumstances  might 
have  prevented  insinuations  against  the  liberality  of  his  superior  officers,  for  showing  so  little 
desire  to  advance  him,  and  so  little  indulgence  to  those  eccentricities  for  which  the  natural 
temperament  of  genius  could  be  pleaded.  For  two  years,  however,  Burns  stood  sufficiently 
high  in  the  opinion  of  the  Board,  and  it  is  surely  by  no  means  improper,  that  where  pro- 
fessional pretensions  are  nearly  balanced,  the  additional  claims  of  literary  talent  should  be 
permitted  to  turn  the  scale.  Such  was  the  reasoning  of  a  particular  member  of  the  Board — 
whose  taste  and  munificence  were  of  corresponding  extent,  and  who  saw  no  injustice  in  giving 
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some  preference  to  an  officer  who  could  write  permits  as  well  as  any  other,  and  poems  much 
^  better."  Not  for  worlds  would  we  say  a  single  syllable  derogatory  from  the  merits  of  the 
Board  of  Excise.  "We  respect  the  character  of  the  defunct;  and  did  we  not,  still  we 
should  have  the  most  delicate  regard  to  the  feelings  of  its  descendants,  many  of  whom  are 
probably  now  prosperous  gentlemen.  It  was  a  Board  that  richly  deserved,  in  all  its  deal- 
ings, the  utmost  eulogies  with  which  the  genius  and  gratitude  of  Josiah  "Walker  could 
brighten  its  green  cloth.  Most  criminal  indeed  would  it  have  been  in  such  a  Board — most 
wicked  and  most  sinful — "  to  pardon  any  incorrectness  on  account  of  Burns's  literary  genius, 
as  on  account  of  his  dexterity  in  ploughing."  Deeply  impressed  with  a  sense — approaching 
to  that  of  awe — of  the  responsibility  of  the  Board  to  its  conscience  and  its  country,  we  feel 
that  it  is  better  late  than  never,  thus  to  declare  before  the  whole  world,  A.D.  1840,  that 
from  winter  1791  to  summer  1796,  the  "Board  had  no  power  to  indulge  their  poetical 
taste,  or  then-  tenderness  for  him  by  whom  it  had  been  gratified,  at  the  expense  of  the 
public."  The  Board,  we  doubt  not,  had  a  true  innate  poetical  taste,  and  must  have  derived 
a  far  higher  and  deeper  delight  from  the  poems  than  the  permits  of  Burns;  nay,  we  are 
willing  to  believe  that  it  was  itself  the  author  of  a  volume  of  poetry,  and  editor  of  a  literary 
journal. 

But  surpassing  even  Josiah  "Walker  in  our  veneration  of  the  Board,  we  ask,  what  has  alf 
this  to  do  with  the  character  of  Burns?  Its  desire  and  its  impotency  to  promote  him  are 
granted ;  but  of  what  incorrectness  had  Burns  been  guilty,  which  it  would  have  been  crimi- 
nal in  the  Board  to  pardon?  By  whom,  among  the  "  most  obtuse  and  uninteresting  of  his 
brethren,"  had  he  been  surpassed  "  in  the  humble  recommendation  of  exactness,  vigilance, 
and  sobriety?"  Not  by  a  single  one.  Mr  Findlater,  who  was  Burns's  supervisor  from  his 
admission  into  the  Excise,  and  sat  by  him  the  night  before  he  died,  says,  "  In  all  that  time, 
the  superintendence  of  his  behaviour,  as  an  officer  of  the  revenue,  was  a  part  of  my  official 
province,  and  it  may  be  supposed  I  would  not  be  an  inattentive  observer  of  the  general  con- 
duct of  a  man  and  a  poet  so  celebrated  by  his  countrymen.  In  the  former  capacity  he  wag 
exemplary  in  his  attention,  and  was  even  jealous  of  the  least  imputation  on  his  vigilance. 
*  *  It  was  not  till  near  the  latter  end  of  his  days,  that  there  was  any  falling  off  in 
this  respect,  and  this  was  amply  accounted  for  in  the  pressure  of  disease  and  accumulating 
infirmities.  I  will  farther  avow,  that  I  never  saw  him — which  was  very  frequently  while 
he  lived  at  Ellisland — and  still  more  so,  almost  every  day,  after  he  removed  to  Dumfries, 
but  in  hours  of  business  he  was  quite  himself,  and  capable  of  discharging  the  duties  of  his 
office;  nor  was  he  ever  known  to  drink  by  himself,  or  ever  to  indulge  in  the  use  of  liquor 
on  a  forenoon.  I  have  seen  Burns  in  all  his  various  phases — in  his  convivial  moments — in  his 
sober  moods — and  in  the  bosom  of  his  family;  indeed,  I  believe  that  I  saw  more  of  him 
than  any  other  individual  had  occasion  to  see,  after  he  became  an  excise  officer,  and  I  never 
beheld  any  thing  like  the  gross  enormities  with  which  he  is  now  charged.  That  when  set 
down  on  an  evening  with  a  few  friends  whom  he  liked,  he  was  apt  to  prolong  the  social 
hour  beyond  the  bounds  which  prudence  would  dictate,  is  unquestionable;  but  in  his  family 
I  will  venture  to  say  he  was  never  otherwise  than  attentive  and  affectionate  to  a  high 
degree."  Such  is  the  testimony  of  the  supervisor  respecting  the  gauger;  and  in  that 
capacity  Burns  stands  up  one  of  its  very  best  servants  before  the  Board.  There  was  no 
call,  therefore,  for  Josiah's  Jeremiad.  But  our  words  have  not  been  wasted;  for  Burns's 
character  has  suffered  far  more  from  such  aspersions  as  these,  which,  easily  as  they  can  be 
wiped  away,  were  too  long  left  as  admitted  stains  on  his  memory,  than  from  definite  and 
direct  charges  of  specific  facts;  and  it  is  still  the  duty  of  every  man  who  writes  about  him, 
to  apply  the  spunge.  Nothing,  we  repeat,  shall  tempt  us  to  blame  or  abuse  the  Board. 
But  we  venture  humbly  to  confess  that  we  do  not  clearly  see  that  the  Board  would  have 
been  «  gratifying  its  tenderness  at  the  expense  of  the  public,"  had  it,  when  told  by  Burns 
•  o  that  he  was  dying,  and  disabled  by  the  hand  of  God  from  performing  actively  the  duties  of 
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his  temporary  supervisor-ship,  requested  its  maker  to  continue  to  him  for  a  few  months  his 
full  salary — seventy  pounds  a-year — instead  of  reducing  it  in  the  proportion  of  one  half — not 
because  he  was  a  genius,  a  poet,  and  the  author  of  many  immortal  productions — but  merely 
because  he  was  a  man  and  an  exciseman,  and  moreover  the  father  of  a  few  mortal  children, 
who  with  their  mother  were  in  want  of  bread. 

Gray,  whom  we  knew  well  and  highly  esteemed,  was  a  very  superior  man  to  honest 
Findlater — a  man  of  poetical  taste  and  feeling,  and  a  scholar— on  all  accounts  well  entitled 
to  speak  of  the  character  of  Burns;  and  though  there  were  no  bounds  to  his  enthusiasm 
when  poets  and  poetry  were  the  themes  of  his  discourse,  he  was  a  worshipper  of  truth,  and 
rightly  believed  that  it  was  best  seen  in  the  light  of  love  and  admiration.  Compare  his  bold, 
generous,  and  impassioned  eulogy  on  the  noble  qualities  and  dispositions  of  his  illustrious 
friend,  with  the  timid,  guarded,  and  represt  praise  for  ever  bordering  on  censure,  of  biogra- 
phers who  never  saw  the  poet's  face,  and  yet  have  dared  to  draw  his  character  with  the 
same  assurance  of  certainty  in  their  delineations  as  if  they  had  been  of  the  number  of  his 
familiars,  and  had  looked  a  thousand  times,  by  night  and  day,  into  the  saddest  secrets  of  his 
heart.  Far  better,  surely,  in  a  world  like  this,  to  do  more  rather  than  less  than  justice  to 
the  goodness  of  great  men.  No  fear  that  the  world,  in  its  final  judgment,  will  not  make 
sufficient  deductions  from  the  laud,  if  it  be  exaggerated,  which  love,  inspired  by  admiration 
and  pity,  delights  to  bestow,  as  the  sole  tribute  now  in  its  power,  on  the  virtues  of  departed 
genius.  Calumny  may  last  for  ages — we  had  almost  said  for  ever;  lies  have  life  even  in 
their  graves,  and  centuries  after  they  have  been  interred  they  will  burst  their  cerements, 
and  walk  up  and  down,  in  the  face  of  day,  undistinguishable  to  the  weak  eyes  of  mortals 
from  truths — till  they  touch ;  and  then  the  truths  expand,  and  the  lies  shrivel  up,  but  after 
a  season  to  reappear,  and  to  be  welcomed  back  again  by  the  dwellers  in  this  delusive 
world. 

"  He  was  courted,"  says  Gray,  "  by  all  classes  of  men  for  the  fascinating  powers  of  his 
conversation,  but  over  his  social  scene  uncontrolled  passion  never  presided.  Over  the  social 
bowl,  his  wit  flashed  for  hours  together,  penetrating  whatever  it  struck,  like  the  fire  from 
heaven;  but  even  in  the  hour  of  thoughtless  gaiety  and  merriment  I  never  knew  it  tainted 
by  indecency.  It  was  playful  or  caustic  by  turns,  following  an  allusion  through  all  its 
windings ;  astonishing  by  its  rapidity,  or  amusing  by  its  wild  originality  and  grotesque  yet 
natural  combinations,  but  never,  within  my  observation,  disgusting  by  its  grossness.  In  his 
morning  hours,  I  never  saw  him  like  one  suffering  from  the  effects  of  last  night's  intem- 
perance. He  appeared  then  clear  and  unclouded.  He  was  the  eloquent  advocate  of 
humanity,  justice,  and  political  freedom.  From  his  paintings,  virtue  appeared  more 
lovely,  and  piety  assumed  a  more  celestial  mien.  While  his  keen  eye  was  pregnant  with 
fancy  and  feeling,  and  his  voice  attuned  to  the  very  passion  which  he  wished  to  communi- 
cate, it  would  hardly  have  been  possible  to  conceive  any  being  more  interesting  and  delight- 
ful. The  men  with  whom  he  generally  associated  were  not  of  the  lowest  order. 
He  numbered  among  his  intimate  friends  many  of  the  most  respectable  inhabitants  of  Dum- 
fries and  the  vicinity.  Several  of  those  were  attached  to  him  by  ties  that  the  hand  of 
calumny,  busy  as  it  was,  could  never  snap  asunder.  They  admired  the  poet  for  his  genius, 
and  loved  the  man  for  the  candour,  generosity,  and  kindness  of  his  nature.  His  early  friends 
clung  to  him  through  good  and  bad  report,  with  a  zeal  and  fidelity  that  prove  their  disbelief 
of  the  malicious  stories  circulated  to  his  disadvantage.  Among  them  were  some  of  the  most 
distinguished  characters  in  this  country,  and  not  a  few  females,  eminent  for  delicacy,  taste, 
and  genius.  They  were  proud  of  his  friendship,  and  cherished  him  to  the  last  moment  of 
his  existence.  He  was  endeared  to  them  even  by  his  misfortunes,  and  they  still  retain  for 
his  memory  that  affectionate  veneration  which  virtue  alone  inspires." 

Gray  tells  us  too  that  it  came  under  his  own  view  professionally,  that  Burns  superin- 
tended the  education  of  his  children — and  promising  children  they  were,  nor  has  that 
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promise  been  disappointed — Avith  a  degree  of  care  that  he  had  never  known  surpassed  by 
any  parent  whatever;  that  to  see  him  in  the  happiest  light  you  had  to  see  him,  as  he 
often  did,  in  his  own  house,  and  that  nothing  could  exceed  the  mutual  affection  between 
husband  and  wife  in  that  lowly  tenement.  Yet  of  this  man,  Josiah  Walker,  who  claims 
to  have  been  his  friend  as  well  as  James  Gray,  writes,  "  soured  by  disappointment,  and 
stung  with  occasional  remorse,  impatient  of  finding  little  to  interest  him  at  home,  and  ren- 
dered inconstant  from  returns  of  his  hypochondriacal  ailment,  multiplied  by  his  irregular  life, 
lie  saw  the  difficulty  of  keeping  terms  with  the  world,  and  abandoned  the  attempt  in  a  rash 
and  regardless  despair  /" 

It  may  be  thought  by  some  that  we  have  referred  too  frequently  to  "Walker's  Memoir, 
perhaps  that  we  have  spoken  of  it  with  too  much  asperity,  and  that  so  respectable  a  per- 
son merited  tenderer  treatment  at  our  hands.  He  was  a  respectable  person,  and  for  that 
very  reason,  we  hope  by  our  strictures  to  set  him  aside  for  ever  as  a  biographer  of  Burns. 
He  had  been  occasionally  in  company  with  the  Poet  in  Edinburgh,  in  1787,  and  had  seen 
him  during  his  short  visit  at  Athol  house.  "  Circumstances  led  him  to  Scotland  in  Novem- 
ber 1795,  after  an  absence  of  eight  years,  and  he  felt  strongly  prompted"  to  visit  his  old 
friend:  for  your  common-place  man  immediately  becomes  hand  and  glove  with  your  man  of 
genius,  to  whom  he  has  introduced  himself,  and  ever  after  the  first  interview  designates 
him  by  that  flattering  appellation  "  my  friend."  "  For  this  purpose  I  went  to  Dumfries, 
and  called  upon  him  early  in  the  forenoon.  I  found  him  in  a  small  house  of  one  storey. 
He  was  sitting  in  a  window-seat  reading,  with  the  doors  open,  and  the  family  arrangements 
going  on  in  his  presence,  and  altogether  without  that  snugness  and  seclusion  which  a  student 
requires.  After  conversing  with  him  for  some  time,  he  proposed  a  walk,  and  promised  to 
conduct  me  through  some  of  his  favourite  haunts.  We  accordingly  quitted  the  town,  and 
wandered  a  considerable  way  up  the  beautiful  banks  of  the  Nith.  Here  he  gave  me  an 
account  of  his  latest  productions,  and  repeated  some  satirical  ballads  which  he  had  com- 
posed, to  favour  one  of  the  Candidates  at  last  election.  These  I  thought  inferior  to  his 
other  pieces,  though  they  had  some  lines  in  which  dignity  compensated  for  coarseness.  He 
repeated  also  his  fragment  of  an  Ode  to  Liberty,  with  marked  and  peculiar  energy,  and 
showed  a  disposition,  which,  however,  was  easily  repressed,  to  throw  out  political  remarks, 
of  the  same  nature  with  those  for  which  he  had  been  reprehended.  On  finishing  our  walk, 
he  passed  some  time  with  me  at  the  inn,  and  I  left  him  early  in  the  evening,  to  make  another 
visit  at  some  distance  from  Dumfries.  On  the  second  morning  after  I  returned  with  a 
friend — who  was  acquainted  with  the  poet — and  we  found  him  ready  to  pass  a  part  of  the 
day  with  us  at  the  inn.  On  this  occasion  I  did  not  think  him  quite  so  interesting  as  he  had 
appeared  at  the  outset.  His  conversation  was  too  elaborate,  and  his  expression  weakened 
by  a  frequent  endeavour  to  give  it  artificial  strength.  He  had  been  accustomed  to  speak 
for  applause  in  the  circles  which  he  frequented,  and  seemed  to  think  it  necessary,  in  making 
the  most  common  remark,  to  depart  a  little  from  the  ordinary  simplicity  of  language,  and 
to  couch  it  in  something  of  epigrammatic  point.  In  his  praise  and  censure  he  was  so  deci- 
sive, as  to  render  a  dissent  from  his  judgment  difficult  to  be  reconciled  with  the  laws  of 
good  breeding.  His  wit  was  not  more  licentious  than  is  unhappily  too  venial  in  higher 
circles,  though  I  thought  him  rather  unnecessarily  free  in  the  avowal  of  his  excesses.  Such 
were  the  clouds  by  which  the  pleasures  of  the  evening  were  partially  shaded,  but  frequent 
corruscations  of  genius  were  visible  between  them.  When  it  began  to  grow  late,  he  showed 
no  disposition  to  retire,  but  called  for  fresh  supplies  of  liquor  with  a  freedom  which  might 
be  excusable,  as  we  were  in  an  inn,  and  no  condition  had  been  distinctly  made,  though 
it  might  easily  have  been  inferred,  had  the  inference  been  welcome,  that  he  was  to  con- 
sider himself  as  our  guest;  nor  was  it  till  he  saw  us  worn  out,  that  he  departed  about  three 
in  the  morning  with  a  reluctance,  which  probably  proceeded  less  from  being  deprived  of  our 
company,  than  from  being  confined  to  his  own.  Upon  the  whole,  I  found  this  last  interview 
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not  quite  so  gratifying  as  I  had  expected;  although  I  discovered  in  his  conduct  no  errors 
which  I  had  not  seen  in  men  who  stand  high  in  the  favour  of  society,  or  sufficient  to  account 
for  the  mysterious  insinuations  which  I  heard  against  his  character.  He  on  this  occa- 
sion drank  freely  without  being  intoxicated — a  circumstance  from  which  I  concluded,  not 
only  that  his  constitution  was  still  unbroken,  but  that  he  was  not  addicted  to  solitary  cor- 
dials; for  if  he  had  tasted  liquor  in  the  morning,  he  must  have  easily  yielded  to  the  excess 
of  the  evening.  He  did  not,  however,  always  escape  so  well.  About  two  months  after, 
returning  at  the  same  unseasonable  hour  from  a  similar  revel,  in  which  he  was  probably 
better  supported  by  his  companions,  he  was  so  much  disordered  as  to  occasion  a  considerable 
delay  in  getting  home,  where  he  arrived  with  the  chill  of  cold  without,  and  inebriety 
within,"  £c. 

And  for  this  the  devotee  had  made  what  is  called  "  a  pilgrimage  to  the  shrine  of  genius" 
as  far  as  Dumfries!  Is  this  the  spirit  in  which  people  with  strong  propensities  for  poetry 
are  privileged  to  write  of  poets,  long  after  they  have  been  gathered  to  their  rest?  No  ten- 
derness— no  pity — no  respect — no  admiration — no  gratitude — no  softening  of  heart — no 
kindling  of  spirit — on  recollection  of  his  final  farewell  to  Robert  Burns!  If  the  interview 
had  not  been  satisfactory,  he  was  bound  in  friendship  to  have  left  no  record  of  it.  Silence 
in  that  case  was  a  duty  especially  incumbent  on  him  who  had  known  Burns  in  happier  times, 
when  "  dukes,  and  lords,  and  mighty  earls"  were  proud  to  receive  the  ploughman.  He 
might  not  know  it  then,  but  he  knew  it  soon  afterwards,  that  Burns  was  much  broken 
down  in  body  and  in  spirit. 

Those  two  days  should  have  worn  to  him  in  retrospect  a  mournful  complexion;  and  the 
more  so,  that  he  believed  Burns  to  have  been  then  a  ruined  man  in  character,  which  he  had 
once  prized  above  life.  He  calls  upon  him  early  in  the  afternoon,  and  finds  him  "  in  a  small 
house  of  one  storey,  (it  happened  to  have  two)  on  a  window-seat  reading,  with  the  doors 
open,  and  the  family  arrangements  going  on  in  his  presence."  After  eight  years'  absence 
from  Scotland,  did  not  his  heart  leap  at  the  sight  of  her  greatest  son  sitting  thus  happy  in 
his  own  humble  household?  Twenty  years  after,  did  not  his  heart  melt  at  the  rising  up  of 
the  sanctified  image?  No— for  the  room  was  "  altogether  without  that  appearance  of  snug  - 
ness  and  seclusion  which  a  student  requires!"  The  Poet  conducted  him  through  some  of 
his  beautiful  haunts,  and  for  his  amusement  let  off  some  of  his  electioneering  squibs,  which 
are  among  the  very  best  ever  composed,  and  Whiggish  as  they  are,  might  have  tickled  a 
Tory  as  they  jogged  along;  but  Jos  thought  them  "  inferior  to  his  other  pieces,"  and  so  no 
doubt  they  were  to  the  "  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,"  and  "  Scots  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled." 
Perhaps  they  walked  as  far  as  Lincluden — and  the  bard  repeated  his  famous  fragment  of 
an  "  Ode  to  Liberty" — with  "  marked  and  peculiar  energy."  The  listener  ought  to  have 
lost  his  wits,  and  to  have  leapt  sky-high.  But  he  who  was  destined  to  "  The  Defence  of 
Order,"  felt  himself  called  by  the  voice  that  sent  him  on  that  mission,  to  rebuke  the  bard  on 
the  banks  of  his  own  river — for  "  he  showed  a  disposition,  which,  however,  was  easily 
repressed,  to  throw  out  political  remarks,  of  the  same  nature  with  those  for  which  he  had 
been  reprehended,"  three  years  before  by  the  Board  of  Excise!  Mr  Walker  was  not  a 
Commissioner.  Burns,  it  is  true,  had  been  told  "  not  to  think ;"  but  here  was  a  favourable 
opportunity  for  violating  with  safety  that  imperial  mandate.  Woods  have  ears,  but  in 
their  whispers  they  betray  no  secrets — had  Burns  talked  treason,  'twould  have  been  pity  to 
stop  his  tongue.  The  world  is  yet  rather  in  the  dark  as  to  "  the  political  remarks  for 
which  he  had  been  reprehended,"  and  as  he  "  threw  out  some  of  the  same  nature,"  why  was 
the  world  allowed  to  remain  unenlightened?  What  right  had  Josiah  Walker  to  repress 
any  remarks  made  in  the  confidence  of  friendship,  by  Robert  Burns?  And  what  power? 
Had  Burns  chosen  it,  he  could  as  easily  have  squabashed  Josiah  as  thrown  him  into  the 
Nith.  He  was  not  to  be  put  down  by  fifty  such;  he  may  have  refrained,  but  he  was  tot 

repressed,  and  in  courtesy  to  his  companion,  treated  him  with  an  old  wife's  song. 
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The  record  of  the  second  day  is  shameful.  To  ask  any  person,  however  insignificant,  to 
your  inn,  and  then  find  fault  with  him  in  a  private  letter  for  keeping  you  out  of  bed, 
would  not  be  gentlemanly;  but  of  such  offence  twenty  years  after  his  death  publicly  to 
accuse  Burns!  No  mention  is  made  of  dinner — and  we  shrewdly  suspect  Burns  dined  at 
home.  However,  he  gave  up  two  days  to  the  service  of  his  friend,  and  his  friend's  friend, 
and  such  was  his  reward.  Why  did  not  this  dignified  personage  "  repress"  Burns's  licen- 
tious wit  as  well  as  his  political  opinions?  If  it  was  "  not  more  licentious  than  is  unhappily 
too  venial  in  higher  circles,"  why  mention  it  at  all?  What  were  the  "  excesses"  of  which 
he  was  unnecessarily  free  in  the  avowal?  They  could  not  have  regarded  unlawful  inter- 
course with  the  sex — for  "  they  were  not  sufficient  to  account  for  the  mysterious  insinuations 
against  his  character,"  all  of  which  related  to  women.  Yet  this  wretched  mixture  of  mean- 
ness, worldliness,  and  morality,  interlarded  with  some  liberal  sentiment,  and  spiced  with 
spite,  absolutely  seems  intended  for  a  vindication ! 

There  are  generally  two  ways  at  least  of  telling  the  same  story;  and  'tis  pity  we  have  not 
Burns's  own  account  of  that  long  sederunt.  It  is  clear  that  before  midnight  he  had  made 
the  discovery  that  his  right  and, his  left  hand  assessor  were  a  couple  of  solemn  blockheads, 
and  that  to  relieve  the  tedium,  he  kept  plying  them  with  all  manner  of  bams.  Both  gen- 
tlemen were  probably  in  black,  and  though  laymen,  decorous  as  deacons  on  religion  and 
morality — defenders  of  the  faith — sententious  champions  of  Church  and  State.  It  must 
have  been  amusing  to  see  them  gape.  Nobody  ever  denied  that  Burns  always  conducted 
himself  with  the  utmost  propriety  in  presence  of  those  whom  he  respected  for  their  genius, 
their  learning,  or  their  worth.  Without  sacrificing  an  atom  of  his  independence,  how  deferen- 
tial, nay,  how  reverential  was  he  in  his  behaviour  to  Dugald  Stewart!  Had  he  and  Dr 
Blair  entertained  Burns  as  their  guest  in  that  inn,  how  delightful  had  been  the  evening's 
record!  No  such  "  licentious  wit  as  is  unhappily  too  venial  in  higher  circles,"  would  have 
flowed  from  his  lips — no  "  unnecessarily  free  avowal  of  his  excesses."  He  would  have 
delighted  the  philosopher  and  the  divine  with  his  noble  sentiments  as  he  had  done  of  old-^ 
the  illustrious  Professor  would  have  remembered  and  heard  again  the  beautiful  eloquence 
that  charmed  him  on  the  Braid-hills.  There  can  be  nothing  unfair  surely  in  the  conjecture, 
that  these  gentlemen  occasionally  contributed  a  sentence  or  two  to  the  stock  of  conversa- 
tion. They  were  entertaining  Burns,  and  good  manners  must  have  induced  them  now  and 
then  "  here  to  interpose"  with  a  small  smart  remark — sentiment  facete — or  unctuous  anec- 
dote. Having  lived  in  "  higher  circles,"  and  heard  much  of  "  the  licentious  wit  unhappily 
too  venial  there,"  we  do  not  well  see  how  they  could  have  avoided  giving  their  guest  a  few 
specimens  of  it.  Grave  men  are  often  gross — and  they  were  both  grave  as  ever  was  earthen 
ware.  Such  wit  is  the  most  contagious  of  any;  and  "budge  doctors  of  the  Stoic  fur,"  then 
express  "  Fancies"  that  are  any  thing  but  "  Chaste  and  Noble."  Who  knows  but  that 
they  were  driven  into  indecency  by  the  desperation  of  self-defence — took  refuge  in  repartee 
— and  fought  the  ganger  with  his  own  rod?  That  Burns,  in  the  dead  silence  that  ever  and 
anon  occurred,  should  have  called  for  "  fresh  supplies  of  liquor,"  is  nothing  extraordinary. 
For  there  is  not  in  nature  or  in  art  a  sadder  spectacle  than  an  empty  bottle  standing  in  the 
centre  of  a  circle,  equidistant  from  three  friends,  one  of  whom  had  returned  to  his  native 
land  after  a  yearning  absence  of  eight  years,  another  anonymous,  and  the  third  the  author  of 
"  Scotch  Drink"  and  the  "  Earnest  Cry."  Josiah  more  than  insinuates  that  he  himself  shy'd 
the  bottle.  We  more  than  doubt  it — we  believe  that  for  some  hours  he  turned  up  his  little 
finger  as  frequently  as  Burns.  He  did  right  to  desist  as  soon  as  he  had  got  his  dose,  and  of 
that  he  was  not  only  the  best  but  the  only  judge;  he  appears  to  have  been  sewn  up  "when 
it  began  to  grow  late;"  Burns  was  sober  as  a  lark  "about  three  in  the  morning."  It  is 
likely  enough  that  "  about  two  months  after,  Burns  was  better  supported  by  his  companions 
at  a  similar  revel" — so  much  better  indeed  in  every  way  that  the  revel  was  dissimilar;  but 
we  cling  to  our  first  belief,  that  the  two  gentlemen  in  black  drank  as  much  as  could 
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have  been  reasonably  expected  of  them — that  is,  as  much  as  they  could  hold: — had  they 
attempted  more,  there  is  no  saying  what  might  have  been  the  consequences.  And  we  still 
continue  to  think,  too,  that  none  but  a  heartless  man,  or  a  man  whose  heart  had  been  puffed 
up  like  a  bladder  with  vanity,  would  have  tagged  to  the  tail  of  his  pitiful  tale  of  that  night, 
that  cruel  statement  about  "  cold  without,  and  inebriety  within,"  which  was  but  the  tittle- 
tattle  of  gossiping  tradition,  and  most  probably  a  lie. 

This  is  the  proper  way  to  treat  all  such  memorabilia — with  the  ridicule  of  contempt 
and  scorn.  Refute  falsehood  first,  and  then  lash  the  fools  that  utter  it.  Much  of  the 
obloquy  that  so  long  rested  on  the  memory  of  our  great  National  Poet  originated  in  frivolous 
hearsays  of  his  life  and  conversation,  which  in  every  telling  lost  some  portion  of  whatever 
truth  might  have  once  belonged  to  them,  and  acquired  at  least  an  equal  portion  of  false- 
hood, till  they  became  unmixed  calumnies — many  of  them  of  the  blackest  kind — got  into 
print,  which  is  implicitly  believed  by  the  million — till  the  simple  story,  which,  as  first 
told,  had  illustrated  some  interesting  trait  of  his  character  or  genius,  as  last  told,  redounded 
to  his  disgrace,  and  was  listened  to  by  the  totally  abstinent  with  uplifted  eyes,  hands,  and 
bhoulders,  as  an  anecdote  of  the  dreadful  debaucheries  of  Robert  Burns. 

That  he  did  sometimes  associate,  while  in  Edinburgh,  with  persons  not  altogether  worthy 
of  him,  need  not  be  denied,  nor  wondered  at,  for  it  was  inevitable.  He  was  not  for  ever 
beset  with  the  consciousness  of  his  own  supereminence.  Prudence  he  did  not  despise,  and 
he  has  said  some  strong  things  in  her  praise;  but  she  was  not,  in  his  system  of  morality, 
the  Queen  of  Virtues.  His  genius,  so  far  from  separating  him  from  any  portion  of  his  kind, 
impelled  him  towards  humanity,  without  fear  and  without  suspicion.  No  saint  or  prude 
was  he  to  shun  the  society  of  "  Jolly  companions  every  one."  Though  never  addicted  to 
drinking,  he  had  often  set  the  table  in  a  roar  at  Tarbolton,  Mauchline,  Kirkoswald,  Irvine 
and  Ayr,  and  was  he  all  at  once  to  appear  in  the  character  of  dry  Quaker  in  Edinburgh? 
Were  the  joys  that  circle  round  the  flowing  bowl  to  be  interdicted  to  him  alone,  the  wittiest, 
the  brightest,  the  most  original,  and  the  most  eloquent  of  all  the  men  of  his  day?  At 
Ellisland  we  know  for  certain,  that  his  domestic  life  was  temperate  and  sober;  and  that 
beyond  his  own  doors,  his  convivialities  among  "  gentle  and  semple,"  though  not  unfrequent, 
were  not  excessive,  and  left  his  character  without  any  of  those  deeper  stains  with  which  it 
has  been  since  said  to  have  been  sullied.  It  is  for  ever  to  be  lamented  that  he  was  more 
dissipated  at  Dumfries — how  much  more — and  under  what  stronger  temptations  can  be 
told  in  not  many  words.  But  every  glass  of  wine  "  or  stouter  cheer"  he  drank — like  mero 
ordinary  men  too  fond  of  the  festive  hour — seems  to  have  been  set  down  against  him  as  a 
separate  sin;  and  the  world  of  fashion,  and  of  philosophy  too,  we  fear,  both  of  which  used 
him  rather  scurvily  at  last,  would  not  be  satisfied  unless  Burns  could  be  made  out —  a 
drunkard!  Had  he  not  been  such  a  wonderful  man  in  conversation,  he  might  have  enjoyed 
unhurt  the  fame  of  his  poetry.  But  what  was  reading  his  poetry,  full  as  it  is  of  mirth  and 
pathos,  to  hearing  the  Poet!  When  all  were  desirous  of  the  company  of  a  man  of  such 
genius  and  such  dispositions,  was  it  in  human  nature  to  be  always  judicious  in  the  selection 
or  rejection  of  associates?  His  deepest  and  best  feelings  he  for  the  most  part  kept  sacred 
for  communion  with  those  who  were  held  by  him  hi  honour  as  well  as  love.  But  few 
were  utterly  excluded  from  the  cordiality  of  one  who,  in  the  largeness  of  his  heart,  could 
sympathise  with  all,  provided  he  could  but  bring  out,  by  the  stroke  of  the  keen-tempered 
steel  of  his  own  nature,  some  latent  spark  of  humanity  from  the  flint  of  theirs;  and  it  is  easy 
to  see  with  what  dangers  he  thus  must  have  been  surrounded,  when  his  genius  and  humour, 
his  mirth  and  glee,  his  fun  and  frolic,  and  all  the  outrageous  merriment  of  his  exhilarated  or 
maddened  imagination  came  to  be  considered  almost  as  common  property  by  all  who  chose 
to  introduce  themselves  to  Robert  Burns,  and  thought  themselves  entitled  to  do  so  because 
they  could  prove  they  had  his  poems  by  heart.  They  sent  for  the  ganger,  and  the  ganger 
came.  A  prouder  man  breathed  not,  but  he  had  never  been  subjected  to  the  ceremonial  of 
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manners,  the  rule  of  artificial  life;  and  he  was  ready,  at  all  times,  to  grasp  the  hand  held 
out  in  friendship,  to  go  when  a  message  said  come,  for  he  knew  that  his  "low  roof'd  house" 
was  honoured  because  by  his  genius  he  had  greatly  glorified  his  people. 

We  have  seen,  from  one  characteristic  instance,  how  shamefully  his  condescension  must 
often  have  been  abused;  and  no  doubt  but  that  sometimes  he  behaved  imprudently  in  such 
parties,  and  incurred  the  blame  of  intemperance.  Frequently  must  he  have  joined  them 
with  a  heavy  heart!  How  little  did  many  not  among  the  worst  of  those  who  stupidly 
stared  at  the  "  wondrous  guest,"  understand  of  his  real  character!  How  often  must  they 
have  required  mirth  from  him  in  his  melancholy,  delight  in  his  despair!  The  coarse  buf- 
foon ambitious  to  show  off  before  the  author  of  "  Tarn  o'  Shanter"  and  "  The  Holy  Fair" — 
how  could  it  enter  into  his  fat  heart  to  conceive,  in  the  midst  of  his  own  roaring  ribaldry, 
that  the  fire-eyed  son  of  genius  was  ti  hypochondriac,  sick  of  life !  Why  such  a  fellow  would 
think  nothing  next  morning  of  impudently  telling  his  cronies  that  on  the  whole  he  had 
been  disappointed  in  the  Poet.  Or  in  another  key,  forgetting  that  the  Poet,  who  continued 
to  sit  late  at  a  tavern  table,  need  own  no  relationship  but  that  of  time  and  place  with  the 
proser  who  was  lying  resignedly  under  it,  the  drunkard  boasts  all  over  the  city  of  the  glo- 
rious night  he  had  had  with  BURNS. 

But  of  the  multitudes  who  thus  sought  the  society  of  Burns,  there  must  have  been  many 
in  every  way  qualified  to  enjoy  it.  His  fame  had  crossed  the  Tweed;  and  though  a  know- 
ledge of  his  poetry  could  not  then  have  been  prevalent  over  England,  he  had  ardent  admirers 
among  the  most  cultivated  classes,  before  whose  eyes,  shadowed  in  a  language  but  imper- 
fectly understood,  had  dawned  a  new  and  beautiful  world  of  rustic  life.  Young  men  of 
generous  birth,  and  among  such  lovers  of  genius  some  doubtless  themselves  endowed  with 
the -precious  gift,  acquainted  with  the  clod-hoppers  of  their  own  country,  longed  to  behold 
the  prodigy  who  had  stalked  between  the  stilts  of  the  plough  in  moods  of  tenderest  or  loftiest 
inspiration;  and  it  is  pleasing  to  think  that  the  Poet  was  not  seldom  made  happy  by  such 
visitors — that  they  carried  back  with  them  to  their  own  noblest  land  a  still  deeper  impres- 
sion of  the  exalted  worth  of  the  genius  of  Caledonia.  Nor  did  the  gold  coin  of  the  genius 
of  Burns  sustain  any  depreciation  during  his  life  time  in  his  own  country.  He  had  that  to 
comfort  him — that  to  glory  in  till  the  last;  and  in  his  sorest  poverty,  it  must  have  been  his 
exceeding  great  reward.  Ebenezer  Elliot  has  nobly  expressed  that  belief — and  coupled 
with  it — as  we  have  often  done — the  best  vindication  of  Scotland — • 

"  BUT  SHALL  IT  OF  OUR  SIRES  BE  TOLD 

THAT  THEY  THEIR  BROTHER  POOR  FORSOOK? 
No!  FOR  THEY  GAVE  HIM  MORE  THAN  GOLD; 
THEY  READ  THE  BRAVE  MAN'S  BOOK." 

What  happens  during  their  life — more  or  less — to  all  eminent  men — happened  to  Burns. 
Thinking  on  such  things,  one  sometimes  cannot  help  believing  that  man  hates  to  honour 
man,  till  the  power  in  which  miracles  have  been  wrought  is  extinguished  or  withdrawn — 
and  then,  when  jealousy,  envy,  and  all  uncharitableness  of  necessity  cease,  we  confess  its 
grandeur,  bow  down  to  it,  and  worship  it.  But  who  were  they  who  in  his  own  country 
continued  most  steadfastly  to  honour  his  genius  and  himself — all  through  what  have  been 
called — truly  in  some  respects—  falsely  in  others — his  dark  days  in  Dumfries — and  on  to  his 
death?  Not  lords  and  earls — not  lawyers  and  wits — not  philosophers  and  doctors — though 
among  the  nobility  and  gentry — among  the  classes  of  leisure  and  of  learning  he  had  friends 
who  wished  him  well,  and  were  not  indisposed  to  serve  him;  not  the  male  generation  of 
critics — not  the  literary  prigs  epicene — not  of  decided  sex  the  blues  celestial— though  many 
penods  were  rounded  among  them  upon  the  Ayrshire  ploughman ;.  but  the  MEN  OF  HIS 
OWN  ORDER,  with  their  wives  and  daughters— shepherds,  and  herdsmen,  and  ploughmen — 
delvers  and  ditchers — lowers  of  wood  and  drawers  of  water — soldiers  and  sailors — whether 
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regulars,  militia,  fencibles,  volunteers — on  board  king's  or  merchants'  ship  "  far  far  at  sea' 
or  dirt  gabbert — within  a  few  yards  of  the  land  on  either  side  of  the  Clyde  or  the  Cart — 
the  WORKING  PEOPLE — whatever  the  instrument  of  their  toil — they  patronized  Burns  then 
— they  patronize  him  now — they  would  not  have  hurt  a  hair  of  his  head — they  will  not 
hear  of  any  dishonour  to  his  dust — they  know  well  what  it  is  to  endure,  to  yield,  to  enjoy, 
and  to  suffer — and  the  memory  of  their  own  bard  will  be  hallowed  for  ever  among  the 
brotherhood  like  a  religion. 

In  Dumfries — as  in  every  other  considerable  town  in  Scotland — and  we  might  add  Eng- 
land— it  was  then  customary,  you  know,  with  the  respectable  inhabitants,  to  pass  a  convi- 
vial hour  or  two  of  an  evening  in  some  decent  tavern  or  other — and  Burns's  hmrf  was  the 
Globe,  kept  by  honest  Mrs  Hyslop,  who  had  a  sonsie  sister,  "  Anna  wi'  the  gowden  locks," 
the  heroine  of  what  in  his  fond  deceit  he  thought  was  the  best  of  all  his  songs.  The 
worthy  towns-folk  did  not  frequent  bar,  or  parlour,  or  club-room — at  least  they  did  not 
think  they  did — from,  a  desire  for  drink;  though  doubtless  they  often  took  a  glass  more 
than  they  intended,  nay  sometimes  even  two;  and  the  prevalence  of  such  a  system  of 
social  life,  for  it  was  no  less,  must  have  given  rise,  with  others  beside  the  predisposed,  to 
very  hurtful  habits.  They  met  to  expatiate  and  confer  on  state  affairs — to  read  the  news- 
papers— to  talk  a  little  scandal — and  so  forth — and  the  result  was,  we  have  been  told, 
considerable  dissipation.  The  system  was  not  excellent;  dangerous  to  a  man  whose  face 
was  always  more  than  welcome;  without  whom  there  was  wanting  the  evening  or  the 
morning  star.  Burns  latterly  indulged  too  much  in  such  compotations,  and  sometimes 
drank  more  than  was  good  for  him ;  but  not  a  man  now  alive  in  Dumfries  ever  saw  him 
intoxicated;  and  the  survivors  all  unite  in  declaring  that  he  cared  not  whether  the  stoup 
were  full  or  empty,  so  that  there  were  conversation — argumentative  or  declamatory,  narra- 
tive or  anecdotal,  grave  or  gay,  satirical  or  sermonic;  nor  would  any  of  them  have  hoped  to 
see  the  sun  rise  again  in  this  world,  had  Burns  portentously  fallen  asleep.  They  had  much 
better  been,  one  and  all  of  them,  even  on  the  soberest  nights,  at  their  own  firesides,  or  in 
their  beds,  and  orgies  that  seemed  moderation  itself  in  a  howft  would  have  been  felt  outra- 
geous at  home.  But  the  blame,  whatever  be  its  amount,  must  not  be  heaped  on  the  head 
of  Burns,  while  not  a  syllable  has  ever  been  said  of  the  same  enormities  steadily  practised 
for  a  series  of  years  by  the  dignitaries  of  the  borough,  who  by  themselves  and  friends  were 
opined  to  have  been  from  youth  upwards  among  the  most  sober  of  the  children  of  Adam. 
Does  any  body  suppose  that  Burns  would  have  addicted  himself  to  any  meetings  considered 
disreputable — or  that,  had  he  lived  now,  he  would  have  frequented  any  tavern,  except 
perhaps  some  not  unfavoured  one  in  the  airy  realms  of  imagination,  and  built  among  the 
clouds? 

Malicious  people  would  not  have  ventured  during  his  lifetime,  in  underhand  and  under- 
toned  insinuations,  to  whisper  away  Burns's  moral  character,  nor  would  certain  memorialists 
have  been  so  lavish  of  their  lamentations  and  regrets  over  his  evil  habits,  had  not  his  poli- 
tical principles  during  his  later  years  been  such  as  to  render  him  with  many  an  object  of 
suspicion  equivalent,  in  troubled  times,  to  fear  and  hatred.  A  revolution  that  shook  the 
foundations  on  which  so  many  old  evils  and  abuses  rested,  and  promised  to  restore  to  millions 
their  natural  liberties,  and  by  that  restoration  to  benefit  all  mankind,  must  have  agitated 
his  imagination  to  a  pitch  of  enthusiasm  far  beyond  the  reach  of  ordinary  minds  to  con- 
ceive, who  nevertheless  thought  it  no  presumption  on  their  part  to  decide  dogmatically  on 
the  highest  questions  in  political  science,  the  solution  of  which,  issuing  in  terrible  practice, 
had  upset  one  of  the  most  ancient,  and  as  it  had  been  thought,  one  of  the  firmest  of  thrones. 
No  wonder  that  with  his  eager  and  earnest  spirit  for  ever  on  his  lips,  he  came  to  be 
reputed  a  Democrat.  Dumfries  was  a  Tory  town,  and  could  not  tolerate  a  revolutionary — 
the  term  was  not  in  use  then — a  Radical  Exciseman.  And  to  say  the  truth,  the  idea 
have  been  not  a  little  alarming  to  weak  nerves,  of  Burns  a?  a  demagogue.  With  .such 


THE  GENIUS  AND  CHARACTER  OF  BURNS. 

eyes  and  9uch  a  tongue  lie  would  have  proved  a  formidable  Man  of  the  People.  It  is  cer- 
tain that  he  spoke  and  wrote  rashly  and  reprehensibly — and  deserved  a  caution  from  the 
Board.  But  not  such  tyrannical  reproof;  and  perhaps  it  was  about  as  absurd  in  the  Board 
to  order  Burns  not  to  think,  as  it  would  have  been  in  him  to  order  it  to  think,  for  think- 
ing comes  of  nature,  and  not  of  institution,  and  'tis  about  as  difficult  to  control  as  to 
create  it.  He  defended  himself  boldly,  and  like  a  man  conscious  of  harbouring  in  his 
bosom  no  evil  wish  to  the  State.  "  In  my  defence  to  their  accusations  I  said,  that  what- 
ever might  be  my  sentiments  of  republics,  ancient  or  modern,  as  to  Britain  I  abjured  the 
idea;  that  a  constitution,  which,  in  its  original  principles,  experience  had  proved  to  be  in 
every  way  fitted  for  our  happiness  in  society,  it  would  be  insanity  to  sacrifice  to  an  untried 
visionary  theory; — that  in  consideration  of  my  being  situated  in  a  department,  however 
humble,  immediately  in  the  hands  of  people  in  power,  I  had  forborne  taking  an  active 
part,  either  personally  or  as  an  author,  in  the  present  business  of  reform;  but  that  when  I 
must  declare  my  sentiments,  I  would  say  there  existed  a  system  of  corruption  between  the 
executive  power  and  the  representative  part  of  the  legislature  which  boded  no  good  to  our 
glorious  constitution,  and  which  every  patriotic  Briton  must  wish  to  see  amended."  His 
biographers  have  had  difficulty  in  forming  their  opinion  as  to  the  effect  on  Burns's  mind  of 
the  expression  of  the  Board's  sovereign  will  and  displeasure.  Scott,  without  due  considera- 
tion, thought  it  so  preyed  on  his  peace  as  to  render  him  desperate — and  has  said  that  "  from 
the  moment  his  hopes  of  promotion  were  utterly  blasted,  his  tendency  to  dissipation  hurried 
him  precipitately  into  those  excesses  which  shortened  his  life."  Lockhart  on  the  authority 
of  Mr  Findlater  dissents  from  that  statement — Allan  Cunninghame  thinks  it  in  essentials 
true,  and  that  Burns's  letter  to  Mr  Erskine  of  Mar,  "  covers  the  Board  of  Excise  and 
the  British  Government  of  that  day  with  eternal  shame."  Whatever  may  have  been  the 
effect  of  those  proceedings  on  Burns's  mind,  it  is  certain  that  the  freedom  with  which  he 
gave  utterance  to  his  political  opinions  and  sentiments  seriously  injured  him  in  the  estimation 
of  multitudes  of  excellent  people,  who  thought  them  akin  to  doctrines  subversive  of  all  govern- 
ment but  that  of  the  mob.  Nor  till  he  joined  the  Dumfries  Volunteers,  and  as  their  Laureate 
issued  his  popular  song,  that  flew  over  the  land  like  wild-fire,  "  Does  haughty  Gaul  invasion 
threat?"  was  he  generally  regarded  as  a  loyal  subject.  For  two  or  three  years  he  had  been 
looked  on  with  evil  eyes,  and  spoken  of  in  evil  whispers  by  too  many  of  the  good — and  he 
had  himself  in  no  small  measure  to  blame  for  their  false  judgment  of  his  character.  Here 
are  a  few  of  his  lines  to  "  The  Tree  of  Liberty:" 

"  But  vicious  folk  aye  hate  to  see 

The  works  of  virtue  thrive,  man; 
The  courtly  vermin  bann'd  the  tree. 

And  grat  to  see  it  thrive,  man. 
King  Louis  thought  to  cut  it  down, 

When  it  was  unco  sma',  man ; 
For  this  the  watchman  crack'd  his  cvoxviv, 

Cut  aff  his  head  and  a',  man. 

"  Let  Britain  boast  her  hardy  oak, 

Her  poplar  and  her  pine,  man, 
Auld  Britain  ance  could  crack  her  joke, 

And  o'er  her  neighbour  shine,  man. 
But  seek  the  forest  round  and  round, 

And  soon  'twill  be  agreed,  man, 
That  sic  a  tree  cannot  be  found 

'Twixt  London  and  the  Tweed,  man. 

"  Woe  worth  the  loon  wha  woudna  eat 
Sic  wholesome  dainty  cheer,  man; 
I'd  sell  my  shoon  frae  aff  my  feet 
To  taste  sic  fruit  I  swear.,  man. 


°  11  •* 
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Syne  let  us  pray,  auld  England  may 

Soon  plant  this  far-fam'd  tree,  man: 
And  blithe  we'll  sing,  and  hail  the  day 

That  gave  us  liberty,  man." 

So  sunk  in  slavery  at  this  time  was  Scotland,  that  England  could  not  sleep  in  her  bed  till 
she  had  set  her  sister  free — and  sent  down  some  liberators  who  narrowly  escaped  getting 
hanged  by  this  most  ungrateful  country.  Such  "  perilous  stuff"  as  the  above  might  have 
been  indited  by  Palmer,  Gerald,  or  Margarot — how  all  unworthy  of  the  noble  Burns?  Of 
all  men  in  the  world,  the  author  of  "  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night"  was  by  nature  the 
least  of  a  Jacobin.  We  cannot  help  thinking  that,  like  Byron,  he  loved  at  times  to  astonish 
dull  people  by  daring  things,  to  see  how  they  looked  with  their  hair  on  end;  and  dull  people 
— who  are  not  seldom  malignant — taking  him  at  his  word,  had  their  revenge  in  charging 
him  with  all  manner  of  profligacy,  and  fabricating  vile  stories  to  his  disgrace;  there  being 
nothing  too  gross  for  the  swallow  of  political  rancour. 

It  is  proved  by  many  very  strong  expressions  in  his  correspondence  that  the  reproof  he 
received  from  the  Board  of  Excise  sorely  troubled  him;  and  no  doubt  it  had  an  evil  influ- 
ence on  public  opinion  that  did  not  subside  till  it  was  feared  he  was  dying,  and  that  ceased 
for  a  time  only  with  his  death.  We  have  expressed  our  indignation — our  contempt  of  that 
tyrannical  treatment;  and  have  not  withheld  our  respect — our  admiration  from  the  charac- 
teristic manliness  with  which  he  repelled  the  accusations  some  insidious  enemies  had  secretly 
sent  in  to  the  quarter  where  they  knew  fatal  injury  might  be  done  to  all  his  prospects  in 
life.  But  was  it  possible  that  his  most  unguarded,  rash,  and  we  do  not  for  a  moment  hesi- 
tate to  say,  blameable  expression  of  political  opinions  adverse  to  those  maintained  by  all 
men  friendly  to  the  government,  could  be  permitted  to  pass  without  notice?  He  had  no 
right  to  encourage  what  the  government  sought  to  put  down,  while  he  was  "  their  servant 
in  a  very  humble  department;"  and  though  he  successfully  repelled  the  slanders  of  the 
despicable  creatures  who  strove  to  destroy  him,  even  in  his  high-spirited  letter  to  Erskine 
there  is  enough  to  show  that  he  had  entered  into  such  an  expostulation  with  the  Board 
as  must  have  excited  strong  displeasure  and  disapproval,  which  no  person  of  sense,  looking 
back  on  those  most  dangerous  times,  can  either  wonder  at  or  blame.  He  says  in  his  defence 
before  the  Board,  "  I  stated  that,  where  I  must  declare  my  sentiments,  I  would  say  there 
existed  a  system  of  corruption  between  the  executive  power  and  the  representative  part  of 
the  legislature,  which  boded  no  good  to  our  glorious  constitution,  and  which  every  patriotic 
Briton  must  wish  to  see  mended."  From  a  person  in  his  situation  even  such  a  declaration 
was  not  prudent,  and  prudence  was  a  duty;  but  it  is  manifest  from  what  he  adds  for 
Erskine's  own  ear,  that  something  more  lay  concealed  in  those  generalities  than  the  mere 
words  seem  to  imply.  "  I  have  three  sons,  who  I  see  already  have  brought  into  the  world 
souls  ill  qualified  to  inhabit  the  bodies  of  SLAVES.  Can  I  look  tamely  on,  and  see  any 
machinations  to  wrest  from  them  the  birth-right  of  my  boys — the  little  independent  Britons, 
in  whose  veins  runs  my  blood?  No;  I  will  not,  should  my  heart's  blood  stream  around 
my  attempt  to  defend  it.  Does  any  man  tell  me,  that  my  poor  efforts  can  be  of  no  ser- 
vice, and  that  it  does  not  belong  to  my  humble  station  to  meddle  with  the  concerns  of  a 
nation?"  Right  or  wrong — and  we  think  they  were  right — the  government  of  the  country 
had  resolved  to  uphold  principles,  to  which  the  man  who  could  not  refrain  from  thus  fiercely 
declaring  himself,  at  the  very  time  all  that  was  dearest  to  him  was  in  peril,  could  not  but  be 
held  hostile;  and  so  far  from  its  being  their  duty  to  overlook  such  opinions,  because  they 
were  the  opinions  of  Burns,  it  was  just  because  they  were  the  opinions  of  Burns  that  it  was 
their  duty  to  restrain  and  reprove  them.  He  continued  too  long  after  this  to  be  by  far  too 
outspoken — as  we  have -seen;  but  that  his  Scottish  soul  had  in  aught  become  Frenchified, 
we  never  shall  believe,  but  while  we  live  shall  attribute  the  obstinacy  with  which  he  per- 
sisted to  sing  and  say  the  praises  of  that  people,  after  they  had  murdered  their  king  and 
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their  queen,  and  head  been  guilty  of  all  enormities,  in  a  great  measure  to  a  haughtiness  thai 
could  not  brook  to  retract  opinions  he  had  offensively  declared  before  the  faces  of  many 
whom,  not  without  reason,  he  despised — to  a  horror  of  the  idea  of  any  sacrifice  of  that  inde- 
pendent spirit  which  was  the  very  life  of  his  life.  Burns  had  been  insulted  by  those  who 
were  at  once  his  superiors  and  his  inferiors,  .and  shall  Burns  truckle  to  "  the  powers  that 
be?"  At  any  bidding  but  that  of  his  own  conviction  swerve  a  hair's-breadth  from  his  poli- 
tical creed?  No:  not  even  though  his  reason  had  told  him  that  some  of  its  articles  were 
based  in  delusion,  and  if  carried  into  practice  among  his  own  countrymen,  pursuant  to  the 
plots  of  traitors,  who  were  indeed  aliens  in  soul  to  the  land  he  loved,  would  have  led  to  the 
destruction  of  that  liberty  for  which  he,  by  the  side,  or  at  the  head  of  his  cottage  compa- 
triots, would  have  gladly  died. 

The  evil  consequences  of  all  this  to  Burns  were  worse  than  you  may  have  imagined,  for 
over  and  above  the  lies  springing  up  like  puddock-stools  from  domestic  middens,  an  ephe- 
meral brood  indeed,  but  by  succession  perennial,  and  that  even  now  when  you  grasp  them 
in  your  hand,  spatter  vileness  in  your  eyes,  like  so  many  devil's  snuff-boxes — think  how 
injurious  to  the  happiness  of  such  a  soul  as  his,  to  all  its  natural  habitudes,  must  have 
been  the  feuds  carried  on  all  around  him,  and  in  which  he  with  his  commanding  powers  too 
largely  mingled,  between  political  parties  in  a  provincial  town,  contending  as  they  thought, 
the  one  for  hearths  and  altars,  the  other  for  regeneration  of  those  principles,  decayed  or 
dead,  which  alone  make  hearths  and  altars  sacred,  and  their  defence  worth  the  tears  and  the 
blood  of  brave  men  who  would  fain  be  free.  His  sympathy  was  "  wide  and  general  as  the 
casing  air;"  and  not  without  violence  could  it  be  contracted  "  within  the  circle  none  dared 
tread  but  they,"  who  thought  William  Pitt  the  reproach,  and  Charles  Fox  the  paragon  of 
animals.  Within  that  circle  he  met  with  many  good  men,  the  Herons,  Millers,  Riddells, 
Maxwells,  Symes,  and  so  forth;  within  it  too  he  forgathered  with  many  "a  fool  and  some- 
thing more."  Now  up  to  "  the  golden  exhalation  of  the  dawn"  of  his  gaugership,  Burns 
had  been  a  Tory,  and  he  heard  in  "  the  whisper  of  a  faction"  a  word  unpleasing  to  a 
Whiggish  ear,  turncoat.  The  charge  was  false,  and  he  disdained  it;  but  disdain  in  eyes 
that  when  kindled  up  burned  like  carriage  lamps  in  a  dark  night,  frightened  the  whisper- 
ing faction  into  such  animosity,  that  a  more  than  usual  sumph  produced  an  avenging 
epigram  upon  him  and  two  other  traitors,  in  which  the  artist  committed  a  mistake  of  work- 
manship no  subsequent  care  could  rectify:  instead  of  hitting  the  right  nail  on  the  head, 
why  he  hit  the  wrong  nail  on  the  point,  so  no  wooden  mallet  could  drive  it  home.  From 
how  much  social  pleasure  must  not  Burns  have  thus  been  wilfully  self-debarred!  From 
how  many  happy  friendships!  By  nature  he  was  not  vindictive,  yet  occasionally  he  seemed 
to  be  so,  visiting  slight  offence  with  severe  punishment,  sometimes  imagining  offence  when 
there  was  none,  and  in  a  few  instances,  we  fear,  satirizing  in  savage  verses  not  only  the 
innocent,  but  the  virtuous;  the  very  beings  whom,  had  he  but  known  them  as  he  might, 
he  would  have  loved  and  revered — celebrated  them  living  or  dead  in  odes,  elegies,  and 
hymns — thereby  doing  holy  service  to  goodness  in  holding  up  shining  examples  to  all  who 
longed  to  do  well.  Most  of  his  intolerant  scorn  of  high  rank  had  the  same  origin — not  in 
his  own  nature,  which  was  noble,  but  in  prejudices  thus  superinduced  upon  it  which 
in  their  virulence  were  mean — though  his  genius  could  clothe  them  in  magnificent  diction, 
and  so  justify  them  to  the  proud  poet's  heart. 

It  is  seldom  indeed  that  Lockhart  misses  the  mark;  but  in  one  instance — an  anecdote — 
where  it  is  intended  to  present  the  pathetic,  our  eye  perceives  but  the  picturesque : — we 
allude  to  the  tale  told  him  by  Davie  Macculloch,  son  of  the  Laird  of  Ardwall.  "  He  told 
me  that  he  was  seldom  more  grieved  than  when,  riding  into  Dumfries  one  tine  summer's 
evening  to  attend  a  county  ball,  he  saw  Burns  walking  alone  on  the  shady  side  of  the 
principal  street  of  the  town,  while  the  opposite  part  was  gay  with  successive  groups 
^  of  gentlemen  and  ladies,  all  drawn  together  for  the  festivities  of  the  night,  not  one  of  whom 
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appeared  willing  to  recognize  him.  The  horseman  dismounted  and  joined  Burns,  who  on  his 
proposing  to  him  to  cross  the  street,  said,  '  Nay,  my  young  friend,  that  is  all  over  now,'  and 
quoted,  after  a  pause,  some  verses  of  Lady  Grizell  Baillie's  pathetic  ballad  beginning,  *  The 
bonnet  stood  ance  sae  fair  on  his  brow,'  and  ending  '•And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad 
die'  It  was  little  in  Burns's  character  to  let  his  feelings  on  certain  subjects  escape  in  this 
fashion.  He  immediately  after  citing  these  verses,  assumed  the  sprightliness  of  his  most 
pleasing  manner;  and  taking  his  young  friend  home  with  him,  entertained  him  very 
agreeably  until  the  hour  of  the  ball  arrived,  with  a  bowl  of  his  usual  potation,  and  bonnie 
Jean's  singing  of  some  verses  which  he  had  recently  composed."  'Tis  a  pretty  picture  in 
the  style  of  Watteau.  "  The  opposite  part  gay  with  successive  groups  of  gentlemen  and 
ladies,  all  drawn  together  for  the  festivities  of  the  night."  What  were  they  about,  and 
where  were  they  going?  Were  they  as  yet  in  their  ordinary  clothes,  colts  and  fillies 
alike,  taking  their  exercise  preparatory  to  the  country-dances  of  some  thirty  or  forty  couple, 
that  in  those  days  used  to  try  the  wind  of  both  sexes?  If  so,  they  might  have  chosen  bet- 
ter training-ground  along  the  banks  of  the  Nith.  Were  they  all  in  full  fig,  the  females 
with  feathers  on  their  heads,  the  males  with  chapeaux  has — "  stepping  westward"  arm  in 
arm,  in  successive  groups,  to  the  Assembly-room?  In  whichever  of  these  two  pleasant 
predicaments  they  were  placed,  it  showed  rare  perspicacity  in  Daintie  Davie,  to  discern  that 
not  one  of  them  appeared  willing  to  recognize  Burns — more  especially  as  he  was  walking 
on  the  other  and  shady  side  of  the  street,  and  Davie  on  horseback.  By  what  secret 
signs  did  the  fair  free-masons — for  such  there  be — express  to  their  mounted  brother  their 
unwillingness  to  recognise  from  the  sunshine  of  their  promenade,  the  ganger  walking 
alone  in  the  shade  of  his?  Was  flirtation  at  so  low  an  ebb  in  Dumfries-shire,  that  the 
flower  of  her  beaux  and  belles,  "  in  successive  groups,  drawn  together  for  the  festivities  of 
the  night,"  could  find  eyes  for  a  disagreeable  object  so  many  yards  of  causeway  remote? 
And  if  Burns  observed  that  they  gave  him  the  cold  shoulder — cut  him  across  the  street — 
on  what  recondite  principle  of  conduct  did  he  continue  to  walk  there,  in  place  of  stalking 
off  with  a  frown  to  his  Howf?  And  is  it  high  Galloway  to  propose  to  a  friend  to  cross  the 
street  to  do  the  civil  "  to  successive  groups  of  gentlemen  and  ladies,  not  one  of  whom  had 
appeared  willing  to  recognise  him?"  However,  it  was  gallant  under  such  discouragement 
to  patronize  the  gauger;  and  we  trust  that  the  "  wicked  wee  bowl,"  while  it  detained  from, 
and  disinclined  to,  did  not  incapacitate  for  the  Ball. 

But  whence  all  those  expressions  so  frequent  in  his  correspondence,  and  not  rare  in  his 
poetry,  of  self-reproach  and  rueful  remorse?  From  a  source  that  lay  deeper  than  our  eyes 
can  reach.  We  know  his  worst  sins,  but  cannot  know  his  sorrows.  The  war  between  the 
spirit  and  the  flesh  often  raged  in  his  nature — as  in  that  of  the  best  of  beings  who  are 
made — and  no  Christian,  without  humblest  self-abasement,  will  aver  read  his  Confessions. 

"  Is  there  a  whim-inspired  fool, 
Owre  fast  for  thought,  owre  hot  for  rule, 
Owre  blate  to  seek,  owre  proud  to  snool, 
Let  him  draw  near 
And  owre  tliis  grassy  heap  sing  dool, 
And  drap  a  tear. 

"  Is  there  a  bard  of  rustic  song, 
Who,  noteless,  steals  the  crowds  among, 
That  weekly  this  area  throng, 

O,  pass  not  by! 
But  with  a  frater-feeling  strong, 

Here,  heave  a  sigh. 

"  Is  there  a  man,  whose  judgment,  clear, 
Can  others  teach  the  course  to  steer, 
Yet  runs  himself  life's  mad  career, 

Wild  as  the  wave : 

Here  pause — and,  thro'  the  starting  tear, 
Survey  this  grave. 
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"  The  poor  inhabitant  below 
Was  quick  to  learn,  and  wise  to  know, 
And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow, 

And  softer  flame ; 
But  thoughtless  follies  laid  him  low, 

And  stain'd  his  name! 

"  Reader,  attend— whether  thy  soul 
Soars  fancy's  flights  beyond  the  pole, 
Or  darkling  grubs  this  earthly  hole, 

In  low  pursuit ; 
Know,  prudent,  cautious,  self-control 

Is  wisdom's  root." 

A  Bard's  Epitaph!     Such  his  character  drawn  by  himself  in  deepest   despondency — in 

distraction in  despair  calmed  while   he    was   composing  it  by  the  tranquillizing   power 

that  ever  accompanies  the  action  of  genius.  And  shall  we  judge  him  as  severely  as  he 
judged  himself  and  think  worse  of  him  than  of  common  men,  because  he  has  immortalized 
his  frailties  in  his  contrition?  The  sins  of  common  men  are  not  remembered  in  their  epitaphs. 
Silence  is  a  privilege  of  the  grave  few  seek  to  disturb.  If  there  must  be  no  eulogium,  our 
name  and  age  suffice  for  that  stone — and  whatever  may  have  been  thought  of  us,  there  are 
some  to  drop  a  tear  on  our  "  forlorn  hie  jacet."  Burns  wrote  those  lines  in  the  very  prime 
of  youthful  manhood.  You  know  what  produced  them — his  miserable  attachment  to  her 
who  became  his  wife.  He  was  then  indeed  most  miserable — afterwards  most  happy;  he 
cared  not  then  though  he  should  die — all  his  other  offences  rose  against  him  in  that  agony ; 
and  how  humbly  he  speaks  of  his  high  endowments,  under  a  sense  of  the  sins  by  which 
they  had  been  debased!  He  repented,  and  sinned  again  and  again;  for  his  repentance — 
though  sincere — was  not  permanent;  yet  who  shall  say  that  it  was  not  accepted  at  last? 
"  Owre  this  grassy  heap  sing  dool,  and  drap  a  tear,"  is  an  injunction  that  has  been  obeyed 
by  many  a  pitying  heart.  Yet  a  little  while,  and  his  Jean  buried  him  in  such  a  grave. 
A  few  years  more,  and  a  mausoleum  was  erected  by  the  nation  for  his  honoured  dust.  Now 
husband  and  wife  lie  side  by  side — "  in  hopes  of  a  joyful  resurrection." 

Burns  belonged  to  that  order  of  prevailing  poets,  with  whom  *'  all  thoughts,  all  passions, 
all  delights"  possess  not  that  entire  satisfaction  nature  intends,  till  they  effuse  themselves 
abroad,  for  sake  of  the  sympathy  that  binds  them,  even  in  uttermost  solitude,  to  the  brother- 
hood of  man.  No  secrets  have  they  that  words  can  reveal.  They  desire  that  the  whole 
race  shall  see  their  very  souls — shall  hear  the  very  beatings  of  their  hearts.  Thus  they 
hope  to  live  for  ever  in  kindred  bosoms.  They  feel  that  a  great  power  is  given  them  in 
their  miseries — for  what  miseries  has  any  man  ever  harboured  in  the  recesses  of  his  spirit, 
that  he  has  not  shared,  and  will  share,  with  "  numbers  without  number  numberless"  till  the 
Judgment  Day! 

Who  reads  unmoved  such  sentences  as  these?  "The  fates  and  characters  of  the 
rhyming  tribe  often  employ  my  thoughts  when  I  am  disposed  to  be  melancholy.  There  is 
not,  among  all  the  martyrologies  that  ever  were  penned,  so  woeful  a  narrative  as  the  lives 
of  the  Poets.  In  the  comparative  view  of  wretches,  the  question  is  not  what  they  are 
doomed  to  suffer,  but  how  they  are  formed  to  bear!"  Long  before  the  light  of  heaven  had 
ever  been  darkened  or  obscured  in  his  conscience  by  evil  thoughts  or  evil  deeds,  when  the  bold 
bright  boy,  with  his  thick  black  clustering  hair  ennobling  his  ample  forehead,  was  slaving 
for  his  parents'  sakes — Robert  used  often  to  lie  by  Gilbert's  side  all  night  long  without  ever 
closing  an  eye  in  sleep;  for  that  large  heart  of  his,  that  loved  all  his  eyes  looked  upon  of 
nature's  works  living  or  dead,  perfect  as  was  its  mechanism  for  the  play  of  all  lofty  passions, 
would  get  suddenly  disarranged,  as  if  approached  the  very  hour  of  death.  Who  will  say 
that  many  more  years  were  likely  to  have  fallen  to  the  lot  of  one  so  framed,  had  he  all  life 
long  drunk,  as  in  youth,  but  of  the  well-water — "  lain  down  with  the  dove,  and  risen  with  ~ 
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the  lark?"  If  excesses  in  which  there  was  vice  and  therefore  blame,  did  injure  his  health, 
how  far  more  those  other  excesses  in  which  there  was  so  much  virtue,  and  on  which  there 
should  be  praise  for  ever!  Over-anxious,  over-working  hours  beneath  the  mid-day  sun, 
and  sometimes  too  to  save  a  scanty  crop  beneath  the  midnight  moon,  to  which  he  looked 
up  without  knowing  it  with  a  poet's  eyes,  as  he  kept  forking  the  sheaves  on  the  high  laden 
cart  that  "  Hesperus,  who  led  the  starry  host,"  beheld  crashing  into  the  barn-yard  among 
shouts  of  "  Harvest  Home." 

It  has  been  thought  that  there  are  not  a  few  prominent  points  of  character  common  to 
Burns  and  Byron;  and  though  no  formal  comparison  between  them  has  been  drawn  that 
we  know  of,  nor  would  be  worth  while  attempting  it,  as  not  much  would  come  of  it,  we 
suspect,  without  violent  stretching  and  bending  of  materials,  and  that  free  play  of  fancy 
which  makes  no  bones  of  facts,  still  there  is  this  resemblance,  that  they  both  give  unre- 
served expositions  of  their  most  secret  feelings,  undeterred  by  any  fear  of  offending  others, 
or  of  bringing  censure  on  themselves  by  such  revelations  of  the  inner  man.  Byron  as  a 
moral  being  was  below  Burns;  and  there  is  too  often  much  affectation  and  insincerity  in  his 
Confessions.  "  Fare  thee  well,  and  if  for  ever,  still  for  ever  fare  thee  well,"  is  not  elegiac, 
but  satirical;  a  complaint  in  which  the  bitterness  is  not  of  grief,  but  of  gall;  how  unlike 
"  The  Lament  on  the  unfortunate  issue  of  a  Friend's  Amour"  overflowing  with  the  expres- 
sion of  every  passion  cognate  with  love's  despair!  Do  not  be  startled  by  our  asking  you 
to  think  for  a  little  while  of  Robert  Burns  along  with — SAMUEL  JOHNSON.  Listen  to  him, 
and  you  hear  as  wise  and  good  a  man  as  earth  ever  saw  for  ever  reproaching  himself  with 
his  wickedness;  "from  almost  the  earliest  time  he  could  remember  he  had  been  forming 
schemes  for  a  better  life."  Select  from  his  notes,  prayers,  and  diaries,  and  from  the 
authentic  records  of  his  oral  discourse,  all  acknowledgments  of  his  evil  thoughts,  practices, 
and  habits — all  charges  brought  against  him  by  conscience,  of  sins  of  omission  and  commis- 
sion— all  declarations,  exclamations,  and  interjections  of  agonizing  remorse  and  gloomy 
despair — from  them  write  his  character  in  his  epitaph — and  look  tJiere  on  the  Christian 
Sage!  God  forbid!  that  saving  truths  should  be  so  changed  into  destroying  falsehoods. 
Slothful — selfish — sensual — envious — uncharitable — undutiful  to  his  parents — thoughtless 
of  Him  who  died  to  save  sinners — and  living  without  God  in  the  world; — That  is  the 
wretched  being  named  Samuel  Johnson — in  the  eyes  of  his  idolatrous  countrymen  only 
a  little  lower  than  the  angels — in  his  own  a  worm!  Slothful!  yet  how  various  his  know- 
ledge! acquired  by  fits  and  snatches — book  in  hand,  and  poring  as  if  nearly  sand-blind — 
yet  with  eyes  in  their  own  range  of  vision,  keen  as  the  lynx's  or  the  eagle's  — on  pages  no 
better  than  blanks  to  common  minds,  to  his  hieroglyphical  of  wisest  secrets — or  in  long 
assiduity  of  continuous  studies,  of  which  a  month  to  him  avail  more  than  to  you  or  us  a  year 
— or  all  we  have  had  of  life. — Selfish !  with  obscure  people,  about  whom  nobody  cared,  pro- 
vided for  out  of  his  slender  means  within  doors,  paupers  though  they  thought  it  not,  and 
though  meanly  endowed  by  nature  as  by  fortune,  admitted  into  the  friendship  of  a  Sage 
simple  as  a  child — out  of  doors,  pensioners  waiting  for  him  at  the  corners  of  streets  of  whom 
he  knew  little,  but  that  they  were  hungry  and  wanted  bread,  and  probably  had  been 
brought  by  sin  to  sorrow. — Sensual!  Because  his  big  body,  getting  old,  "  needed  repairs," 
and  because  though  "  Rasselas  Prince  of  Abyssinia"  had  been  written  on  an  empty  stomach, 
which  happened  when  he  was  comparatively  young  and  could  not  help  it,  now  that  he  had 
reached  his  grand  climacteric,  he  was  determined  to  show  not  to  the  whole  world,  but  to 
large  parties,  that  all  the  fat  of  the  earth  was  not  meant  for  the  mouths  of  blockheads. — 
Envious!  of  David  Garrick?  Poh!  poh!  Pshaw!  pshaw! — Uncharitable?  We  have  dis- 
posed of  that  clause  of  the  verse  in  our  commentary  on  "  selfish." — Undutiful  to  his  parents! 
He  did  all  man  could  to  support  his  mother — and  having  once  disobliged  his  father  by 
sulkily  refusing  to  assist  at  his  book-stall,  half  a  century  afterwards,  more  or  less,  when  at 
the  bead  of  English  literature,  and  the  friend  of  Burke  and  Benuclerk,  he  stood  bare  headed 
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for  an  hour  in  the  rain  on  the  site  of  said  book-stall,  in  the  market-place  of  Lichtield,  in  j^ 
penance  for  that  great  sin.  As  to  the  last  two  charges  in  the  indictment — if  he  was  not  a 
Christian,  who  can  hope  for  salvation  in  the  Cross? — If  his  life  was  that  of  an  atheist,  who 
of  woman  born  ever  walked  with  God?  Yet  it  is  true  he  was  a  great  sinner.  "  If 
we  say  we  have  no  sin,  we  deceive  ourselves,  and  the  truth  is  not  in  us;  but  if  we  confess 
our  sins,  he  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive  us  our  sins,  and  to  cleanse  us  from  all 
unrighteousness." 

Burns  died  in  his  thirty-eighth  year.  At  that  age  what  had  Johnson  done  to  be  for  ever 
remembered?  He  had  written  Irene,  London,  and  the  Life  of  Savage.  Of  Irene  the 
world  makes  little  account — it  contains  many  just  and  noble  sentiments — but  it  is  a  Tragedy 
without  tears.  The  Life  is  an  eloquent  lie,  told  in  the  delusion  of  a  friendship  sealed  by 
participated  sorrows.  LONDON  is  a  satire  of  the  true  moral  vein — more  sincerely  indignant 
with  the  vices  it  withers  than  its  prototype  in  Juvenal — with  all  the  vigour,  without  any  of 
the  coarseness  of  Dryden — with  "  the  pointed  propriety  of  Pope,"  and  versification  almost 
as  musical  as  his,  while  not  so  monotonous — an  immortal  strain.  But  had  he  died  in 
1747,  how  slight  had  been  our  knowledge — our  interest  how  dull — in  the  "  Life  and  Writ- 
ings of  Samuel  Johnson!''  How  slight  our  knowledge!  We  should  never  have  known 
that  in  childhood  he  showed  symptoms  "  of  that  jealous  independence  of  spirit  and  impetu- 
osity of  temper  which  never  forsook  him" — as  Burns  in  the  same  season  had  showed  that 
"  stubborn  sturdy  something  in  his  disposition"  which  was  there  to  the  last; — That  he  dis- 
played then  "  that  power  of  memory  for  which  he  was  all  his  life  eminent  to  a  degree  almost 
incredible" — as  Burns  possessed  that  faculty — so  thought  Murdoch — in  more  strength  than 
imagination; — That  he  never  joined  the  other  boys  in  their  ordinary  diversions  "but  would 
wander  away  into  the  fields  talking  to  himself" — like  Burns  walking  miles  "  to  pay  his 
respects  to  the  Leglen  wood;" — That  when  a  boy  he  was  immoderately  fond  of  reading 
romances  of  chivalry — as  Burns  was  of  Blind  Harry; — That  he  fell  into  "  an  inattention  to 
religion  or  an  indifference  about  it  in  his  ninth  year,"  and  that  after  his  fourteenth  "  became 
a  sort  of  lax  talker  against  religion,  for  he  did  not  much  think  about  it,  and  this  lasted  till 
lie  went  to  Oxford  where  it  would  not  be  suffered" — just  as  the  child  Burns  was  remarkable 
for  an  "  enthusiastic  idiot  piety,"  and  had  pleasure  during  some  years  of  his  youth  in  puzzling 
his  companions  on  points  in  divinity,  till  he  saw  his  folly,  and  without  getting  his  mouth 
shut,  was  mute; — That  on  his  return  home  from  Stourbridge  school  in  his  eighteenth  year 
"  he  had  no  settled  plan  of  life,  nor  looked  forward  at  all,  but  merely  lived  from  day  to  day" 
— like  Burns  who,  when  a  year  or  two  older,  in  his  perplexity  writes  to  his  father  that  he 
knows  not  what  to  do,  and  is  sick  of  life; — That  his  love  of  literature  was  excited  by  acci- 
dentally finding  a  folio  Petrarch — as  Burns's  love  of  poetry  was  by  an  octavo  Shenstone; — 
That  he  thereon  became  a  gluttonous  book-devourer — as  Burns  did — "  no  book  being  so 
voluminous  as  to  slacken  his  industry,  or  so  antiquated  as  to  damp  his  researches;" — That  in 
his  twentieth  year  he  felt  himself  "  overwhelmed  with  a  horrible  hypochondria,  with  per- 
petual irritation,  fretfulness,  and  impatience,  and  with  a  dejection,  gloom,  and  despair  which 
rendered  existence  misery" — as  Burns  tells  us  he  was  afflicted — even  earlier — and  to  the 
last — "  with  a  constitutional  melancholy  or  hypochondriasm  that  made  me  fly  to  solitude" 
—with  horrid  flutterings  and  stoppages  of  the  heart  that  often  almost  choked  him,  so  that 
he  had  to  fall  out  of  bed  into  a  tub  of  water  to  allay  the  anguish; That  he  was  at  Pem- 
broke College  "  caressed  and  loved  by  all  about  him  as  a  gay  and  frolicsome  fellow" while 

"ah!  Sir,  1  was  mad  and  violent — it  was  bitterness  which  they  mistook  for  frolic" just 

as  Burns  was  thought  to  be  "  with  his  strong  appetite  for  sociality  as  well  as  from  native 

hilarity  as  from  a  pride  of  observation  and  remark,"  though  when  left  alone  desponding  and 

"  That  he  was  generally  seen  lounging  at  the  College  gate,  with  a  circle  of 

young  students  around  him,  whom  he  was  entertaining  with  wit,  and  keeping  from  their 

itudies,  if  not  spiriting  them  up  to  rebellion  ngainst  the   College  discipline,  which  in  his  §j& 


- 


THE    GEMUS    AND    CHARACTER    OF    BURNS. 

maturer  years  he  so  much  extolled" — as  Burns  was  sometimes  seen  at  the  door  of  a  Public 
ridiculing  the  candles  of  the  Auld  Light,  and  even  spiriting  the  callants  against  the  Kirk 
itself,  which  we  trust  he  looked  on  more  kindly  in  future  years; — That  he  had  to  quit 
college  on  his  father's  bankruptcy  soon  followed  by  dealh,  as  Burns  in  similar  circumstances 
had  to  quit  Lochlea; — "  That  in  the  forlorn  state  of  his  circumstances,  ^Etat.  23,  he  accepted 
of  an  offer  to  be  employed  as  usher  in  the  school  of  Market-Bosworth,"  where  he  was  mis- 
erable— just  as  Burns  was  at  the  same  age,  not  indeed  flogging  boys  but  flailing  barns,  "  a 
poor,  insignificant  devil,  unnoticed  and  unknown,  and  stalking  up  and  down  fairs  and 
markets;" — That  soon  after  "  he  published  proposals  for  printing  by  subscription  the  Latin 
Poems  of  Politian  at  two  shillings  and  sixpence,  but  that  there  were  not  subscribers  enough 
to  secure  a  sufficient  sale,  so  the  work  never  appeared,  and  probably  never  was  executed  " 
— as  Burns  soon  after  issued  proposals  for  printing  by  subscription  on  terms  rather  higher 
"  among  others  the  Ordination,  Scotch  Drink,  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,  and  an  Address 
to  the  Deil,"  which  volume  ere  long  was  published  accordingly  and  had  a  great  sale; — That 
he  had,  "  from  early  youth,  been  sensible  to  the  influence  of  female  charms,  and  when  at 
Stourbridge  school  was  much  enamoured  of  Olivia  Lloyd,  a  young  Quaker,  to  whom  he 
wrote  a  copy  of  verses" — just  as  Burns  was — and  did — in  the  case  of  Margaret  Thomson, 
in  the  kale-yard  at  Kirkoswald,  and  of  many  others; — That  his  juvenile  attachments  to  the 
fair  sex  were  however  very  transient,  and  it  is  certain  that  he  formed  no  criminal  con- 
nection whatever;  Mr  Hector,  who  lived  with  him  in  the  utmost  intimacy  and  social  free- 
dom, having  assured  me  that  even  at  that  ardent  season  his  conduct  was  strictly  virtuous  in 
that  respect" — just  so  with  Burns  who  fell  in  love  with  every  lass  he  saw  "  come  wading 
barefoot  all  alane,"  while  his  brother  Gilbert  gives  us  the  same  assurance  of  his  continence 
in  all  his  youthful  loves; — That  "  in  a  man  whom  religious  education  has  saved  from  licen- 
tious indulgencies,  the  passion  of  love  when  once  it  has  seized  him  is  exceeding  strong,  and 
this  was  experienced  by  Johnson  when  he  became  the  fervent  admirer  of  Mrs  Porter  after 
her  first  husband's  death  " — as  it  was  unfortunately  too  much  the  case  with  Burns,  though 
he  did  not  marry  a  widow  double  his  own  age — but  one  who  was  a  Maid  till  she  met  Rob 
Mossgiel — and  some  six  years  yoimger  than  himself; — That  unable  to  find  subsistence  in  his 
native  place,  or  any  where  else,  he  was  driven  by  want  to  try  his  fortune  in  London,  "  the 
great  field  of  genius  and  exertion,  where  talents  of  every  kind  have  the  fullest  scope,  and 
the  highest  encouragement,"  on  his  way  thither,  "  riding  and  tying  "  with  Davie  Garrick — 
just  as  Burns  was  impelled  to  make  an  experiment  on  Edinburgh,  journeying  thither  on 
foot,  but  without  any  companion  in  his  adventure; — That  after  getting  on  there  indifferently 
well,  he  returned  "  in  the  course  of  the  next  summer  to  Lichfield,  where  he  had  left  Mrs 
Johnson,"  and  staid  there  three  weeks,  his  mother  asking  him  whether,  when  in  London, 
"  He  was  one  of  those  who  gave  the  wall  or  those  who  took  it" — just  as  Burns  returned 
to  Mauchline,  where  he  had  left  Mrs  Burns,  and  remained  in  the  neighbourhood  about  the 
same  period  of  time,  his  mother  having  said  to  him  on  his  return,  "  Oh,  Robert;" — That  he 
took  his  wife  back  with  him  to  London,  resolving  to  support  her  the  best  way  he  could,  by 
the  cultivation  of  the  fields  of  literature,  and  chiefly  through  an  engagement  as  ganger  and 
supervisor  to  Cave's  Magazine — as  Burns,  with  similar  purposes,  and  not  dissimilar  means, 
brought  his  wife  to  Ellisland,  then  to  Dumfries ; — That  partly  from  necessity  and  partly 
from  inclination,  he  used  to  perambulate  the  streets  of  the  city  at  nil  hours  of  the  night,  and 
was  far  from  being  prim  or  precise  in  his  company,  associating  much  with  one  Savage  at 
least  who  had  rubbed  shoulders  with  the  gallows — just  as  Burns  on  Jenny  Geddes  and  her 
successor  kept  skirring  the  country  at  all  hours,  though  we  do  not  hear  of  any  of  his  com- 
panions having  been  stabbers  in  brothel-brawls ; — That  on  the  publication  of  his  "  London," 
that  city  rang  with  applause,  and  Pope  pronounced  the  author — yet  anonymous — a  true 
poet,  who  would  soon  be  deterre,  while  General  Oglethrope  became  his  patron,  and  such  a 
prodigious  sensation  did  his  genius  make,  that  in  the  fulness  of  his  fame,  Earl  Gower  did 
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\vhat  he  could  t-o  set  him  on  the  way  of  being  elevated  to  a  schoolmastership  in  some  smal 
village  in  Shropshire  or  Staffordshire,  "  of  which  the  certain  salary  was  sixty  pounds  a-year, 
ichich  would  make  him  happy  for  life" — so  said  English  Earl  Gower  to  an  Irish  Dean  called 
Jonathan  Swift — just  as  Burns  soon  after  the  publication  of  "  Tarn  o'  Shanter,"  was  in  great 
favour  with  Captain  Grose — though  there  was  then  no  need  for  any  poet  to  tell  the  world 
lie  was  one,  as  he  had  been  "  deterre"  a  year  or  two  before,  and  by  the  unexampled  exer- 
tions of  Grahame  of  Fintry,  the  Earl  of  Glencairn  being  oblivious  or  dead,  was  translated 
to  the  diocese  of  Dumfries,  where  he  died  in  the  thirty-eighth  year  of  his  age;  the  very  year, 
we  believe,  of  his,  in  which  Johnson  issued  the  prospectus  of  his  Dictionary; — and  here 
we  leave  the  Lexicographer  for  a  moment  to  himself,  and  let  our  mind  again  be  occupied 
for  a  moment  exclusively  by  the  Exciseman. 

You  will  not  suppose  that  we  seriously  insist  on  this  parallel  as  if  the  lines  throughout 
ran  straight;  or  that  we  are  not  well  aware  that  there  was  far  from  being  in  reality  such 
complete  correspondence  of  the  circumstances — much  less  the  characters  of  the  men.  But 
both  had  to  struggle  for  their  very  lives — it  was  sink  or  swim — and  by  their  own  buoyancy 
they  were  borne  up.  In  Johnson's  case,  there  is  not  one  dark  stain  on  the  story  of  all 
those  melancholy  and  memorable  years.  Hawkins  indeed  more  than  insinuates  that  there 
was  a  separation  between  him  And  his  wife,  at  the  time  he  associated  with  Savage,  and  used 
with  that  profligate  to  stroll  the  streets;  and  that  she  was  "  harboured  by  a  friend  near  the 
Tower;"  but  Croker  justly  remarks — "  That  there  never  has  existed  any  human  being,  all  the 
details  of  whose  life,  all  the  motives  of  whose  actions,  all  the  thoughts  of  whose  mind,  have 
been  so  unreservedly  brought  before  the  public;  even  his  prayers,  his  most  secret  medita- 
tions, and  his  most  scrupulous  self-reproaches,  have  been  laid  before  the  world;  and  there 
is  not  to  be  found,  in  all  the  unparalleled  information  thus  laid  before  us,  a  single  trace  to 
justify  the  accusation  which  Hawkins  so  wantonly  and  so  odiously,  and,  it  may  be  assumed, 
so  falsely  makes."  However,  he  walked  in  the  midst  of  evil — he  was  familiar  with  the 
faces  of  the  wicked — the  guilty,  as  they  were  passing  by,  he  did  not  always  shun,  as  if  they 
were  lepers;  he  had  a  word  for  them — poor  as  he  was,  a  small  coin — for  they  were  all  of 
the  unfortunate  and  forlorn,  and  his  heart  was  pitiful.  So  was  that  of  Burns.  Very  many 
years  Heaven  allotted  to  the  Sage,  that  virtue  might  be  instructed  by  wisdom — all  the  good 
acknowledge  that  he  is  great — and  his  memory  is  hallowed  for  evermore  in  the  gratitude  of 
Christendom.  In  his  prime,  it  pleased  God  to  cut  off  the  Poet — but  his  genius  too  has  left 
a  blessing  to  his  own  people — and  has  diffused  noble  thoughts,  generous  sentiments,  and 
tender  feelings  over  many  lands,  and  most  of  all  among  them  who  more  especially  feel  that 
they  are  his  brethren,  the  Poor  who  make  the  Rich,  and  like  him  are  happy,  in  spite  of  its 
hardships,  in  their  own  condition.  Let  the  imperfections  of  his  character  then  be  spared,  if 
it  be  even  for  sake  of  his  genius;  on  higher  grounds  let  it  be  honoured;  for  if  there  was 
much  weakness,  its  strength  was  mighty,  and  his  religious  country  is  privileged  to  forget 
his  frailties,  in  humble  trust  that  they  are  forgiven. 

We  have  said  but  little  hitherto  of  Burns's  religion.  Some  have  denied  that  he  had 
any  religion  at  all — a  rash  and  cruel  denial — made  in  face  of  his  genius,  his  character,  and 
his  life.  What  man  in  his  senses  ever  lived  without  religion?  "  The  fool  hath  said  in  his 
heart,  There  is  no  God" — was  Burns  an  atheist?  We  do  not  fear  to  say  that  he  was  reli- 
gious far  beyond  the  common  run  of  men,  even  them  who  may  have  had  a  more  consistent  and 
better  considered  creed.  The  lessons  he  received  in  the  "  auld  clay  biggin"  were  not  forgot- 
ten through  life.  He  speaks — and  we  believe  him — of  his  "  early  ingrained  piety"  having 
been  long  remembered  to  good  purpose — what  he  called  his  "  idiot  piety" — not  meaning 
thereby  to  disparage  it,  but  merely  that  it  was  in  childhood  an  instinct.  "  Our  Father 
which  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  be  thy  name!"  is  breathed  from  the  lips  of  infancy  with  the 
same  feeling  at  its  heart  that  beats  towards  its  father  on  earth,  as  it  kneels  in  prayer  by 
his  side.  No  one  surely  will  doubt  his  sincerity  when  he  writes  from  Irvine  to  his  father— 
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"  Honor'd  sir — I  am  quite  transported  at  the  thought,  that  ere  long,  perhaps  soon,  I  shall 
bid  an  eternal  adieu  to  all  the  pains,  and  uneasiness,  and  disquietudes  of  this  weary  life ; 
for  I  assure  you  I  am  heartily  tired  of  it,  and  if  I  do  not  very  much  deceive  myself,  I  could 
contentedly  and  gladly  resign  it.  It  is  for  this  reason  I  am  more  pleased  with  the  15th, 
16th,  and  17th  verses  of  the  7th  chapter  of  Revelation,  than  with  any  ten  times  as  many 
verses  in  the  whole  Bible,  and  would  not  exchange  the  noble  enthusiasm  with  which  they 
inspire  me,  for  all  that  this  world  has  to  offer.  *  1 5.  Therefore  are  they  before  the  throne 
of  God,  and  serve  him  day  and  night  in  his  temple;  and  he  that  sitteth  on  the  throne  shall 
dwell  among  them.  16.  They  shall  hunger  no  more,  neither  thirst  any  more;  neither 
shall  the  sun  light  on  them,  nor  any  heat.  17.  For  the  Lamb  that  is  in  the  midst  of 
the  throne  shall  feed  them,  and  shall  lead  them  unto  living  fountains  of  waters ;  and  God 
shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes.' "  When  he  gives  lessons  to  a  young  man  for  his 
conduct  in  life,  one  of  them  is,  "  The  great  Creator  to  adore ;"  when  he  consoles  a  friend  on 
the  death  of  a  relative,  "  he  points  the  brimful  grief- worn  eyes  to  scenes  beyond  the  grave ;" 
when  he  expresses  benevolence  to  a  distressed  family,  he  beseeches  the  aid  of  Him  "  who 
tempers  the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb;"  when  he  feels  the  need  of  aid  to  control  his  passions, 
he  implores  that  of  the  "  Great  Governor  of  all  below ;"  when  in  sickness,  he  has  a  prayer 
for  the  pardon  of  his  errors,  and  an  expression  of  coutidenc* in  the  goodness  of  God  ;  when 
suffering  from  the  ills  of  life,  he  asks  for  the  grace  of  resignation,  "  because  they  are  thy 
will ;"  when  he  observes  the  sufferings  of  the  virtuous,  he  remembers  a  rectifying  futurity ; 
— he  is  religious  not  only  when  surprised  by  occasions  such  as  these,  but  also  on  set  occa- 
sions; he  had  regular  worship  in  his  family  while  at  Ellisland — we  know  not  how  it  was  at 
Dumfries,  but  we  do  know  that  there  he  catechised  his  children  every  Sabbath  evening; — 
Nay,  he  does  not  enter  a  Druidical  circle  without  a  prayer  to  God. 

He  viewed  the  Creator  chiefly  in  his  attributes  of  love,  goodness,  and  mercy.  "  In  pro- 
portion as  we  are  wrung  with  grief,  or  distracted  with  anxiety,  the  ideas  of  a  superintending 
Deity,  an  Almighty  protector,  are  doubly  dear."  Him  he  never  lost  sight  of  or  confidence 
in,  even  in  the  depths  of  his  remorse.  An  avenging  God  was  too  seldom  in  his  contem- 
plations— from  the  little  severity  in  his  own  character — from  a  philosophical  view  of  the 
inscrutable  causes  of  human  frailty — and  most  of  all,  from  a  diseased  aversion  to  what  was 
so  much  the  theme  of  the  sour  Calvinism  around  him ;  but  which  would  have  risen  up  an 
appalling  truth  in  such  a  soul  as  his,  had  it  been  habituated  to  profounder  thought  on  the 
mysterious  corruption  of  our  fallen  nature. 

Sceptical  thoughts  as  to  revealed  religion  had  assailed  his  mind,  while  with  expanding 
powers  it  "communed  with  the  glorious  universe;"  and  in  1787  he  writes  from  Edinburgh 
to  a  "  Mr  James  M'Candlish,  student  in  physic,  College,  Glasgow,"  who  had  favoured  him 
with  a  long  argumentative  infidel  letter,  "  I,  likewise,  since  you  and  I  were  first 
acquainted,  in  the  pride  of  despising  old  women's  stories,  ventured  on  '  the  daring  path 
Spinoza  trod  ;'  but  experience  of  the  weakness,  not  the  strength  of  human  powers,  made  me 
glad  to  grasp  at  revealed  religion"  When  at  Ellisland  he  writes  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  "  My  idle 
reasonings  sometimes  make  me  a  little  sceptical,  but  the  necessities  of  my  heart  always  give 
the  cold  philosophizings  the  lie.  Who  looks  for  the  heart  weaned  from  earth ;  the  soul 
affianced  to  her  God;  the  correspondence  fixed  with  heaven;  the  pious  supplication  and 
devout  thanksgiving,  constant  as  the  vicissitudes  of  even  and  morn;  who  thinks  to  meet 
with  these  in  the  court,  the  palace,  in  the  glare  of  public  life!  No:  to  find  them  in  their 
precious  importance  and  divine  efficacy,  we  must  search  among  the  obscure  recesses  of  dis- 
appointment, affliction,  poverty,  and  distress."  And  again,  next  year,  from  the  same  place 
to  the  same  correspondent,  "  That  there  is  an  incomprehensibly  Great  Being,  to  whom  I 
owe  my  existence,  and  that  he  must  be  intimately  acquainted  with  the  operations  and 
progress  of  the  internal  machinery  and  consequent  outward  deportment  of  this  creature  he 
has  made — these  are,  I  think,  self-evident  propositions.  That  there  is  a  real  and  eternal 
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distinction  between  virtue  and  vice,  and  consequently,  that  I  am  an  accountable  creature; 
that  from  the  seeming  nature  of  the  human  mind,  as  well  as  from  the  evident  imperfection, 
nay  positive  injustice,  in  the  administration  of  affairs,  both  in  the  natural  and  moral  worlds, 
there  must  be  a  retributive  scene  of  existence  beyond  the  grave,  must  I  think  be  allowed 
by  everv  one  who  will  give  himself  a  moment's  reflection.  I  will  go  farther  and  affirm, 
that  from  the  sublimity,  excellence,  and  purity  of  his  doctrine  and  precepts,  unparalleled 
by  all  the  aggregated  wisdom  and  learning  of  many  preceding  ages,  though  to  appearance 
he  was  himself  the  obscurest  and  most  illiterate  of  our  species:  therefore  Jesus  was  from 
God."  Indeed,  all  his  best  letters  to  Mrs  Dunlop  are  full  of  the  expression  of  religious 
feeling  and  religious  faith;  though  it  must  be  confessed  with  pain,  that  he  speaks  with 
more  confidence  in  the  truth  of  natural  than  of  revealed  religion,  and  too  often  lets  senti- 
ments inadvertently  escape  him,  that,  taken  by  themselves,  would  imply  that  his  religious 
belief  was  but  a  Christianized  Theism.  Of  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  he  never  expresses 
any  serious  doubt,  though  now  and  then  his  expressions,  though  beautiful,  want  their 
usual  force,  as  if  he  felt  the  inadequacy  of  the  human  mind  to  the  magnitude  of  the  theme. 
"  Ye  venerable  sages,  and  holy  flamens,  is  there  probability  in  your  conjectures,  truth  in 
your  stories  of  another  world  beyond  death ;  or  are  they  all  alike  baseless  visions  and  fabri- 
cated fables?  If  there  is  another  life,  it  must  be  only  for  the  just,  the  amiable  and  the 
humane.  What  a  flattering  idea  this  of  the  world  to  come!  Would  to  God  I  as  firmly 
believed  it  as  I  ardently  wish  it." 

How  then  could  honour 'd  Thomas  Carlyle  bring  himself  to  affirm,  "  that  Burns  had  no 
religion  ?"  His  religion  was  in  much  imperfect — but  its  incompleteness  you  discern  only 
on  a  survey  of  all  his  effusions,  and  by  inference  ;  for  his  particular  expressions  of  a  religious 
kind  are  genuine,  and  as  acknowledgments  of  the  superabundant  goodness  and  greatness  of 
God,  they  are  in  unison  with  the  sentiments  of  the  devoutest  Christian.  But  remorse 
never  suggests  to  him  the  inevitable  corruption  of  man ;  Christian  humility  he  too  seldom 
dwells  on,  though  without  it  there  cannot  be  Christian  faith;  and  he  is  silent  on  the  need 
of  reconcilement  between  the  divine  attributes  of  Justice  and  Mercy.  The  absence  of  all 
this  might  pass  unnoticed,  were  not  the  religious  sentiment  so  prevalent  in  his  confidential 
communications  with  his  friends  in  his  most  serious  and  solemn  moods.  In  them  there  is 
frequent,  habitual  recognition  of  the  Creator;  and  who  that  finds  joy  and  beauty  in  nature 
lias  not  the  same  ?  It  may  be  well  supposed  that  if  common  men  are  more  ideal  in  religion 
than  in  other  things,  so  would  be  Burns.  He  who  lent  the  colours  of  his  fancy  to  common 
things,  would  not  withhold  them  from  divine.  Something — he  knew  not  what — he  would 
exact  of  man — more  impressively  reverential  than  any  thing  he  is  wont  to  offer  to  God, 
or  perhaps  can  offer  in  the  way  of  institution — in  temples  made  with  hands.  The  heartfelt 
adoration  always  has  a  grace  for  him — in  the  silent  bosom — in  the  lonely  cottage — in  any 
place  where  circumstances  are  a  pledge  of  its  reality;  but  the  moment  it  ceases  to  be  heart- 
felt, and  visibly  so,  it  loses  his  respect,  it  seems  as  profanation.  "  Mine  is  the  religion  of 
the  breast;"  and  if  it  be  not,  what  is  it  worth?  But  it  must  also  revive  a  right  spirit 
within  us;  and  there  may  be  gratitude  for  goodness  without  such  change  as  is  required  of 
us  in  the  gospel.  He  was  too  buoyant  with  immortal  spirit  within  him,  not  to  credit  its 
immortal  destination;  he  was  too  thoughtful  in  his  human  love  not  to  feel  how  different 
must  be  our  affections  if  they  are  towards  flowers  which  the  blast  of  death  may  wither,  or 
towards  spirits  which  are  but  beginning  to  live  in  our  sight,  and  are  gathering  good  and 
evil  here  for  an  eternal  life.  Burns  believed  that  by  his  own  unassisted  understanding,  and 
his  own  unassisted  heart,  he  saw  and  felt  those  great  truths,  forgetful  of  this  great  truth, 
that  he  had  been  taught  them  in  the  Written  Word.  Had  all  he  learned  in  the  "  auld 
clay  biggin"  become  a  blank — all  the  knowledge  inspired  into  his  heart  during  the  even- 
ings, when  "  the  sire  turned  o'er  wi'  patriarchal  air,  the  big  ha'-bible,  ance  his  father's 
pride,"  how  little  or  how  much  would  he  then  have  known  of  God  and  Immortality? 
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In  that  delusion  he  shared  more  or  less  witli  one  and  all — whether  pouts  or  philosophers — 
who  have  put  their  trust  in  natural  Theology.  As  to  the  glooms  in  which  his  sceptical 
reason  had  been  involved,  they  do  not  seem  to  have  been  so  thick — so  dense — as  in  the  case 
of  men  without  number  who  have  by  the  blessing  of  God  become  true  Christians.  Of  hi* 
levities  on  certain  celebrations  of  religious  rites,  we  before  ventured  an  explanation;  and 
while  it  is  to  be  lamented  that  he  did  not  more  frequently  dedicate  the  genius  that 
shed  so  holy  a  lustre  over  "  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,"  to  the  service  of  religion,  let  it 
be  remembered  how  few  poets  have  done  so— alas !  too  few — that  he,  like  his  tuneful 
brethren,  must  often  have  been  deterred  by  a  sense  of  his  own  unworthiness  from  approach- 
ing its  awful  mysteries — and  above  all,  that  he  was  called  to  his  account  before  he  had 
attained  his  thoughtful  prime. 

And  now  that  we  are  approaching  the  close  of  our  Memoir,  it  may  be  well  for  a  little 
while  clearly  to  consider  Burns's  position  in  this  world  of  ours,  where  we  humans  often 
find  ourselves,  we  cannot  tell  how,  in  strange  positions;  and  where  there  are  on  all  hands 
so  many  unintelligible  things  going  on,  that  in  all  languages  an  active  existence  is  assumed 
of  such  powers  as  Chance,  Fortune,  and  Fate.  Was  he  more  unhappy  than  the  generality 
of  gifted  men?  In  what  did  that  unhappiness  consist?  How  far  was  it  owing  to  himself  or 
others? 

We  have  seen  that  up  to  early  manhood  his  life  was  virtuous,  and  therefore  must  have 
been  happy — that  by  magnanimously  enduring  a  hard  lot,  he  made  it  veritably  a  light 
one — and  that  though  subject  "  to  a  constitutional  melancholy  or  hypochondriasm  that  made 
him  fly  to  solitude,"  he  enjoyed  the  society  of  his  own  humble  sphere  with  proportionate 
enthusiasm,  and  even  then  derived  deep  delight  from  his  genius.  That  genius  quickly  waxed 
strong,  and  very  suddenly  he  was  in  full  power  as  a  poet.  No  sooner  was  passion  indulged 
than  it  prevailed — and  he  who  had  so  often  felt  during  his  abstinent  sore-toiled  youth  that 
"  a  blink  of  rest's  a  sweet  enjoyment,"  had  now  often  to  rue  the  self-brought  trouble  that 
banishes  rest  even  from  the  bed  of  labour,  whose  sleep  would  otherwise  be  without  a 
dream.  "  I  have  for  some  time  been  pining  under  secret  wretchedness,  from  causes  which 
you  pretty  well  know — the  pang  of  disappointment,  the  sting  of  pride,  with  some  wander- 
ing stabs  of  remorse,  which  never  fail  to  settle  on  my  vitals  like  vultures,  when  attention  is 
not  called  away  by  the  calls  of  society,  or  the  vagaries  of  the  Muse."  These  agonies  had  a 
well-known  particular  cause,  but  his  errors  were  frequent,  and  to  his  own  eyes  flagrant — 
yet  he  was  no  irreligious  person — and  exclaimed — "Oh!  thou  great,  unknown  Power! 
thou  Almighty  God!  who  hast  lighted  up  reason  in  my  breast,  and  blest  me  with  immor- 
tality! I  have  frequently  wandered  from  that  order  and  regularity  necessary  for  the  per- 
fection of  thy  works,  yet  thou  hast  never  left  me  nor  forsaken  me."  What  signified  it  to 
him  that  he  was  then  very  poor?  The  worst  evils  of  poverty  are  moral  evils,  and  them 
he  then  knew  not;  nay  in  that  school  he  was  trained  to  many  virtues,  which  might  not 
have  been  so  conspicuous  even  in  his  noble  nature,  but  for  that  severest  nurture.  Shall 
we  ask,  what  signified  it  to  him  that  he  was  very  poor  to  the  last?  Alas!  it  signified 
much;  for  when  a  poor  man  becomes  a  husband  and  a  father,  a  new  heart  is  created 
within  him,  and  he  often  finds  himself  trembling  in  fits  of  unendurable,  because  unavailing 
fears.  Of  such  anxieties  Burns  suffered  much;  yet  better  men  than  Burns — better  because 
sober  and  more  religious — have  suffered  far  more;  nor  in  their  humility  and  resignation 
did  they  say  even  unto  themselves  "  that  God  had  given  their  share."  His  worst  suf- 
ferings had  their  source  in  a  region  impenetrable  to  the  visitations  of  mere  worldly  calami- 
ties; and  might  have  been  even  more  direful,  had  his  life  basked  in  the  beams  of  fortune, 
in  place  of  being  chilled  in  its  shade.  "  My  mind  my  kingdom  is" — few  men  have  had 
better  title  to  make  that  boast  than  Burns;  but  sometimes  raged  there  plus  quam  civilia 
bella — and  on  the  rebellious  passions,  no  longer  subjects,  at  times  it  seemed  as  if  he  cared 
•_,  not  to  impose  peace. 
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Why  then,  such  clamour  about  his  condition — such  outcry  about  his  circumstances —such 
horror  of  his  Excisemanship?  Why  should  Scotland,  on  whose  "  brow  shame  is  ashamed 
to  sit,"  hang  down  her  head  when  bethinking  her  of  how  she  treated  him?  Hers  the  glory 
of  having  produced  him;  where  lies  the  blame  of  his  penury,  his  soul's  trouble,  his  living 
body's  emaciation,  its  untimely  death? 

His  country  cried,  "  All  hail,  mine  own  inspired  Bard!"  and  his  heart  was  in  heaven. 
But  heaven  on  earth  is  a  mid-region  not  unvisited  by  storms.  Divine  indeed  must  be 
the  descending  light,  but  the  ascending  gloom  may  be  dismal;  in  imagination's  airy  realms 
the  Poet  cannot  forget  he  is  a  Man— his  passions  pursue  him  thither— and  "  that  mystical 
roof  fretted  with  golden  fire,  why  it  appears  no  other  thing  to  them  than  a  foul  and  pestilent 
congregation  of  vapours."  The  primeval  curse  is  felt  through  all  the  regions  of  being;  and 
he  who  in  the  desire  of  fame  having  merged  all  other  desires,  finds  himself  on  a  sudden  in 
its  blaze,  is  disappointed  of  his  spirit's  corresponding  transport,  without  which  it  is  but  a 
glare;  and  remembering  the  sweet  calm  of  his  obscurity,  when  it  was  enlivened  not  dis- 
turbed by  soaring  aspirations,  would  fain  fly  back  to  its  secluded  shades,  and  be  again  his 
own  lowly  natural  self  in  the  privacy  of  his  own  humble  birth-place.  Something  of  this 
kind  happened  to  Burns.  He  was  soon  sick  of  the  dust  and  din  that  attended  him  on  his 
illumined  path;  and  felt  that  he  had  been  happier  at  Mossgiel  than  he  ever  was  in  the 
Metropolis — when  but  to  relieve  his  heart  of  its  pathos,  he  sung  in  the  solitary  field  to  the 
mountain  daisy,  than  when  to  win  applause,  on  the  crowded  street  he  chaunted  in  ambitious 
jtrains — 

"  Edina !  Scotia's  darling  seat ! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  towers, 
Where  once  beneath  a  monarch's  feet 

Sat  legislation's  sov'reign  powers  ! 
From  marking  wildly-scatter'd  flow'rs, 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stray 'd, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  lingering  hours, 

I  shelter  in  thy  honour'd  shade." 

He  returned  to  his  natural  condition,  when  he  settled  at  Ellisland.  Nor  can  we  see 
what  some  have  seen,  any  strong  desire  in  him  after  preferment  to  a  higher  sphere.  Such 
thoughts  sometimes  must  have  entered  his  mind,  but  they  found  no  permanent  dwelling 
there;  and  he  fell  back,  not  only  without  pain,  but  with  more  than  pleasure,  on  all  the 
remembrances  of  his  humble  life.  He  resolved  to  pursue  it"  in  the  same  scenes,  and  the 
same  occupations,  and  to  continue  to  be  what  he  had  always  been — a  Farmer. 

And  why  should  the  Caledonian  Hunt  have  wished  to  divert  or  prevent  him?  Why 
should  Scotland  ?  What  patronage,  pray  tell  us,  ought  the  Million  and  Two  Thirds  to 
have  bestowed  on  their  poet?  With  five  hundred  pounds  in  the  pockets  of  his  buckskin 
breeches,  perhaps  he  was  about  as  rich  as  yourself — and  then  he  had  a  mine — which  we 
hope  you  have  too — in  his  brain.  Something  no  doubt  might  have  been  done  for  him,  — 
and  if  you  insist  that  something  should,  we  are  not  in  the  humour  of  argumentation,  and 
shall  merely  observe  that  the  opportunities  to  serve  him  were  somewhat  narrowed  by  the 
want  of  special  preparation  for  any  profession;  but  supposing  that  nobody  thought  of  pro- 
moting him,  it  was  simply  because  every  body  was  thinking  of  getting  promoted  himself; 
and  though  selfishness  is  very  odious,  not  more  so  surely  in  Scotsmen  than  in  other  people, 
except  indeed  that  more  is  expected  from  them  on  account  of  their  superior  intelligence  and 
virtue.  . 

Burns's  great  calling  here  below  was  to  illustrate  the  peasant  life  of  Scotland.  Ages  may 
pass  without  another  arising  fit  for  that  task ;  meanwhile  the  whole  pageant  of  Scottish  life 
has  passed  away  without  a  record.  Let  him  remain,  therefore,  in  the  place  which  best  fits 
him  for  the  task,  though  it  may  not  be  the  best  for  his  personal  comfort.  If  an  individual 
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can  serve  his  country  at  the  expense  of  his  comfort,  he  must,  and  others  should  not  hinder 
him  ;  if  self-sacrifice  is  required  of  him,  they  must  not  be  blamed  for  permitting  it.  Burns 
followed  his  calling  to  the  last,  with  more  lets  and  hindrances  than  the  friends  of  humanity 
could  have  wished;  but  with  a  power  that  might  have  been  weakened  by  his  removal  from 
what  he  loved  and  gloried  in — by  the  disruption  of  his  heart  from  its  habits,  and  the  break- 
ing up  of  that  custom  which  with  many  men  becomes  second  nature,  but  which  with  him 
was  corroboration  and  sanctification  of  the  first,  both  being  but  one  agency — its  products 
how  beautiful!  Like  the  flower  and  fruit  of  a  tree  that  grows  well  only  in  its  own  soil  and 
by  its  own  river. 

But  a  Ganger!  What  do  we  say  to  that?  Was  it  not  most  unworthy?  We  ask, 
unworthy  what?  You  answer,  his  genius.  But  who  expects  the  employments  by  which 
men  live  to  be  entirely  worthy  of  their  genius — congenial  with  their  dispositions — suited  to 
the  structure  of  their  souls?  It  sometimes  happens — but  far  oftener  not — rarely  in  the 
case  of  poets — and  most  rarely  of  all  in  the  case  of  such  a  poet  as  Burns.  It  is  a  law  of 
nature  that  the  things  of  the  world  come  by  honest  industry,  and  that  genius  is  its  own 
reward,  in  the  pleasure  of  its  exertions  and  its  applause.  But  who  made  Burns  a  ganger? 
Himself?  It  was  his  own  choice.  "  I  have  been  feeling  all  the  various  rotations  and  move- 
ments within  respecting  the  excise,"  he  writes  to  Aiken  soon  after  the  Kilmarnock  edition. 
"  There  are  many  things  plead  strongly  against  it,"  he  adds,  but  these  were  all  connected 
with  his  unfortunate  private  affairs — to  the  calling  itself  he  had  no  repugnance — what  he 
most  feared  was  "  the  uncertainty  of  getting  soon  into  business."  To  Graham  of 
Fintry  he  writes,  a  year  after  the  Edinburgh  edition,  "  You  know,  I  dare  say,  of  an  appli- 
cation I  lately  made  to  your  Board  to  be  admitted  an  officer  of  Excise.  I  have  according 
to  form  been  examined  by  a  supervisor,  and  to-day  I  gave  in  two  certificates,  with  a  request 
for  an  order  for  instructions.  In  this  affair,  if  I  succeed,  I  am  afraid  I  shall  but  too  much 
need  a  patronizing  friend.  Propriety  of  conduct  as  a  man,  and  fidelity  and  attention  as  an 
officer,  I  dare  engage  for;  but  icith  any  thing  like  business,  except  manual  labour,  I  am 
totally  unacquainted.  *  *  I  know,  Sir,  that  to  need  your  goodness  is  to  have  a  claim  on 
it ;  may  I  therefore  beg  your  patronage  to  forward  me  in  this  affair,  till  I  be  appointed  to 
a  division,  where  by  the  help  of  rigid  economy,  I  will  try  to  support  that  independence  so 
dear  to  my  soul,  but  which  has  been  too  often  distant  from  my  situation."  To  Miss  Chalmers 
he  writes,  "  You  will  condemn  me  for  the  next  step  I  have  taken.  I  have  entered  into  the 
excise.  I  have  chosen  this,  my  dear  friend,  after  mature  deliberation.  The  question  is  not 
at  what  door  of  fortune's  palace  we  shall  enter  in,  but  what  door  does  she  open  for  us  ?  I 
got  this  without  any  hanging  on,  or  mortifying  solicitation:  it  is  immediate  support,  and 
though  poor  in  comparison  of  the  last  eighteen  months  of  my  existence,  it  is  plenty  in  com- 
parison of  all  my  preceding  life;  besides  the  Commissioners  are  some  of  them  my  acquain- 
tance, and  all  of  them  my  firm  friends."  To  Dr  Moore  he  writes,  "  There  is  still  one 
thing  would  make  me  quite  easy.  1  have  an  excise  officer's  commission  and  I  live  in  the 
midst  of  a  country  division.  If  I  were  very  sanguine  I  might  hope  that  some  of  my  great 
patrons  might  procure  me  a  treasury  warrant  for  supervisor,  surveyor-general,"  &c.  It  is 
needless  to  multiply  quotations  to  the  same  effect.  Burns  with  his  usual  good  sense  took 
into  account,  in  his  own  estimate  of  such  a  calling,  not  his  genius,  which  had  really  nothing 
to  do  with  it,  but  all  his  early  circumstances,  and  his  present  prospects — nor  does  it  seem 
at  any  time  to  have  been  a  source  of  much  discomfort  to  himself — on  the  contrary,  he  looks 
forward  to  an  increase  of  his  emoluments  with  hope  and  satisfaction.  We  .ire  not  now 
speaking  of  the  disappointment  of  his  hopes  of  rising  in  the  profession,  but  of  the  profession 
itself — "  A  supervisor's  income  varies,"  he  says,  in  a  letter  to  Heron  of  that  ilk,  "  from  about 
a  hundred  and  twenty  to  two  hundred  a  year;  but  the  business  is  an  incessant  drudgery, 
and  would  be  nearly  a  complete  bar  to  every  species  of  literary  pursuit.  The  moment  I 
am  appointed  supervisor,  I  may  be  nominated  on  the  collector's  list;  and  this  is  always  a 
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business  purely  of  political  patronage.  A  Collectorship  varies  mucli,  from  better  than 
two  hundred  a  year  to  near  a  thousand.  They  also  come  forward  by  precedency  on  the  list; 
and  have,  besides  a  handsome  income,  a  life  of  complete  leisure.  A  life  of  literary  leisure, 
with  a  decent  competency,  is  the  summit  of  my  wishes."  With  such  views,  Burns  became 
a  ganger  as  well  as  a  farmer — we  can  see  no  degradation  in  his  having  done  so — no  reason 
why  whimpering  cockneys  should  continually  cry,  "  Shame!  shame!  on  Scotland"  for  having 
let  "  Bunns" — as  they  pronounce  him — adopt  his  own  mode  of  life.  Allan  Cunninghame 
informs  us  that  the  officers  of  excise  on  the  Nith  were  then  a  very  superior  set  of  men  indeed 
to  those  who  now  ply  on  the  Thames.  Burns  saw  nothing  to  despise  in  honest  men  who 
did  their  duty — he  could  pick  and  choose  among  them — and  you  do  not  imagine  that  he 
was  obliged  to  associate  exclusively  or  intimately  with  ushers  of  the  rod.  Gangers  are 
gregarious,  but  not  so  gregarious  as  barristers  and  bagmen.  The  Club  is  composed  of 
ganger,  shop-keeper,  schoolmaster,  surgeon,  retired  merchant,  minister,  assistant-and-suc- 
cessor,  cidevant  militia  captain,  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  Peninsula  with  a  wooden  leg,  and 
haply  a  horse-marine.  These  are  the  ordinary  members;  but  among  the  honorary  you  find 
men  of  high  degree,  squires  of  some  thousands,  and  baronets  of  some  hundreds  a-year. 
The  rise  in  that  department  has  been  sometimes  so  sudden  as  to  astonish  the  unexcised. 
A  ganger,  of  a  very  few  years'  standing,  has  been  known,  after  a  quarter's  supervisorship, 
to  ascend  the  collector's — and  ere  this  planet  had  performed  another  revolution  round  the 
sun — the  Comptroller's  chair — from  which  he  might  well  look  down  on  the  Chancellor  of 
England. 

Let  it  not  be  thought  that  we  are  running  counter  to  the  common  feeling  in  what  we  have 
now  been  saying,  nor  blame  us  for  speaking  in  a  tone  of  levity  on  a  serious  subject.  We 
cannot  bear  to  hear  people  at  one  hour  scorning  the  distinctions  of  rank,  and  acknowledg- 
ing hone  but  of  worth;  and  at  another  whining  for  the  sake  of  worth  without  rank,  and 
estimating  a  man's  happiness — which  is  something  more  than  his  respectability — by  the 
amount  of  his  income,  or  according  to  the  calling  from  which  it  is  derived.  Such  persons 
cannot  have  read  Burns.  Or  do  they  think  that  such  sentiments  as  "  The  rank  is  but  the 
guinea  stamp,  the  man's  the  gowd  for  a'  that,"  are  all  very  fine  in  verse,  but  have  no  place 
in  the  prose  of  life — no  application  among  men  of  sense  to  its  concerns  ?  But  in  how  many 
departments  have  not  men  to  addict  themselves  almost  all  their  lives  to  the  performance  of 
duties,  which  merely  as  acts  or  occupations,  are  in  themselves  as  unintellectual  as  polishing 
a  pin?  Why,  a  pin-polisher  may  be  a  poet — who  rounds  its  head  an  orator — who  sharpens 
its  point  a  metaphysician.  Wait  his  time,  and  you  hear  the  first  singing  like  a  nightingale 
in  the  autumnal  season;  the  second  roaring  like  a  bull,  and  no  mistake;  the  third,  in  wan- 
dering mazes  lost,  like  a  prisoner  trying  to  thread  the  Cretan  labyrinth  without  his  clue. 
Let  a  man  but  have  something  that  he  must  do  or  starve,  nor  be  nice  about  its  nature;  and 
be  ye  under  no  alarm  about  the  degradation  of  his  soul.  Let  him  even  be  a  tailor — nay, 
that  is  carrying  the  principle  too  far;  but  any  other  handicraft  let  him  for  short  hours — ten 
out  of  the  eighteen  (six  he  may  sleep)  for  three  score  years  and  ten  assiduously  cultivate, 
or  if  fate  have  placed  him  in  a  ropery,  doggedly  pursue;  and  if  nature  have  given  him 
genius,  he  will  find  time  to  instruct  or  enchant  the  world — if  but  goodness,  time  to  benefit 
it  by  his  example,  "  though  never  heard  of  half  a  mile  from  home." 

Who  in  this  country,  if  yoti  except  an  occasional  statesman,  take  their  places  at  once  in 
the  highest  grade  of  their  calling?  In  the  learned  professions,  what  obscurest  toil  must  not 
the  brightest  go  through!  Under  what  a  pressure  of  mean  observances  the  proudest  stoop 
their  heads!  The  colour-ensign  in  a  black  regiment  has  risen  to  be  colonel  in  the  Rifle- 
brigade.  The  middy  in  a  gun-brig  on  the  African  station  has  commanded  a  three-decker  at 
Trafalgar.  Through  successive  grades  they  must  all  go — the  armed  and  the  gowned  alike; 
the  great  law  of  advancement  holds  among  men  of  noble  and  of  ignoble  birth — not  without 
exceptions  indeed  in  favour  of  family,  and  of  fortune  too,  more  or  less  frequent,  more  or  less 
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flagrant — but  talent,  and  integrity,  and  honour,  and  learning,  and  genius,  are  not  often 
heard  complaining  of  foul  play — if  you  deny  it,  their  triumph  is  the  more  glorious,  for 
generally  they  win  the  day,  and  when  they  have  won  it — that  is,  risen  in  their  profession 
— what  becomes  of  them  then?  Soldiers  or  civilians,  they  must  go  where  they  are  ordered 
— in  obedience  to  the  same  great  law;  they  appeal  to  their  services  when  insisting  on  being 
sent — and  in  some  pestilential  climate  swift  death  benumbs 

"  Hands  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  sway'd — 
Or  wak'd  to  ecstacy  the  living  lyre." 

It  is  drudgery  to  sit  six,  or  eight,  or  ten  hours  a-day  as  a  clerk  in  the  India-house ;  but 
Charles  Lamb  endured  it  for  forty  years,  not  without  much  headache  and  heartache  too,  we 
dare  say;  but  Elia  shows  us  how  the  unwearied  flame  of  genius  can  please  itself  by  playing 
in  the  thickest  gloom — how  fancy  can  people  dreariest  vacancy  with  rarest  creatures  hold- 
ing communion  in  quaintest  converse  with  the  finest  feelings  of  the  thoughtful  heart — how 
eyes  dim  with  poring  all  day  on  a  ledger,  can  glisten  through  the  evening,  and  far  on  into 
the  night,  with  those  alternate  visitings  of  humour  and  of  pathos  that  for  a  while  come  and 
go  as  if  from  regions  in  the  spirit  separate  and  apart,  but  ere  long  by  their  quiet  blending 
persuade  us  to  believe  that  their  sources  are  close  adjacent,  and  that  the  streams,  when  left 
to  themselves,  often  love  to  unite  their  courses,  and  to  flow  on  together  with  merry  or 
melancholy  music,  just  as  we  choose  to  think  it,  as  smiles  may  be  the  order  of  the  hour,  or 
as  we  may  be  commanded  by  the  touch  of  some  unknown  power  within  us  to  indulge  the 
luxury  of  tears. 

Why,  then,  we  ask  again,  such  lamentation  for  the  fate  of  Burns?  Why  should  not  he 
have  been  left  to  make  his  own  way  in  life  like  other  men  gifted  or  tingifted?  A  man  of 
great  genius  in  the  prime  of  life  is  poor.  But  his  poverty  did  not  for  any  long  time  neces- 
sarily affect  the  welfare  or  even  comfort  of  the  poet,  and  therefore  created  no  obligation  on 
his  country  to  interfere  with  his  lot.  He  was  born  and  bred  in  an  humble  station — but  such 
as  it  was,  it  did  not  impede  his  culture,  fame,  or  service  to  his  people,  or,  rightly  considered, 
his  own  happiness;  let  him  remain  in  it,  or  leave  it  as  he  will  and  can,  but  there  was  no 
obligation  on  others  to  take  him  out  of  it.  He  had  already  risen  superior  to  circumstances 
— and  would  do  so  still ;  his  glory  availed  much  in  having  conquered  them ;  give  him  better, 
and  the  peculiar  species  of  his  glory  will  depart.  Give  him  better,  and  it  may  be,  that  he 
achieves  no  more  glory  of  any  kind.  For  nothing  is  more  uncertain  than  the  effects  of  cir- 
cumstances on  character.  Some  men,  we  know,  are  specially  adapted  to  adverse  circum- 
stances, rising  thereby  as  the  kite  rises  to  the  adverse  breeze,  and  falling  when  the  adversity 
ceases.  Such  was  probably  Burns's  nature — his  genius  being  piqued  to  activity  by  the  con- 
tradictions of  his  fortune. 

Suppose  that  some  generous  rich  man  had  accidentally  become  acquainted  with  the  lad 
Robert  Burns,  and  grieving  to  think  that  such  a  mind  should  continue  boorish  among  boors, 
had,  much  to  his  credit,  taken  him  from  the  plough,  sent  him  to  College,  and  given  him  a 
complete  education.  Doubtless  he  would  have  excelled;  for  he  was  "  quick  to  learn,  and 
wise  to  know."  But  he  would  not  have  been  SCOTLAND'S  BURNS.  The  prodigy  had  not 
been  exhibited  of  a  poet  of  the  first  order  in  that  rank  of  life.  It  is  an  instructive  specta- 
cle for  the  world,  and  let  the  instruction  take  effect  by  the  continuance  of  the  spectacle  for 
its  natural  period.  Let  the  poet  work  at  that  calling  which  is  clearly  meant  for  him — he 
is  "  native  and  endued  to  the  element"  of  his  situation — there  is  no  appearance  of  his  being 
alien  or  strange  to  it — he  professes  proudly  that  his  ambition  is  to  illustrate  the  very  life  he 
exists  in — his  happiest  moments  are  in  doing  so — and  he  is'reconciled  to  it  by  its  being 
thus  blended  with  the  happiest  exertions  of  his  genius.  We  must  look  at  his  lot  as  a 
whole — from  beginning  to  end — and  so  looked  at  it  was  not  unsuitable — but  the  reverse; 
6  for  as  to  its  later  afflictions  they  were  not  srch  as  of  necessity  belonged  to  it,  were  partly 
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owing  to  himself,  partly  to  others,  partly  to  evil  influences  peculiar  not  to  his  calling,  but  to 

the  times. 

If  Burns  had  not  been  prematurely  cut  off,  it  is  not  to  be  doubted  that  he  would  have 
got  promotion  either  by  favour,  or  in  the  ordinary  course;  and  had  that  happened,  he  would 
not  have  had  much  cause  for  complaint,  nor  would  he  have  complained  that  like  other  men 
he  had  to  wait  events,  and  reach  competence  or  aflluence  by  the  usual  routine.  He  would, 
like  other  men,  have  then  looked  back  on  his  narrow  circumstances,  and  their  privations,  as 
conditions  which,  from  the  first,  he  knew  must  precede  preferment,  and  would  no  more 
have  thought  such  hardships  peculiar  to  his  lot,  than  the  first  lieutenant  of  a  frigate,  the 
rough  work  he  had  to  perform,  on  small  pay,  and  no  delicate  mess  between  decks,  when  he 
was  a  mate,  though  then  perhaps  a  better  seaman  than  the  Commodore. 

With  these  sentiments  we  do  not  expect  that  all  who  honour  this  Memoir  with  a  perusal 
will  entirely  sympathise;  but  imperfect  as  it  is,  we  have  no  fear  of  its  favourable  reception 
by  our  friends,  on  the  score  of  its  pervading  spirit.  As  to  the  poor  creatures  who  purse 
up  their  unmeaning  moiiths,  trying  too  without  the  necessary  feature  to  sport  the  super- 
cilious— and  instead  of  speaking  daggers,  pip  pins  against  the  "  Scotch" — they  are  just  the 
very  vermin  who  used  to  bite  Burns,  and  one  would  pause  for  a  moment  in  the  middle 
of  a  sentence  to  impale  a  dozen  of  them  on  one's  pen,  if  they  happened  to  crawl  across 
one's  paper.  But  our  Southern  brethren — the  noble  English — who  may  not  share  these 
sentiments  of  ours — will  think  "  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger"  of  Burns's  fate,  and  for  his 
sake  will  be  loth  to  blame  his  mother  land.  They  must  think  with  a  sigh  of  their  own 
Bloomfield,  and  Clare!  Our  Burns  indeed  was  a  greater  far;  but  they  will  call  to  mind 
the  calamities  of  their  men  of  genius,  of  discoverers  in  science,  who  advanced  the  wealth 
of  nations,  and  died  of  hunger — of  musicians  who  taught  the  souls  of  the  people  in  angelic 
harmonies  to  commerce  with  heaven,  and  dropt  unhonoured  into  a  hole  of  earth — -of  pain- 
ters who  glorified  the  very  sunrise  and  sunset,  and  were  buried  in  places  for  a  long  time 
obscure  as  the  shadow  of  oblivion — and  surpassing  glory  and  shame  of  all — 

"  OP  MIGHTY  POETS  IN  THEIR  MISERY  DEAD." 

We  never  think  of  the  closing  years  of  Burns's  life,  without  feeling  what  not  many  seem 
to  have  felt,  that  much  more  of  their  unhappiness  is  to  be  attributed  to  the  most  mistaken 
notion  he  had  unfortunately  taken  up,  of  there  being  something  degrading  in  genius  in 
writing  for  money,  than  perhaps  to  all  other  causes  put  together,  certainly  far  more  than  to 
his  professional  calling,  however  unsuitable  that  may  have  been  to  a  poet.  By  persisting 
in  a  line  of  conduct  pursuant  to  that  persuasion,  he  kept  himself  in  perpetual  poverty; 
and  though  it  is  not  possible  to  blame  him  severely  for  such  a  fault,  originating  as  it  did 
in  the  generous  enthusiasm  of  the  poetical  character,  a  most  serious  fault  it  was,  and  its 
consequences  were  most  lamentable.  So  far  from  being  an  extravagant  man,  in  the  common 
concerns  of  life  he  observed  a  proper  parsimony;  and  they  must  have  been  careless  readers 
indeed,  both  of  his  prose  and  verse,  who  have  taxed  him  with  lending  the  colours  of  his 
genius  to  set  off  with  a  false  lustre  that  profligate  profuseness,  habitual  only  with  the  selfish, 
and  irreconcileable  with  any  steadfast  domestic  virtue. 

"  To  catch  dame  fortune's  golden  smile, 

Assiduous  wait  upon  her; 
And  gather  gear  by  every  wile 

That's  justified  by  honour; 
Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge, 

Nor  for  a  train  attendant; 
BUT  FOR  THE  GLORIOUS  PRIVILEGE 

OF  BEING  INDEPENDENT." 

Such  was  the  advice  he  gave  to  a  young  friend  in  1786,  and  in  1789,  in  a  letter  to  Robert 
^  Ainslie,  he  says,  "  Your  poets,  spendthrifts,  and  other  fools  of  that  kidney  pretend,  forsooth, 
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to  crack  their  jokes  on  prudence — but  'tis  a  squalid  vagabond  glorying  in  his  rags.  Still, 
imprudence  respecting  money  matters  is  much  more  pardonable  than  imprudence  respect- 
ing character.  I  have  no  objections  to  prefer  prodigality  to  avarice,  in  some  few  instances: 
but  I  appeal  to  your  own  observation  if  you  have  not  often  met  with  the  same  disingenu- 
ousness,  the  same  hollow-hearted  insincerity,  and  disintegrative  depravity  of  principle,  in 
the  hackneyed  victims  of  profusion,  as  in  the  unfeeling  children  of  parsimony."  Similar 
sentiments  will  recur  to  every  one  familiar  with  his  writings — all  through  them  till  the 
very  end.  His  very  songs  are  full  of  them — many  of  the  best  impressively  preaching  in 
sweetest  numbers  industry  and  thrift.  So  was  he  privileged  to  indulge  in  poetic  tran- 
sports— to  picture,  without  reproach,  the  genial  hours  in  the  poor  man's  life,  alas!  but  too 
unfrequent,  and  therefore  to  be  enjoyed  with  a  lawful  revelry,  at  once  obedient  to  the  iron- 
tongued  knell  that  commands  it  to  cease.  So  was  he  justified  in  scorning  the  close-fisted 
niggardliness  that  forces  up  one  finger  after  another,  as  if  chirted  by  a  screw,  and  then  shows 
to  the  pauper  a  palm  with  a  doit.  "  Take  care  of  the  pennies,  and  the  pounds  will  take 
care  of  themselves,"  is  an  excellent  maxim ;  but  we  do  not  look  for  illustrations  of  it  in 
poetry;  perhaps  it  is  too  importunate  in  prose.  Full-grown  moralists  and  political  economists, 
eager  to  promote  the  virtue  and  the  wealth  of  nations,  can  study  it  scientifically  in  Adam 
Smith — but  the  boy  must  have  two  buttons  to  his  fob  and  a  clasp,  who  would  seek 
for  it  in  Robert  Burns.  The  bias  of  poor  human  nature  seems  to  lean  sufficiently  to  self, 
and  to  require  something  to  balance  it  the  other  way;  what  more  effectual  than  the 
touch  of  a  poet's  finger?  We  cannot  relieve  every  wretch  we  meet — yet  if  we  "  take  care 
of  the  pennies,"  how  shall  the  hunger  that  beseeches  us  on  the  street  get  a  bap?  If  we  let 
"  the  pounds  take  care  of  themselves,"  how  shall  we  answer  to  God  at  the  great  day  of 
iudgmeut — remembering  how  often  we  had  let  "  unpitied  want  retire  to  die — "  the  white- 
faced  widow  pass  us  unrelieved,  in  faded  weeds  that  seemed  as  if  they  were  woven  of  dust? 

In  his  poetry,  Burns  taught  love  and  pity;  in  his  life  he  practised  them.  Nay,  though 
seldom  free  from  the  pressure  of  poverty,  so  ignorant  was  he  of  the  science  of  duty,  that  to 
the  very  last  he  was  a  notorious  giver  of  alms.  Many  an  impostor  must  have  preyed  on 
his  meal-girnel  at  Ellisland;  perhaps  the  old  sick  sailor  was  one,  who  nevertheless  repaid 
several  weeks'  board  and  lodging  with  a  cutter  one-foot  keel,  and  six  pound  burthen,  which 
young  Bobby  Burns — such  is  this  uncertain  world — -grat  one  Sabbath  to  see  a  total  wreck 
far  off  in  the  mid-eddies  of  the  mighty  Nith.  But  the  idiot  who  got  his  dole  from  the 
poet's  own  hand,  as  often  as  he  chose  to  come  clmrming  up  the  Vennel,  he  was  no  impostor, 
and  though  he  had  lost  his  wits,  retained  a  sense  of  gratitude,  and  returned  a  blessing  in 
such  phrase  as  they  can  articulate  "  whose  lives  are  hidden  with  God." 

How  happened  it,  then,  that  such  a  man  was  so  neglectful  of  his  wife  and  family,  as  to 
let  their  hearts  often  ache  while  he  was  in  possession  of  a  productive  genius  that 
might  so  easily  have  procured  for  them  all  the  necessaries,  and  conveniences,  and  some  even 
of  the  luxuries  of  life?  By  the  Edinburgh  edition  of  his  poems,  and  the  copy-right  to 
Creech,  he  had  made  a  little  fortune,  and  we  know  how  well  he  used  it.  From  the  day  of 
his  final  settlement  with  that  money-making,  story-telling,  magisterial  bibliopole,  who 
rejoiced  for  many  years  in  the  name  of  Provost — to  the  week  before  his  death,  his  poetry, 
and  that,  too,  sorely  against  his  will,  brought  him  in — ten  pounds!  Had  he  thereby  annually 
earned  fifty — what  happy  faces  at  that  fire-side !  how  different  that  household !  comparatively 
how  calm  that  troubled  life! 

All  the  poetry,  by  which  he  was  suddenly  made  so  famous,  had  been  written,  as  you 
know,  without  the  thought  of  money  having  so  much  as  flitted  across  his  mind.  The 
delight  of  embodying  in  verse  the  visions  of  his  inspired  fancy — of  awakening  the  sympathies 
of  the  few  rustic  auditors  in  his  own  narrow  circle,  whose  hearts  he  well  knew  throbbed 
with  the  same  emotions  that  are  dearest  to  humanity  all  over  the  wide  world — that  had 
been  at  first  all  in  all  to  him — the  young  poet  exulting  in  his  power  and  in  the  proof  of 


was  as  a  seal  set  on  his  fame  for  ever — and  ;'  in  the  auld  clay  biggin"  he  was  happy  to 
the  full  measure  of  his  large  heart's  desire.  His  poems  grew  up  like  flowers  before  his 
tread — they  came  out  like  singing  birds  from  the  thickets — they  grew  like  clouds  on  the 
sky — there  they  were  in  their  beauty,  and  he  hardly  knew  they  were  his  own — SQ  quiet 
had  been  their  creation,  so  like  the  process  of  nature  among  her  material  loveliness,  in 
the  season  of  spring  when  life  is  again  evolved  out  of  death,  and  the  renovation  seems  as  if 
it  would  never  more  need  the  Almighty  hand,  in  that  immortal  union  of  earth  and  heaven. 

You  will  not  think  these  words  extravagant,  if  you  have  well  considered  the  ecstacy  in  which 
the  spirit  of  the  poet  was  lifted  up  above  the  carking  cares  of  his  toilsome  life,  by  the  con- 
sciousness of  the  genius  that  had  been  given  him  to  idealize  it.  "  My  heart  rejoiced  in 
Nature's  joy,"  he  says,  remembering  the  beautiful  happiness  of  a  summer  day  reposing  on 
the  woods;  and  from  that  line  we  know  how  intimate  had  been  his  communion  with 
Nature  long  before  he  had  indited  to  her  a  single  lay  of  love.  And  still  as  he  wandered 
among  her  secret  haunts  he  thought  of  her  poets — with  a  fearful  hope  that  he  might  one 
day  be  of  the  number — and  most  of  all  of  Fergusson  and  Ramsay,  because  they  belonged  to 
Scotland,  were  Scottish  in  all  their  looks,  and  all  their  language,  in  the  very  habits  of  their 
bodies,  and  in  the  very  frame  of  their  souls — humble  names  now  indeed  compared  with  his 
own,  but  to  the  end  sacred  in  his  generous  and  grateful  bosom;  for  at  "  The  Farmer's 
Ingle"  his  imagination  had  kindled  into  the  "  Cotter's  Saturday  Night;"  in  the  "Gentle 
Shepherd"  he  had  seen  many  a  happy  sight  that  had  furnished  the  matter,  we  had  almost 
said,  inspired  the  emotion,  of  some  of  his  sweetest  and  most  gladsome  songs.  In  his  own 
every-day  working  world  he  walked  as  a  man  contented  with  the  pleasure  arising  in  his 
mere  human  heart;  but  that  world  the  poet  could  purify  and  elevate  at  will  into  a  celestial 
sphere,  still  lightened  by  Scottish  skies,  still  melodious  with  Scottish  streams,  still  inhabited 
by  Scottish  life — sweet  as  reality — dear  as  truth — yet  visionary  as  fiction's  dream,  and  felt 
to  be  in  part  the  work  of  his  own  creation.  Proudly,  therefore,  on  that  poorest  soil  the 
peasant  poet  bade  speed  the  plough — proudly  he  stooped  his  shoulders  to  the  sack  of  corn, 
itself  a  cart-load — proudly  he  swept  the  scythe  that  swathed  the  flowery  herbage — proudly 
he  grasped  the  sickle — but  tenderly  too  he  "  turned  the  weeder  clips  aside,  and  spared  the 
symbol  dear." 

"Well  was  he  entitled  to  say  to  his  friend  Aiken,  in  the  dedicatory  stanza  of  the  Cotter's 
Saturday  Night: 

"  My  loved,  my  honoured,  much  respected  friend ! 
No  mercenary  bard  his  homage  pays ; 
With  honest  pride  I  scorn  each  selfish  end, 
My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and  praise." 

All  that  he  hoped  to  make  by  the  Kilmarnock  edition  was  twenty  pounds  to  carry  him  to  the 
West  Indies,  heedless  of  the  yellow  fever.  At  Edinburgh  fortune  hand  in  hand  with  fame 
descended  on  the  bard  in  a  shower  of  gold;  but  he  had  not  courted  "  the  smiles  of  the  fickle 
goddess,"  and  she  soon  wheeled  away  with  scornful  laughter  out  of  his  sight  for  ever  and  a 
day.  His  poetry  had  been  composed  in  the  fields,  with  not  a  plack  in  the  pocket  of  the 
poet;  and  we  verily  believe  that  he  thought  no  more  of  the  circulating  medium  than  did  the 
poor  mouse  in  whose  fate  he  saw  his  own — but  more  unfortunate! 

"  Still  thou  art  blest  compared  wi'  me! 
The  present  only  toucheth  thee: 
But  och !  I  backward  cast  my  e'e 

On  prospects  drear! 
An'  forward,  though  I  canna  see, 

I  guess  and  fear." 
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At  Ellisland  his  colley  bore  on  his  collar,  "Robert  Burns,  poet;"  and  on  his  removal 
to  Dumfries,  we  know  that  he  indulged  the  dream  of  devoting  all  his  leisure  time  to  poetry 
— a  dream  how  imperfectly  realized !  Poor  Johnson,  an  old  Edinburgh  friend,  begged  in 
his  poverty  help  to  his  "  Museum,"  and  Thomson,  not  even  an  old  Edinburgh  acquaintance, 
in  his  pride — no  ignoble  pride  —  solicited  it  for  his  "Collection;"  and  fired  by  the  thought 
of  embellishing  the  body  of  Scottish  song,  he  spurned  the  gentle  and  guarded  proffer  of 
remuneration  in  money,  and  set  to  work  as  he  had  done  of  yore  in  the  spirit  of  love,  assured 
from  sweet  experience  that  inspiration  was  its  own  reward.  Sell  a  song!  as  well  sell  a 
wild-flower  plucked  from  a  spring-bank  at  sun-rise.  The  one  pervading  feeling  does  indeed 
expand  itself  in  a  song,  like  a  wild-flower  in  the  breath  and  dew  of  morning,  which  before 
was  but  a  bud,  and  we  are  touched  with  a  new  sense  of  beauty  at  the  full  disclosure.  As 
a  song  should  always  be  simple,  the  flower  we  liken  it  to  is  the  lily  or  the  violet.  The 
leaves  of  the  lily  are  white,  but  it  is  not  a  monotonous  whiteness — the  leaves  of  the  violet, 
sometimes  "  dim  as  the  lids  of  Cytherea's  eyes" — for  Shakspeare  has  said  so — are,  when 
well  and  happy,  blue  as  her  eyes  themselves,  while  they  looked  languishingly  on  Adonis. 
Yet  the  exquisite  colour  seems  of  different  shades  in  its  rarest  richness;  and  even  so  as 
lily  or  violet  shiftingly  the  same,  should  be  a  song  in  its  simplicity,  variously  tinged  with 
fine  distinctions  of  the  one  colour  of  that  pervading  feeling — now  brighter,  now  dimmer,  as 
open  and  shut  the  valves  of  that  mystery,  the  heart.  Sell  a  song!  No — no^said  Burns 
— "  You  shall  have  hundreds  for  nothing — and  we  shall  all  sail  down  the  stream  of  time 
together,  now  to  merry,  and  now  to  sorrowful  music,  and  the  dwellers  on  its  banks,  as  we 
glide  by,  shall  bless  us  by  name,  and  call  us  of  the  Immortals." 

It  was  in  this  way  that  Burns  was  beguiled  by  the  remembrance  of  the  inspirations  of 
his  youthful  prime,  into  the  belief  that  it  would  be  absolutely  sordid  to  write  songs  for 
money;  and  thus  he  continued  for  years  to  enrich  others  by  the  choicest  products  of  his 
genius,  himself  remaining  all  the  while,  alas !  too  poor.  The  richest  man  in  the  town  was 
not  more  regular  in  the  settlement  of  his  accounts,  but  sometimes  on  Saturday  nights  he 
had  not  wherewithal  to  pay  the  expenses  of  the  week's  subsistence,  and  had  to  borrow  a 
pound  note.  He  was  more  ready  to  lend  one,  and  yon  know  he  died  out  of  debt.  But 
his  family  suffered  privations  it  is  sad  to  think  of — though  to  be  sure  the  children  were  too 
young  to  grieve,  and  soon  fell  asleep,  and  Jean  was  a  cheerful  creature,  strong  at  heart,  and 
proud  of  her  famous  Robin,  the  Poet  of  Scotland,  whom  the  whole  world  admired,  but  she 
alone  loved,  and  so  far  from  ever  upbraiding  him,  welcomed  him  at  all  hours  to  her  arms 
and  to  her  heart.  It  is  all  very  fine  talking  about  the  delight  he  enjoyed  in  the  composition 
of  his  matchless  lyrics,  and  the  restoration  of  all  those  faded  and  broken  songs  of  other  ages, 
burnished  by  a  few  touches  of  his  hand  to  surpassing  beauty;  but  what  we  lament  is,  that 
with  the  Poet  it  was  not  "  No  song",  no  supper,"  but  "  No  supper  for  any  song" — that  with 
an  infatuation  singular  even  in  the  history  of  the  poetic  tribe,  he  adhered  to  what  he  had 
resolved,  in  the  face  of  distress  which,  had  he  chosen  it,  he  could  have  changed  into  com- 
fort, and  by  merely  doing  as  all  others  did,  have  secured  a  competency  to  his  wife  and 
children.  Infatuation !  It  is  too  strong  a  word — therefore  substitute  some  other  weaker 
in  expression  of  blame — nay,  let  it  be — if  so  you  will — some  gentle  term  of  praise  and  of 
pity;  for  in  this  most  selfish  world,  'tis  so  rare  to  be  of  self  utterly  regardless,  that  the 
scorn  of  pelf  may  for  a  moment  be  thought  a  virtue,  even  when  indulged  to  the  loss  of 
the  tenderly  beloved.  Yet  the  great  natural  affections  have  their  duties  superior  over  all 
others  between  man  and  man;  and  he  who  sets  them  aside,  iu  the  generosity  or  the  joy  of 
genius,  must  frequently  feel  that  by  such  dereliction  he  has  become  amenable  to  conscience, 
and  in  hours  when  enthusiasm  is  tamed  by  reflection,  cannot  escape  the  tooth  of  remorse. 

How  it  would  have  kindled  all  his  highest  powers,  to  have  felt  assured  that  by  their 
exercise  in  the  Poet's  own  vocation  he  could  not  only  keep  want  from  his  door  "  with 
alarum  banishing  sweet  sleep,"  but  clothe,  lodge,  and  board  "  the  wife  and  weans,"  as 
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sumptuously  as  if  he  had  been  an  absolute  supervisor!  In  one  article  alone  was  he  a  man 

of  expensive  habits it  was  quite  a  craze  with  him  to  have  his  Jean  dressed  genteelly — for 

she  had  a  fine  figure,  and  as  she  stepped  along  the  green,  you  might  have  taken  the  matron 
for  a  maid,  so  light  her  foot,  so  animated  her  bearing,  as  if  care  had  never  imposed  any 
burden  on  her  not  ungraceful  shoulders  heavier  than  the  milk-pail  she  had  learned  at  Moss- 
giel  to  bear  on  her  head.  'Tis  said  that  she  was  the  first  in  her  rank  at  Dumfries  to  sport 
a  oingham  gown,  and  Burns's  taste  in  ribbons  had  been  instructed  by  the  rainbow.  To  such 
a  pitch  of  extravagance  had  he  carried  his  craze  that,  when  dressed  for  church,  Mrs  Burns, 
it  was  conjectured,  could  not  have  had  on  her  person  much  less  than  the  value  of  two  pounds 
sterling  money,  and  the  boys,  from  their  dress  and  demeanour,  you  might  have  mistaken 
for  a  gentleman's  sons.  Then  he  resolved  they  should  have  the  best  education  going;  and 
the  Hon.  the  Provost,  the  Bailies,  arid  Town  Council,  he  petitioned  thus:  "The  literary 
taste  and  liberal  spirit  of  your  good  town  have  so  ably  filled  the  various  departments  of 
your  schools,  as  to  make  it  a  very  great  object  for  a  parent  to  have  his  children  educated 
in  them;  still,  to  me  a  stranger,  with  my  large  family,  and  very  stinted  income,  to  give  my 
young  ones  that  education  I  wish,  at  the  high  school  fees  which  a  stranger  pays,  will  bear 
hard  upon  me.  Some  years  ago  your  good  town  did  me  the  honour  of  making  me  an 
honorary  burgess:  will  you  then  allow  me  to  request,  that  this  mark  of  distinction  may 
extend  so  far  as  to  put  me  on  a  footing  of  a  real  freeman  in  the  schools  ?"  Had  not  "  his 
income  been  so  stinted,"  we  know  how  he  would  have  spent  it. 

Then  the  world — the  gracious  and  grateful  world — "  wondered  and  of  her  wondering 
found  no  end,"  how  and  why  it  happened  that  Burns  was  publishing  no  more  poems. 
What  was  he  about?  Had  his  genius  deserted  him?  Was  the  vein  wrought  out?  of  fine 
ore  indeed,  but  thin,  and  now  there  was  but  rubbish.  His  contributions  to  Johnson  were 
not  much  known,  and  but  some  six  of  his  songs  in  the  first  half  part  of  Thomson  appeared 
during  his  life.  But  what  if  he  had  himself  given  to  the  world,  through  the  channel  of  the 
regular  trade,  and  for  his  own  behoof,  in  Parts,  or  all  at  once,  THOSE  Two  HUNDRED  AND 
FIFTY  SONGS— new  and  old — original  and  restored — with  all  those  disquisitions,  annotations, 
and  ever  so  many  more,  themselves  often  very  poetry  indeed — what  would  the  world 
have  felt,  thought,  said,  and  done  then?  She  would  at  least  not  have  believed  that 
the  author  of  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  was — a  drunkard.  And  what  would  Burns 
have  felt,  thought,  said,  and  done  then?  He  would  have  felt  that  he  was  turning  his 
divine  gift  to  a  sacred  purpose — he  would  have  thought  well  of  himself,  and  in  that  just 
appreciation  there  would  have  been  peace — he  would  have  said  thousands  on  thousands  of 
high  and  noble  sentiments  in  discourses  and  in  letters,  with  an  untroubled  voice  and  a 
steady  pen,  the  sweet  persuasive  eloquence  of  the  happy — he  would  have  done  greater 
things  than  it  had  before  entered  into  his  heart  to  conceive — his  drama  of  the  Bruce  would 
have  come  forth  magnificent  from  an  imagination  elevated  by  the  joy  that  was  in  his  heart 
— his  Scottish  Georgics  would  have  written  themselves,  and  would  have  been  pure  Yir- 
gilian — Tale  upon  Tale,  each  a  day's  work  or  a  week's,  would  have  taken  the  shine  out  of 
Tarn  o'  Shanter. 

And  here  it  is  incumbent  on  us  to  record  our  sentiments  regarding  Mr  Thomson's  conduct 
towards  Burns  in  his  worst  extremity,  which  has  not  only  been  assailed  by  "  anonymous 
scribblers,"  whom  perhaps  he  may  rightly  regard  with  contempt;  but  as  he  says  in  his 
letter  to  his  esteemed  friend,  the  ingenious  and  energetic  Robert  Chambers,  to  "  his  great 
surprise,  by  some  writers  who  might  have  been  expected  to  possess  sufficient  judgment  to 
see  the  matter  in  its  true  light." 

In  the  "  melancholy  letter  received  through  Mrs  Hyslop,"  as  Mr  Thomson  well  calls  it, 
dated  April,  Burns  writes,  "  Alas!  my  dear  Thomson,  I  fear  it  will  be  some  time  before  I 
tune  my  lyre  again.  '  By  Babel  streams  I  have  sat  and  wept,'  almost  ever  since  I  wrote 
^•s  you  last  (in  February  when  he  thanked  Mr  Thomson  for  <  a  handsome  elegant  present 
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Mrs  B ,'  we  believe  a  worsted  shawl).     I  have  only  known  existence  by  the  pressure 

of  the  heavy  hand  of  sickness,  and  have  counted  time  but  by  the  repercussions  of  pain. 
Rheumatism,  cold,  and  fever  have  formed  to  me  a  terrible  combination.  I  close  my  eyes 
in  misery,  and  open  them  without  hope."  In  his  answer  to  that  letter,  dated  4th  of  May, 
Mr  Thomson  writes,  "  I  need  not  tell  you,  my  good  Sir,  what  concern  your  last  gave  me, 
and  how  much  I  sympathise  in  your  sufferings.  But  do  not,  I  beseech  you,  give  yourself 
up  to  despondency,  nor  speak  the  language  of  despair.  The  vigour  of  your  constitution  I 
trust  will  soon  set  you  on  your  feet  again;  and  then  it  is  to  be  hoped  you  will  see  the 
wisdom  of  taking  due  care  of  a  life  so  valuable  to  your  family,  to  your  friends,  and  to  the 
icorld.  Trusting  that  your  next  will  bring  agreeable  accounts  of  your  convalescence  and 
good  spirits,  I  remain,  with  sincere  regard,  yours."  This  is  kind,  as  it  should  be;  and  the 
advice  given  to  Burns  is  good,  though  perhaps,  under  the  circumstances,  it  might  just  as 
well  have  been  spared.  In  a  subsequent  letter  without  date,  Burns  writes,  "  I  have  great 
hopes  that  the  genial  influence  of  the  approaching  summpr  will  set  me  to  rights,  but  as  yet 
I  cannot  boast  of  returning  health.  I  have  now  reason  to  believe  that  my  complaint  is  a 
flying  gout:  a  sad  business."  Then  comes  that  most  heart-rending  letter,  in  which  the 
dying  Bums  in  terror  of  a  jail  implores  the  loan  of  five  pounds — and  the  well  known  reply. 
"  Ever  since  I  received  your  melancholy  letter  by  Mrs  Hyslop  I  have  been  ruminating  in 
what  manner  I  could  endeavour  to  alleviate  your  sufferings,"  and  so  on.  Shorter  rumina- 
tion than  of  three  months  might,  one  would  think,  have  sufficed  to  mature  eome  plan  for 
the  alleviation  of  such  sufferings,  and  human  ingenuity  has  been  more  severely  taxed  than 
it  would  havebeen  in  devising  means  to  carry  it  into  effect.  The  recollection  of  a  letter  written 
three  years  before,  when  the  Poet  was  in  high  health  and  spirits,  needed  not  to  have  stayed 
his  hand.  "  The  fear  of  offending  your  independent  spirit"  seems  a  bugbear  indeed. 
"  With  great  pleasure  I  enclose  a  draft  for  the  very  sum  I  had  proposed  sending!  !  Would 
I  were  CHANCELLOR  OF  THE  EXCHEQUER  but  for  one  day  for  your  sake ! ! !" 

Josiah  Walker,  however,  to  whom  Mr  Thomson  gratefully  refers,  says,  "  a  few  days 
before  Burns  expired  he  applied  to  Mr  Thomson  for  a  loan  of  £5,  in  a  note  which  showed 
the  irritable  and  distracted  state  of  his  mind,  and  his  commendable  judgment  instantly 
remitted  the  precise  sum,  foreseeing  that  had  he,  at  that  moment,  presumed  to  exceed 
that  request,  he  would  have  exasperated  the  irritation  and  resentment  of  the  haughty 
invalid,  and  done  him  more  injury,  by  agitating  his  passions,  than  could  be  repaired  by 
administering  more  largely  to  his  wants."  Haughty  invalid!  Alas!  he  was  humble  enough 
now.  "  After  all  my  boasted  independence,  stern  necessity  compels  me  to  implore  you  for 
five  pounds!"  Call  not  that  a  pang  of  pride.  It  is  the  outcry  of  a  wounded  spirit  shrink- 
ing from  the  last,  worst  arrow  of  affliction.  In  one  breath  he  implores  succour  and  forgive- 
ness from  the  man  to  whom  he  had  been  a  benefactor.  '•'•Forgive  me  this  earnestness — 
but  the  horrors  of  a  jail  have  made  me  half-distracted.  FORGIVE  ME!  FORGIVK  ME!" 
He  asks  no  gift — he  but  begs  to  borrow — and  trusts  to  the  genius  God  had  given  him  for 
ability  to  repay  the  loan;  nay,  he  encloses  his  last  song,  "  Fairest  Maid  on  Devon's  banks," 
as  in  part  payment!  But  oh!  save  Robert  Burns  from  dying  in  prison.  What  hauteur! 
And  with  so  "  haughty  an  invalid"  how  shall  a  musical  brother  deal,  so  as  not  "  to  exas- 
perate his  irritation  and  resentment,"  and  do  him  more  injury  "  by  agitating  his  passions,  than 
could  be  repaired  by  administering  more  largely  to  his  wants?"  More  largely!  Faugh! 
faugh!  Foreseeing  that  he  who  was  half-mad  at  the  horrors  of  a  jail,  would  go  wholly 
mad  were  ten  pounds  sent  to  him  instead  of  live,  which  was  all  "  the  haughty  invalid  "  had 
implored,  "  with  commendable  judgment,"  according  to  Josiah  Walker's  philosophy  of 
human  life,  George  Thomson  sent  "  the  precise  sum!"  And  supposing  it  had  gone  into  the 
pocket  of  the  merciless  haberdasher,  on  what  did  Josiah  Walker  .think  would  "  the  haughty 
invalid  "  have  subsisted  then — how  paid  for  lodging  without  board  by  the  melancholy  Sol- 
way-side? 
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Mr  Thomson's  champion  proceeds  to  say — "  Burns  had  all  the  unmanageable  pride  of 
Samuel  Johnson,  and  if  the  latter  threw  away  with  indignation  the  new  shoes  which  had 
been  placed  at  his-  chamber  door,  secretly  and  collectively,  by  his  companions,  the  former, 
would  have  been  still  more  ready  to'  resent  any  pecuniary  donation  with  which  a  single 
individual,  after  his  peremptory  prohibition,  should  avowedly  have  dared  to  insult  him 
with."  In  Boswell  we  read — "  Mr  Bateman's  lectures  were  so  excellent  that  Johnson  used 
to  come  and  get  them  at  second-hand  from  Taylor,  till  his  poverty  being  so  extreme,  that 
his  shoes  were  worn  out,  and  his  feet  appeared  through  them,  he  saw  that  his  humiliating 
condition  was  perceived  by  the  Christ-Church  men,  and  he  came  no  more.  He  was  too 
proud  to  accept  of  money,  and  somebody  having  set  a  pair  of  -new  shoes  at  his  door,  he 
threw  them  away  with  indignation."  Hall,  Master  of  Pembroke,  in  a  note  on  this  passage, 
expresses  strong  doubts  of  Johnson's  poverty  at  college  having  been  extreme;  and  Croker, 
with  his  usual  accuracy,  says,  "  authoritatively  and  circumstantially  as  this  story  is  told, 
there  is  good  reason  for  disbelieving  it  altogether.  Taylor  was  admitted  Commoner  of  Christ 
Church,  June  27,  1730;  Johnson  left  Oxford  six  months  before."  Suppose  it  true.  Had 
Johnson  found  the  impudent  cub  in  the  act  of  depositing  the  eleemosynary  shoes,  he  infalli- 
bly would  have  knocked  him  down  with  fist  or  folio  as  clean  as  he  afterwards  did  Osborne. 
But  Mr  Thomson  was  no  such  cub,  nor  did  he  stand  relatively  to  Burns  in  the  same  posi- 
tion as  such  cub  to  Johnson.  He  owed  Burns  much  money — though  Burns  would  not 
allow  himself  to  think  so;  and  had  he  expostulated  with  open  heart  and  hand,  with  the 
Bard  on  his  obstinate — he  might  have  kindly  said  foolish  and  worse  than  foolish  disregard 
not  only  of  his  own  interest,  but  of  the  comfort  of  his  wife  and  family — had  he  gone  to 
Dumfries  for  the  sole  purpose — who  can  doubt  that  "  his  justice  and  generosity"  would 
have  been  crowned  with  success?  Who  but  Josiah  Walker  could  have  said,  that 
Burns  would  have  then  thought  himself  insulted?  Resent  a  "pecuniary  donation"  indeed! 
What  is  a  donation?  Johnson  tells  us  in  the  words  of  South:  "  After  donation  there  is  an 
absolute  change  and  alienation  made  of  the  property  of  the  thing  given;  which  being 
alienated,  a  man  has  no  more  to  do  with  it  than  with  a  thing  bought  with  another's  money." 
It  was  Burns  who  made  a  donation  to  Thomson  of  a  hundred  and  twenty  songs. 

All  mankind  must  agree  with  Mr  Lockhart  when  he  says — "  Why  Burns,  who  was  of 
opinion,  when  he  wrote  his  letter  to  Mr  Carfrae,  that  '  no  profits  were  more  honourable 
than  those  of  the  labours  of  a  man  of  genius,'  and  whose  own  notions  of  independence  had 
sustained  no  shock  in  the  receipt  of  hundreds  of  pounds  from  Creech,  should  have  spurned 
the  suggestion  of  pecuniary  recompense  from  Mr  Thomson,  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  explain; 
nor  do  I  profess  to  understand  why  Mr  Thomson  took  so  little  pains  to  argue  the  matter 
in  limine  with  the  poet,  and  convince  him  that  the  time  which  he  himself  considered  as 
fairly  entitled  to  be  paid  for  by  a  common  bookseller,  ought  of  right  to  be  valued  and 
acknowledged  by  the  editor  and  proprietor  of  a  book  containing  both  songs  and  music." 
We  are  not  so  much  blaming  the  backwardness  of  Thomson  in  the  matter  of  the  songs,  as 
we  are  exposing  the  blather  of  Walker  in  the  story  of  the  shoes.  Yet  something  there  is 
in  the  nature  of  the  whole  transaction  that  nobody  can  stomach.  We  think  we  have  in 
a  great  measure  explained  how  it  happened  that  Burns  "  spurned  the  suggestion  of  pecu- 
niary recompense;"  and  bearing  our  remarks  in  mind,  look  for  a  moment  at  the  circum- 
stances of  the  case.  Mr  Thomson,  in  his  first  letter,  September,  1792,  says,  '•'•Profit  is 
quite  a  secondary  consideration  with  us,  and  we  are  resolved  to  spare  neither  pains  nor 
expense  on  the  publication."  "  We  shall  esteem  your  poetical  assistance  a  particular  favour, 
besides  paying  any  reasonable  price  you  shall  please  to  demand  for  it."  And  would  Robert 
Burns  condescend  to  receive  money  for  his  contributions  to  a  work  in  honour  of  Scotland, 
undertaken  by  men  with  whom  "  profit  was  quite  a  secondary  consideration?"  Impossible. 
In  July  1793,  when  Burns  had  been  for  nine  months  enthusiastically  co-operating  in  a  great 
national  work,  and  had  proved  that  he  would  carry  it  on  to  a  triumphant  close,  Mr  Thorn- 
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son  writes — "  I  cannot  express  how  much  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  the  exquisite  new  songs 
you  are  sending  me;  but  thanks,  my  friend,  are  a  poor  return  for  what  you  have  done. 
As  I  shall  be  benefitted  by  the  publication,  you  must  suffer  me  to  enclose  a  small  mark  of 
my  gratitude,  and  to  repeat  it  afterwards  when  I  find  it  convenient.  Do  not  return  it — 
for,  BY  HEAVEN,  if  you  do,  our  correspondence  is  at  an  end."  A  bank-note  for  five  pounds! 
"In  the  name  of  the  prophet — FIGS!"  Burns,  with  a  proper  feeling,  retained  the  trifle, 
but  forbade  the  repetition  of  it;  and  every  body  must  see,  at  a  glance,  that  such  a  man 
could  not  have  done  otherwise — for  it  would  have  been  most  degrading  indeed  had  he 
shown  himself  ready  to  accept  a  five  pound  note  when  it  might  happen  to  suit  the  conve- 
nience of  an  editor.  His  domicile  was  not  in  Grub-street. 

Mr  Walker,  still  further  to  soothe  Mr  Thomson's  feelings,  sent  him  an  extract  from  a 
letter  of  Lord  Woodhouselee's — "  I  am  glad  you  have  embraced  the  occasion  which  lay  in 
your  way  of  doing  full  justice  to  Mr  George  Thomson,  who,  I  agree  with  you  in  thinking, 
was  most  harshly  and  illiberally  treated  by  an  anonymous  dull  calumniator.  I  have  always 
regarded  Mr  Thomson  as  a  man  of  great  worth  and  most  respectable  character;  and  I  have 
every  reason  to  believe  that  poor  Burns  felt  himself  as  much  indebted  to  his  good  counsels 
and  active  friendship  as  a  man,  as  the  public  is  sensible  he  was  to  his  good  taste  and  judg- 
ment as  a  critic."  Mr  Thomson,  in  now  giving,  for  the  first  time,  this  extract  to  the  public, 
eays,  "  Of  the  unbiassed  opinion  of  such  a  highly  respectable  gentleman  and  accomplished 
writer  as  Lord  Woodhouselee,  I  certainly  feel  not  a  little  proud.  It  is  of  itself  more  than 
sufficient  to  silence  the  calumnies  by  which  I  have  been  assailed,  first  anonymously,  and 
afterwards,  to  my  great  surprise,  by  some  writers  who  might  have  been  expected  to  possess 
sufficient  judgment  to  see  the  matter  in  its  true  light."  He  has  reason  to  feel  proud  of  his 
Lordship's  good  opinion,  and  on  the  ground  of  his  private  character  he  deserved  it.  But 
the  assertions  contained  in  the  extract  have  no  bearing  whatever  on  the  question,  and  they 
are  entirely  untrue.  Lord  Woodhouselee  could  have  had  no  authority  for  believing,  "  that 
poor  Burns  felt  himself  indebted  to  Mr  Thomson's  good  counsels  and  active  friendship  as  a 
man."  Mr  Thomson,  a  person  of  no  influence  or  account,  had  it  not  in  his  power  to  exert 
any  "active  friendship"  for  Burns — and  as  to  "  good  counsels,"  it  is  not  to  be  believed  for 
a  moment,  that  a  modest  man  like  him,  who  had  never  interchanged  a  word  with  Burns, 
would  have  presumed  to  become  his  Mentor.  This  is  putting  him.forward  in  the  high  charac- 
ter of  Burns's  benefactor,  not  only  in  his  worldly  concerns,  but  in  his  moral  well-being;  a 
position  which  of  himself  he  never  could  have  dreamt  of  claiming,  and  from  which  he  must, 
on  a  moment's  consideration,  with  pain  inexpressible  recoil.  Neither  is  "  the  public  sensi- 
ble" that  Burns  was  "  indebted  to  his  good  taste  and  judgment  as  a  critic."  The  public 
kindly  regard  Mr  Thomson,  and  think  that  in  his  correspondence  with  Burns  he  makes  a 
respectable  figure.  But  Burns  repudiated  most  of  his  critical  strictures;  and  the  worthy 
Clerk  of  the  Board  of  Trustees  does  indeed  frequently  fall  into  sad  mistakes,  concerning 
alike  poetry,  music,  and  painting.  Lord  Woodhouselee's  "  unbiassed  opinion,"  then,  so  far 
from  being  of  itself  "  sufficient  to  silence  the  calumnies  of  ignorant  assailants,"  &c.  is  not 
worth  a  straw. 

Mr  Thomson,  in  his  five  pound  letter,  asks — "  Pray,  my  good  sir,  is  it  not  possible  for 
you  to  muster  a  volume  of  poetry?"  Why,  with  the  assistance  of  Messrs  Johnson  and 
Thomson,  it  would  have  been  possible;  and  then  Burns  might  have  called  in  his  "Jolly 
Beggars."  "  If  too  much  trouble  to  you,"  continues  Mr  Thomson,  "  in  the  present  state  of 
your  health,  some  literary  friend  might  be  found  here  who  would  select  and  arrange  your 
manuscripts,  and  take  upon  him  the  task  of  editor.  In  the  meantime,  it  could  be  advertised 
to  be  published  by  subscription.  Do  not  shun  this  mode  of  obtaining  the  value  of  your 
labour;  remember  Pope  published  the  Iliad  by  subscription."  Why,  had  not  Burns  pub- 
lished his  own  poems  by  subscription!*  All  this  seems  the  strangest  mockery  ever  heard 
there  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  was  written  not  only  with  a  serious  face,  but  with  a 
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kind  heart.  But  George  Thomson  at  that  time  was  almost  as  poor  a  man  as  Robert 
Burns.  Allan  Cunninghame,  a  man  of  genius  and  virtue,  in  his  interesting  Life  of  Burns, 
has  in  his  characteristic  straight-forward  style,  put  the  matter — in  so  far  as  it  regards  the 
money  remittance — in  its  true  light,  and  all  Mr  Thomson's  friends  should  be  thankful  to 
]]im — "Thomson  instantly  complied  with  the  request  of  Burns;  he  borrowed  a  five-pound 
note  from  Cunningham,  (a  draft)  and  sent  it  saying,  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  inclose  ihe 
identical  sum  the  poet  had  asked  for,  when  he  received  his  letter.  For  this  he  has  been 
sharply  censured;  and  his  defence  is,  that  he  was  afraid  of  sending  more,  lest  he  should 
offend  the  pride  of  the  poet,  who  was  uncommonly  sensitive  in  pecuniary  matters.  A 
better  defence  is  Thomson's  own  povei'ty;  only  one  volume  of  his  splendid  work  was  then 
published;  his  outlay  had  been  beyond  his  means,  and  very  small  sums  of  money  had  come 
in  to  cover  his  large  expenditure.  Had  he  been  richer,  his  defence  would  have  been  a 
difficult  matter.  When  Burns  made  the  stipulation,  his  hopes  were  high,  and  the  dread  of 
hunger  or  of  the  jail  was  far  from  his  thoughts;  he  imagined  that  it  became  genius  to  refuse 
money  in  a  work  of  national  importance.  But  his  situation  grew  gloomier  as  he  wrote;  he 
had  lost  nearly  his  all  in  Ellisland,  and  was  obliged  to  borrow  small  sums,  which  he  found 
a  difficulty  in  repaying.  That  he  was  in  poor  circumstances  was  well  known  to  the  world; 
and  had  money  been  at  Thomson's  disposal,  a  way  might  have  been  found  of  doing 
the  poet  good  by  stealth;  he  sent  five  pounds,  because  he  could  not  send  ten,  and  it  would 
have  saved  him  from  some  sarcastic  remarks,  and  some  pangs  of  heart,  had  he  said  so 
at  once." 

Mr  Thomson  has  attempted  a  defence  of  himself  about  once  every  seven  years,  but  has 
always  made  the  matter  worse,  by  putting  it  on  wrong  grounds.  In  a  letter  to  that  other 
Arcadian,  Josiah  Walker,  he  says — many  years  ago — "  Now,  the  fact  is,  that,  notwith- 
standing the  united  labours  of  all  the  men  of  genius  who  have  enriched  my  Collection,  I 
am  not  even  yet  compensated  for  the  precious  time  consumed  by  me  in  poring  over  musty 
volumes,  and  in  corresponding  with  every  amateur  and  poet,  by  whose  means  I  expected  to 
make  any  valuable  addition  to  our  national  music  and  song ; — -for  the  exertion  and  money  it 
cost  me  to  obtain  accompaniments  from  the  greatest  masters  of  harmony  in  Vienna ;  and  for 
the  sums  paid  to  engravers,  printers,  and  others."  Let  us  separate  the  items  of  this 
account.  The  money  laid  out  by  him  must  stand  by  itself — and  for  that  outlay,  he  had  then 
been  compensated  by  the  profits  of  the  sale  of  the  Collection.  Those  profits,  we  do  not 
doubt,  had  been  much  exaggerated  by  public  opinion,  but  they  had  then  been  considerable, 
and  have  since  been  great.  Our  undivided  attention  has  therefore  to  be  turned  to,  "  his 
precious  time  consumed,"  and  to  its  inadequate  compensation.  And  the  first  question  that 
naturally  occurs  to  every  reader  to  ask  himself  is — "  in  what  sense  are  we  to  take  the  terms 
'time,'  'precious,'  and  'consumed?'"  Inasmuch  as  "time"  is  only  another  word  for  life, 
it  is  equally  "  precious "  to  all  men.  Take  it  then  to  mean  leisure  hours,  in  which  men 
seek  for  relaxation  and  enjoyment.  Mr  Thomson  tells  us  that  he  was  from  early  youth 
an  enthusiast  in  music  and  in  poetry;  and  it  puzzles  us  to  conceive  what  he  means  by 
talking  of  "  his  precious  time  being  consumed"  in  such  studies.  To  an  enthusiast,  a  "  musty 
volume"  is  a  treasure  beyond  the  wealth  of  Ind — to  pore  over  "  musty  volumes"  sweet  as 
to  gaze  on  melting  eyes — he  hugs  them  to  his  heart.  They  are  their  own  exceeding  great 
reward — and  we  cannot  listen  to  any  claim  for  pecuniary  compensation.  Then,  who  ever 
heard,  before  or  since,  of  an  enthusiast  in  poetry  avowing  before  the  world,  that  he  had  not 
been  sufficiently  compensated  in  money,  "  for  the  precious  time  consumed  by  him  in  cor- 
responding with  Poets?"  Poets  are  proverbially  an  irritable  race;  still  there  is  something 
about  them  that  makes  them  very  engaging — and  we  cannot  bring  ourselves  to  think  that 
George  Thomson's  "  precious  time  consumed"  in  corresponding  with  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
Thomas  Campbell,  Joanna  Baillie,  and  the  Ettricl?  Shepherd,  deserved  "  compensation." 
A.8  to  amateurs,  we  mournfully  grant  they  are  burthensome;  yet  even  that  burthen  may 
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uncomplainingly  be  borne  by  an  Editor  who  "  expects  by  their  means  to  make  any  valuable 
addition  to  our  national  music  and  song;"  and  it  cannot  be  denied,  that  the  creatures  have 
often  good  ears,  and  turn  oft'  tolerable  verses.  Finally,  if  by  "  precious"  he  means  valuable-, 
in'a  Politico-Economical  sense,  we  do  not  see  how  Mr  Thomson's  time  could  have  been 
consumed  more  productively  to  himself;  nor  indeed  how  he  could  have  made  any  money 
at  all  by  a  different  employment  of  it.  In  every  sense,  therefore,  in  which  the  words  are 
construed,  they  are  equally  absurd;  and  all  who  read  them  are  forced  to  think  of  one 
whose  "precious  time  was  indeed  consumed" — to  his  fatal  loss — the  too  generous,  the 
self-devoted  Burns — but  for  whose  "  uncompensated  exertions,"  "  The  Melodies  of  Scot- 
land" would  have  -been  to  the  Editor  a  ruinous  concern,  in  place  of  one  which  for  nearly 
half  a  century  must  have  been  yielding  him  a  greater  annual  income  than  the  Poet  would 
have  enjoyed  had  he  been  even  a  Supervisor. 

Mr  Thomson  has  further  put  forth  in  his  letter  to  Robert  Chambers,  and  not  now  for  the 
first  time,  this  most  injudicious  defence.  "  Had  I  been  a  selfish  or  avaricious  man,  I  had  a 
fair  opportunity,  upon  the  death  of  the  poet,  to  put  money  in  my  pocket;  for  I  might  then 
have  published,  for  my  own  behoof,  all  the  beautiful  lyrics  he  had  written  for  me,  the 
original  manuscripts  of  which  were  in  my  possession.  But  instead  of  doing  this,  I  was  no 
sooner  informed  that  the  friends  of  the  poet's  family  had  come  to  a  resolution  to  collect  his 
works,  and  to  publish  them  for  the  benefit  of  the  family,  and  that  they  thought  it  of  impor- 
tance to  include  my  MSS.  as  being  likely,  from  their  number,  their  novelty,  and  their 
beauty,  to  prove  an  attraction  to  subscribers,  than  I  felt  it  my  duty  to  put  them  at  once 
in  possession  of  all  the  songs,  and  of  the  correspondence  between  the  poet  and  myself;  and 
accordingly,  through  Mr  John  Syme  of  Ryedale,  I  transmitted  the  whole  to  Dr  Currie, 
who  had  been  prevailed  on,  immensely  to  the  advantage  of  Mrs  Burns  and  her  children,  to 
take  on  himself  the  task  of  editor.  For  this  surrendering  the  manuscripts,  I  received,  both 
verbally  and  in  writing,  the  warm  thanks  of  the  trustees  for  the  family — Mr  John  Syme 
and  Mr  Gilbert  Burns — who  considered  what  I  had  done  as  a  fair  return  for  the  poet's 
generosity  of  conduct  to  me."  Of  course  he  retained  the  exclusive  right  of  publishing  the 
songs  with  the  music  in  his  Collection.  Now,  what  if  he  had  refused  to  surrender  the 
manuscripts?  The  whole  world  would  have  accused  him  of  robbing  the  widow  and  orphan, 
and  he  would  have  been  hooted  out  of  Scotland.  George  Thomson,  rather  than  have  done 
so,  would  have  suffered  himself  to  be  pressed  to  death  between  two  mill-stones;  and  yet  he 
not  only  instances  his  having  "  surrendered  the  MSS."  as  a  proof  of  the  calumnious  nature 
of  the  abuse  with  which  he  had  been  assailed  by  anonymous  scribblers,  but  is  proud  of  the 
thanks  of  "  the  trustees  of  the  family,  who  considered  what  I  had  done  as  a.  fair  return  for 
the  poet's  generosity  of  conduct  to  me."  Setting  aside,  then,  "  the  calumnies  of  anonymous 
scribblers,"  with  one  and  all  of  which  we  are  unacquainted,  we  have  shown  that  Josiah 
Walker,  in  his  foolish  remarks  on  this  affair,  whereby  he  outraged  the  common  feelings  of 
humanity,  left  his  friend  just  where  he  stood  before — that  Lord  Woodhouselee  knew 
nothing  whatever  about  the  matter,  and  in  his  good  nature  has  made  assertions  absurdly 
untrue — that  Mr  Thomson's  own  defence  of  himself  is  in  all  respects  an  utter  failure,  and 
mainly  depends  on  the  supposition  of  a  case  unexampled  in  a  Christian  land — that  Lockhart 
with  unerring  finger  has  indicated  where  the  fault  lay — and  that  Cunninghame  has  accounted 
for  it  by  a  reason  that  with  candid  judges  must  serve  to  reduce  it  to  one  of  a  very  pardon- 
able kind;  the  avowal  of  which  from  the  first,  would  have  saved  a  worthy  man  from  some 
unjust  obloquy,  and  at  least  as  much  undeserved  commendation — the  truth  being  now  appa- 
rent to  all,  that  "  his  poverty,  not  his  will  consented"  to  secure  on  the  terms  of  non-pay- 
ment, a  hundred  and  twenty  songs  from  the  greatest  lyric  poet  of  his  country,  who  during 
the  years  he  was  thus  lavishing  away  the  effusions  of  his  matchless  genius,  without  fee  or 
reward,  was  in  a  state  bordering  on  destitution,  and  as  the  pen  dropt  from  his  hand,  did  not 
leave  sufficient  to  defray  the  expenses  of  a  decent  funeral. 

cxxvii 


THE    GENIUS    AND    CHARACTER    OF    BURNS. 

We  come  now  to  contemplate  his  dying  days;  and  mournful  as  the  contemplation  is,  the 
close  of  many  an  illustrious  life  has  been  far  more  distressing,  involved  in  far  thicker  dark- 
ness, and  far  heavier  storms.  From  youth  he  had  been  visited — we  shall  not  say  haunted 

by  presentiments  of  an  early  death;  he  knew  well  that  the  profound  melancholy  that  often 

settled  down  upon  his  whole  being,  suddenly  changing  day  into  night,  arose  from  his  organ- 
ization;— and  it  seems  as  if  the  finest  still  bordered  on  disease — disease  in  his  case  perhaps 
hereditary — for  his  father  was  often  sadder  than  even  "  the  toil  worn  cotter"  needed  to 
be,  and  looked  like  a  man  subject  to  inward  trouble.  His  character  was  somewhat  stern; 
and  we  can  believe  that  in  his  austerity  he  found  a  safeguard  against  passion,  that  never- 
theless may  shake  the  life  it  cannot  wreck.  But  the  son  wanted  the  father's  firmness;  and 
in  his  veins  there  coursed  more  impetuous  blood.  The  very  fire  of  genius  consumed  him, 
coming  and  going  in  fitful  flashes;  his  genius  itself  may  almost  be  called  a  passion,  so  vehe- 
ment was  it,  and  so  turbulent — though  it  had  its  scenes  of  blissful  quietude;  his  heart  too 
seldom  suffered  itself  to  be  at  rest;  many  a  fever  travelled  through  his  veins;  his  calmest 
•nights  were  liable  to  be  broken  in  upon  by  the  worst  of  dreams — waking  dreams  from  which 
there  is  no  deliverance  in  a  sudden  start — of  which  the  misery  is  felt  to  be  no  delusion — 
which  are  not  dispelled  by  the  morning  light,  but  accompany  their  victim  as  he  walks  out 
into  the  day,  and  among  the  dew,  and,  surrounded  as  he  is  with  the  beauty  of  rejoicing 
nature,  tempt  him  to  curse  the  day  he  was  born. 

Yet  let  us  not  call  the  life  of  Burns  unhappy — nor  at  its  close  shut  our  eyes  to  the 
manifold  blessings  showered  by  heaven  on  the  Poet's  lot.  Many  of  the  mental  sufferings 
that  helped  most  to  wear  him  out,  originated  in  his  own  restless  nature — "  by  prudent, 
cautious,  self-control"  he  might  have  subdued  some  and  tempered  others — better  regulation 
was  within  his  power — and,  like  all  men,  he  paid  the  penalty  of  neglect  of  duty,  or  of  its 
violation.  But  what  loss  is  hardest  to  bear?  The  loss  of  the  beloved.  All  other  wounds 
are  slight  to  those  of  the  affections.  Let  Fortune  do  her  worst — so  that  Death  be  mer- 
ciful. Burns  went  to  his  own  grave  without  having  been  commanded  to  look  down  into 
another's  where  all  was  buried.  "  I  have  lately  drunk  deep  of  the  cup  of  affliction.  The 
autumn  robbed  me  of  my  only  daughter  and  darling  child,  and  that  at  a  distance  too,  and 
so  rapidly,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  pay  the  last  duties  to  her."  The  flower 
withered,  and  he  wept — but  his  four  pretty  boys  were  soon  dancing  again  in  their  glee 
— their  mother's  heart  was  soon  composed  again  to  cheerfulness — and  her  face  without  a 
shadow.  Anxiety  for  their  sakes  did  indeed  keep  preying  on  his  heart; — but  what  would 
that  anxiety  have  seemed  to  him,  had  he  been  called  upon  to  look  back  upon  it  in  anguish 
because  they  icere  not?  Happiness  too  great  for  this  earth!  If  in  a  dream  for  one  short 
hour  restored,  that  would  have  been  like  an  hour  in  heaven. 

Burns  had  not  been  well  for  a  twelvemonth;  and  though  nobody  seems  even  then  to  have 
thought  him  dying,  on  the  return  of  spring,  which  brought  him  no  strength,  he  knew  that 
his  days  were  numbered.  Intense  thought,  so  it  be  calm,  is  salutary  to  life.  It  is  emotion 
that  shortens  our  days  by  hurrying  life's  pulsations — till  the  heart  can  no  more,  and  runs 
down  like  a  disordered  time-piece.  We  said  nobody  seems  to  have  thought  him  dying; — 
yet,  after  the  event,  every  body,  on  looking  back  on  it,  remembered  seeing  death  in  his  face. 
It  is  when  thinking  of  those  many  months  of  decline  and  decay,  that  we  feel  pity  and  sor- 
row for  his  fate,  and  that  along  with  them  other  emotions  will  arise,  without  our  well 
knowing  towards  whom,  or  by  what  name  they  should  be  called,  but  partaking  of  indigna- 
tion, and  shame,  and  reproach,  as  if  some  great  wrong  had  been  done,  and  might  have 
been  rectified  before  death  came  to  close  the  account.  Not  without  blame  somewhere 
could  such  a  man  have  been  so  neglected — so  forgotten — so  left  alone  to  sicken  and  die. 

"  Oh,  Scotia!  my  dear,  my  native  soill 

For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  heaven  is  sent ! 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil 
Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet  content!" 
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No  son  of  Scotland  did  ever  regard  her  with  more  filial  affection — did  ever  in  strains  so 
sweet  sing  of  the  scenes  "  that  make  her  loved  at  home,  revered  abroad" — and  yet  his 
mother  stretches  not  out  her  hand  to  sustain — when  it  was  too  late  to  save — her  own  Poet 
as  he  was  sinking  in.to  an  untimely  grave.  But  the  dying  man  complained  not  of  her  ingra- 
titude— he  loved  her  too  well  to  the  last  to  suspect  her  of  such  sin — there  was  nothing  for 
him  to  forgive — and  he  knew  that  he  would  for  ever  have  a  place  in  her  memory.  Her 
rulers  were  occupied  with  great  concerns — in  which  all  thoughts  of  self  were  merged /  and 
therefore  well  might  she  forget  her  Poet,  who  was  but  a  cotter's  son  and  a  ganger.  In 
such  forgetfulness  they  were  what  other  rulers  have  been,  and  will  be, — and  Coleridge  lived 
to  know  that  the  great  ones  of  his  own  land  could  be  as  heartless  in  his  own  case  as  the 
"  Scotch  nobility"  in  that  of  Burns,  for  whose  brows  his  youthful  genius  wove  a  wreath  of 
scorn.  "  The  rapt  one  of  the  godlike  forehead,  the  heaven-eyed  creature  sleeps  in  earth" — 
but  who  among  them  all  cared  for  the  long  self-seclusion  of  the  white-headed  sage — for  his 
sick  bed,  or  his  grave? 

Turn  we  then  from  the  Impersonation  named  Scotland — from  her  rulers — from  her 
nobility  and  gentry — to  the  personal  friends  of  Burns.  Could  they  have  served  him  in  his 
straits?  And  how?  If  they  could,  then  were  they  bound  to  do  so  by  a  stricter  obligation 
than  lay  upon  any  other  party;  and  if  they  had  the  will  as  well  as  the  power,  'twould  have 
been  easy  to  find  a  way.  The  duties  of  friendship  are  plain,  simple,  sacred — and  to  per- 
form them  is  delightful;  yet  so  far  as  we  can  see,  they  were  not  performed  here — if  they 
were,  let  us  have  the  names  of  the  beneficent  who  visited  Burns  every  other  day  during 
the  months  disease  had  deprived  him  of  all  power  to  follow  his  calling?  Who  insisted  on 
helping  to  keep  the  family  in  comfort  till  his  strength  might  be  restored?  For  example, 
to  pay  his  house  rent  for  a  year?  Mr  Syme  of  Ryedale  told  Dr  Currie,  that  Burns  had 
"  many  firm  friends  in  Dumfries,"  who  would  not  have  suffered  the  haberdasher  to  put 
him  into  jail,  and  that  his  were  the  fears  of  a  man  in  delirium.  Did  not  those  "  firm  friends* 
know  that  he  was  of  necessity  very  poor?  And  did  any  one  of  them  offer  to  lend  him 
thirty  shillings  to  pay  for  his  three  weeks'  lodgings  at  the  Brow?  He  was  not  in  delirium 
— till  within  two  days  of  his  death.  Small  sums  he  had  occasionally  borrowed  and  repaid 
— but  from  people  as  poor  as  himself — such  as  kind  Craig,  the  schoolmaster,  to  whom,  at 
his  death,  he  owed  a  pound — never  from  the  more  opulent  townfolk  or  the  gentry  in  tho 
neighbourhood,  of  not  one  of  whom  is  it  recorded  that  he  or  she  accommodated  the  dying 
Poet  with  a  loan  sufficient  to  pay  for  a  week's  porridge  and  milk.  Let  us  have  no  more 
disgusting  palaver  about  his  pride.  His  heart-would  have  melted  within  him  at  any  act  of 
considerate  friendship  done  to  his  family;  and  so  far  from  feeling  that  by  accepting  it  he  had 
become  a  pauper,  he  would  have  recognized  in  the  doer  of  it  a  brother,  and  taken  him  into 
his  heart.  And  had  he  not  in  all  the  earth,  one  single  such  Friend  ?  His  brother  Gilbert 
was  struggling  with  severe  difficulties  at  Mossgiel,  and  was  then  unable  to  assist  him;  and 
his  excellent  cousin  at  Montrose  had  enough  to  do  to  maintain  his  own  family;  but  as  soon 
as  he  knew  how  matters  stood,  he  showed  that  the  true  Burns'  blood  was  in  his  heart,  and 
after  the  Poet's  death,  was  as  kind  as  man  could  be  to  his  widow  and  children. 

What  had  come  over  Mrs  Dunlop  that  she  should  have  seemed  to  have  forgotten  or  for- 
saken him?  <;  These  many  months  you  have  been  two  packets  in  my  debt — what  sin  of 
igporance  I  have  committed  against  so  highly  valued  a  friend  I  am  utterly  at  a  loss  to 
guess.  Alas!  Madam,  ill  can  I  afford,  at  this  time,  to  be  deprived  of  any  of  the  small 
remnant  of  my  pleasures.  *  *  *  I  had  scarcely  begun  to  recover  from  that  shock 
(the  death  of  his  little  daughter),  when  I  became  myself  the  victim  of  a  most  severe  rheu- 
matic fever,  and  long  the  die  spun  doubtful;  until,  after  many  weeks  of  a  sick  bed,  it 
seems  to  have  turned  up  life,  and  I  am  beginning  to  crawl  across  my  room,  and  once, 
indeed,  have  been  before  my  own  door  in  tho  street."  No  answer  came ;  and  three  months 
;  after  he  wrote  from  the  Brow,  "  Madam — I  have  written  you  so  often  without  receiving 
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any  answer,  that  I  would  not  trouble  you  again  but  for  the  circumstances  in  which  I  am. 
An  illness  which  has  long  hung  about  me,  in  all  probability  will  speedily  send  me  beyond 
that  lourne  whence  no  traveller  returns.  Your  friendship,  with  which  for  many  years  you 
honoured  me,  was  a  friendship  dearest  to  my  soul.  Your  conversation,  and  especially  your 
correspondence,  were  at  once  highly  entertaining  and  instructive.  "With  what  pleasure 
did  I  use  to  break  up  the  seal !  The  remembrance  yet  adds  one  pulse  more  to  my  poor 
palpitating  heart.  Farewell.  R.  B."  Currie  says,  "  Burns  had  the  pleasure  of  receiving 
a  satisfactory  explanation  of  his  friend's  silence,  and  an  assurance  of  the  continuance  of  her 
friendship  to  his  widow  and  children ;  an  assurance  that  has  been  amply  fulfilled."  That 
"  satisfactory  explanation"  should  have  been  given  to  the  world — it  should  be  given  yet — 
for  without  it  such  incomprehensible  silence  must  continue  to  seem  cruel;  and  it  is  due  to 
the  memory  of  one  whom  Burns  loved  and  honoured  -to  the  last  to  vindicate  on  her  part 
the  faithfulness  of  the  friendship  which  preserves  her  name. 

Maria  Riddel,  a  lady  of  fine  talents  and  accomplishments,  and  though  somewhat  capricious 
in  the  consciousness  of  her  mental  and  personal  attractions,  yet  of  most  amiable  dispositions, 
and  of  an  affectionate  and  tender  heart,  was  so  little  aware  of  the  condition  of  the  Poet, 
whose  genius  she  could  so  well  appreciate,  that  only  a  few  weeks  before  his  death,  when 
he  could  hardly  crawl,  he  had  by  letter  to  decline  acceding  to  her  "  desire,  that  he  would 
go  to  the  birth-day  assembly,  on  the  4th  of  June,  to  show  his  loyalty!"  Alas!  he  was  fast 
"  wearin'  awa  to  the  land  o'  the  leal;"  and  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  weeks,  that  lady  gay, 
herself  in  poor  health,  and  saddened  out  of  such  vanities  by  sincerest  sorrow,  was  struck 
with  his  appearance  on  entering  the  room.  "  The  stamp  of  death  was  imprinted  on  his 
features.  He  seemed  already  touching  the  brink  of  eternity.  His  first  salutation  was — 
'Well,  Madam  j  have  you  any  commands  for  the  next  world?'"  The  best  men  have 
indulged  in  such  sallies  on  the  brink  of  the  grave.  Nor  has  the  utterance  of  words  like 
these,  as  life's  taper  was  flickering  in  the  socket,  been  felt  to  denote  a  mood  of  levity 
unbecoming  a  creature  about  to  go  to  his  account.  On  the  contrary,  there  is  something 
very  affecting  in  the  application  of  such  formulas  of  speech  as  had  been  of  familiar  use  all 
his  days,  on  his  passage  through  the  shadow  of  time,  now  that  his  being  is  about  to  be 
liberated  into  the  light  of  eternity,  where  our  mortal  language  is  heard  not,  and  spirit  com- 
municates with  spirit  through  organs  not  made  of  clay,  having  dropt  the  body  like  a 
garment. 

In  that  interview,  the  last  recorded,  and  it  is  recorded  well — pity  so  much  should  have 
been  suppressed — "  he  spoke  of  his  death  without  any  of  the  ostentation  of  philosophy,  but 
with  firmness  as  well  as  feeling,  as  an  event  likely  to  happen  very  soon,  and  which  gave 
him  concern  chiefly  from  leaving  his  poor  children  so  young  and  unprotected,  and  his  wife 
in  so  interesting  a  situation,  in  hourly  expectation  of  lying  in  of  a  fifth."  Yet,  during  the 
whole  afternoon,  he  was  cheerful,  even  gay,  and  disposed  for  pleasantry;  such  is  the  power 
of  the  human  voice  and  the  human  eye  over  the  human  heart,  almost  to  the  resuscitation 
of  drowned  hope,  when  they  are  both  suffused  with  affection,  when  tones  are  as  tender  as 
tears,  yet  can  better  hide  the  pity  that  ever  and  anon  will  be  gushing  from  the  lids  of  grief. 
He  .expressed  deep  contrition  for  having  been  betrayed  by  his  inferior  nature  and  vicious 
sympathy  -with  the  dissolute,  into  impurities  in  verse,  which  he  knew  were  floating  about 
among  people  of  loose  lives,  and  might  on  his  death  be  collected  to  the  hurt  of  his  moral  cha- 
racter. Never  had  Burns  been  "  hired  minstrel  of  voluptuous  blandishment,"  nor  by  such 
unguarded  freedom  of  speech  had  he  ever  sought  to  corrupt;  but  in  emulating  the  ribald 
wit  and  coarse  humour  of  some  of  the  worst  old  ballads  current  among  the  lower  orders 
of  the  people,  of  whom  the  moral  and  religious  are  often  tolerant  of  indecencies  to  a  strange 
degree,  he  felt  that  he  had  sinned  against  his  genius.  A  miscreant,  aware  of  his  poverty, 
had  made  him  an  offer  of  fifty  pounds  for  a  collection,  which  he  repelled  with  the  horror  of 
remorse.  Such  things  can  hardly  be  said  to  have  existence — the  polluted  perishes — or 


shovelled  aside  from  the  socialities  of  mirthful  men,  are  nearly  obsolete,  except  among  those 
whose  thoughtlessness  is  so  great  as  to  be  sinful,  among  whom  the  distinction  ceases  between 
the  weak  and  the  wicked.  From  such  painful  thoughts  he  turned  to  his  poetry,  that  had 
every  year  been  becoming  dearer  and  dearer  to  the  people,  and  he  had  comfort  in  the  a^ur- 
ance  that  it  was  pure  and  good;  and  he  wished  to  live  a  little  longer  that  he  might  amt-nd 
his  Songs,  for  through  them  he  felt  he  would  survive  in  the  hearts  of  the  dwellers  in  cot- 
tage-homes all  over  Scotland — and  in  the  fond  imagination  of  his  heart  Scotland  to  him  was 
all  the  world. 

"  He  spoke  of  his  death  without  any  of  the  ostentation  of  philosophy,"  and  perhaps  with- 
out any  reference  to  religion;  for  dying  men  often  keep  their  profoundest  thoughts  to  them- 
selves, except  in  the  chamber  in  which  they  believe  they  are  about  to  have  their  last  look 
of  the  objects  of  their  earthly  love,  and  there  they  give  them  utterance  in  a  few  words  of 
hope  and  trust.  While  yet  walking  about  in  the  open  air,  and  visiting  their  friends,  they 
continue  to  converse  about  the  things  of  this  life  in  language  so  full  of  animation,  that  you 
might  think,  but  for  something  about  their  eyes,  that  they  are  unconscious  of  their  doom — 
and  so  at  times  they  are;  for  the  customary  pleasure  of  social  intercourse  does  not  desert 
them;  the  sight  of  others  well  and  happy  beguiles  them  of  the  mournful  knowledge  that 
their  own  term  has  nearly  expired,  and  in  that  oblivion  they  are  cheerful  as  the  persons 
seem  to  be  who  for  their  sakes  assume  a  smiling  aspect,  in  spite  of  struggling  tears.  So 
was  it  with  Burns  at  the  Brow.  But  he  had  his  Bible  with  him  in  his  lodgings,  and  he 
read  it  almost  continually — often  when  seated  on  a  bank,  from  which  he  had  difficulty  in 
rising  without  assistance,  for  his  weakness  was  extreme,  and  in  his  emaciation  he  was  like 
a  ghost.  The  fire  of  his  eyes  was  not  dimmed — indeed  fever  had  lighted  it  up  beyond  even 
its  natural  brightness;  and  though  his  voice,  once  so  various,  was  now  hollow,  his  discourse 
was  still  that  of  a  Poet.  To  the  last  he  loved  the  sunshine,  the  grass,  and  the  flowers — to 
the  last  he  had  a  kind  look  and  word  for  the  passers-by,  who  all  knew  it  was  Burns. 
Labouring  men,  on  their  way  from  work,  would  step  aside  to  the  two  or  three  houses  called 
the  Brow,  to  know  if  there  was  any  hope  of  his  life;  and  it  is  not  to  be  doubted  that  devout 
people  remembered  him  who  had  written  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  in  their  prayers.  His 
sceptical  doubts  no  longer  troubled  him — they  had  never  been  more  than  shadows — and  he 
had  at  last  the  faith  of  a  confiding  Christian.  "We  are  not  even  to  suppose  that  his  heart 
was  always  disquieted  within  him  because  of  the  helpless  condition  of  his  widow  and 
orphans.  That  must  have  been  indeed  with  him  a  dismal  day  on  which  he  wrote  three 
letters  about  them  so  full  of  anguish ;  but  to  give  vent  to  grief  in  passionate  outcries  usually 
assuages  it,  and  tranquillity  sometimes  steals  upon  despair.  His  belief  that  he  was  so  sunk 
in  debt  was  a  delusion — not  of  delirium — but  of  the  fear  that  is  in  love.  And  comfort  must 
have  come  to  him  in  the  conviction  that  his  country  would  not  suffer  the  family  of  her  Poet 
to  be  in  want.  As  long  as  he  had  health  they  were  happy,  though  poor — as  long  as  he 
was  alive,  they  were  not  utterly  destitute.  That  on  his  death  they  would  be  paupers,  was 
a  dread  that  could  have  had  no  abiding  place  in  a  heart  that  knew  how  it  had  beat  for 
Scotland,  and  in  the  power  of  genius  had  poured  out  all  its  love  on  her  fields  and  her  peo- 
ple. His  heart  was  pierced  with  the  same  wounds  that  extort  lamentations  from  the  death- 
beds of  ordinary  men,  thinking  of  what  will  become  of  wife  and  children;  but  like  the 
pouring  of  oil  upon  them  by  some  gracious  hand,  must  have  been  the  frequent  recurrence  of 
the  belief — "  On  my  death  people  will  pity  them,  and  care  for  them  for  my  name's  sake." 
Some  little  matter  of  money  he  knew  he  should  leave  behind  him — the  two  hundred  pounds 
he  had  lent  to  his  brother;  and  it  sorely  grieved  him  to  think  that  Gilbert  might  be  ruined 
by  having  to  return  it.  What  brotherly  affection  was  there!  They  had  not  met  for  a 
good  many  years;  but  personal  intercourse  was  not  required  to  sustain  their  friendship.  At 
the  Brow  often  must  the  dying  Poet  have  remembered  Mossgiel. 

On  the  near  approach  of  death  lie  returned  to  his  own  house,  in  a  spring-cart — and 
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having  left  it  at  the  foot  of  the  street,  he  could  just  totter  up  to  his  door.  The  last  words 
his  hand  had  strength  to  put  on  paper  were  to  his  wife's  father,  and  were  written  probably 
within  an  hour  of  his  return  home.  "  My  dear  Sir, — Do  for  heaven's  sake  send  Mrs  Armour 
here  immediately.  My  wife  is  hourly  expected  to  be  put  to  bed.  Good  God!  what  a 
situation  for  her  to  be  in,  poor  girl,  without  a  friend !  I  returned  from  sea-bathing  quarters 
to-day;  and  my  medical  friends  would  almost  persuade  me  that  I  am  better;  but  I  think 
and  feel  that  my  strength  is  so  gone,  that  the  disorder  will  prove  fatal  to  me.  Your  son- 
in-law,  R.  B."  That  is  not  the  letter  of  a  man  in  delirium — nor  was  the  letter  written  a 
few  days  before  from  the  Brow  to  "  my  dearest  love."  But  next  day  he  was  delirious,  and 
the  day  after  too,  though  on  being  spoken  to  he  roused  himself  into  collected  and  composed 
thought,  and  was,  ever  and  anon,  for  a  few  minutes  himself — Robert  Burns.  In  his  deli- 
rium there  was  nothing  to  distress  the  listeners  and  the  lookers  on — words  were  heard  that 
to  them  had  no  meaning — mistakings  made  by  the  parting  spirit  among  its  language  now  in 
confusion  breaking  up — and  sometimes  words  of  trifling  import  about  trifling  things — about 
incidents  and  events  unnoticed  in  their  happening,  but  now  strangely  cared  for  in  their  final 
repassing  before  the  closed  eyes  just  ere  the  dissolution  of  the  dream  of  a  dream.  Nor  did 
his  death-bed  want  for  affectionate  and  faithful  service.  The  few  who  were  privileged  to 
tend  it  did  so  tenderly  and  reverently — now  by  the  side  of  the  sick  wife,  and  now  by  that 
of  the  dying  husband.  Maxwell,  a  kind  physician,  came  often  to  gaze  in  sadness  where  no 
skill  could  relieve.  Findlater — supervisor  of  excise — sat  by  his  bedside  the  night  before  he 
died;  and  Jessie  Lewars — daughter  and  sister  of  a  ganger — was  his  sick  nurse.  Had  he 
been  her  own  father  she  could  not  have  done  her  duty  with  a  more  perfect  devotion  of  her 
whole  filial  heart — and  her  name  will  never  die,  "  here  eternized  on  earth"  by  the  genius  of 
the  Poet  who  for  all  her  Christian  kindness  to  him  and  his  had  long  cherished  towards  her 
the  t'enderest  gratitude.  His  children  had  been  taken  care  of  by  friends,  and  were  led  in 
to  be  near  him  now  that  his  hour  was  come.  His  wife  in  her  own  bed  knew  it,  as  soon 
as  her  Robert  was  taken  from  her;  and  the  great  Poet  of  the  Scottish  people,  who  had 
been  born  "  in  the  auld  clay  biggin"  on  a  stormy  winter  night,  died  in  an  humble  tenement 
on  a  bright  summer  morning,  among  humble  folk,  who  composed  his  body,  and  according 
to  custom  strewed  around  it  flowers  brought  from  their  own  gardens. 

Great  was  the  grief  of  the  people  for  their  Poet's  death.  They  felt  that  they  had  lost 
their  greatest  man;  and  it  is  no  exaggeration  to  say  that  Scotland  was  saddened  on  the  day 
of  his  funeral.  It  is  seldom  that  tears  are  shed  even  close  to  the  grave  beyond  the  inner 
circle  that  narrows  round  it;  but  that  day  there  were  tears  in  the  eyes  of  many  far  off  at 
their  work,  and  that  night  there  was  silence  in  thousands  of  cottages  that  had  so  often  heard 
his  songs — how  sweeter  far  than  any  other,  whether  mournfully  or  merrily  to  old  accordant 
melodies  they  won  their  way  into  the  heart!  The  people  had  always  loved  him;  they  best 
understood  his  character,  its  strength  and  its  weakness.  Not  among  them  at  any  time  had 
it  been  harshly  judged,  and  they  allowed  him  now  the  sacred  privileges  of  the  grave.  The 
religious  have  done  so  ever  since,  pitying  more  than  condemning,  nor  afraid  to  praise;  for 
they  have  confessed  to  themselves,  that  had  there  been  a  window  in  their  breasts  as  there 
was  in  that  of  Burns,  worse  sights  might  have  been  seen — a  darker  revelation.  His  country 
charged  herself  with  the  care  of  them  he  had  loved  so  well,  and  the  spirit  in  which  she 
performed  her  duty  is  the  best  proof  that  her  neglect — if  neglect  at  any  time  there  were — 
of  her  Poet's  well-being  had  not  been  wilful,  but  is  to  be  numbered  with  those  omissions 
incident  to  all  human  affairs,  more  to  be  lamented  than  blamed,  and  if  not  to  be  forgotten, 
surely  to  be  forgiven,  even  by  the  nations  who  may  have  nothing  to  reproach  themselves 
With  in  their  conduct  towards  any  of  their  great  poets.  England,  "  the  foremost  land  of  all 
this  world,"  was  not  slack  to  join  in  her  sister's  sorrow,  and  proved  the  sincerity  of  her  own, 
not  by  barren  words,  but  fruitful  deeds,  and  best  of  all  by  fervent  love  and  admiration  of 
poetry  that  had  opened  up  so  many  delightful  views  into  the  character  and  condition  of 
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our  "bold  peasantry,  their  country's  pride,"  worthy  compatriots  with  her  own,  and  exhibit- 
ing in  different  Manners  the  same  national  Virtues. 

No  doubt  wonder  at  a  prodigy  had  mingled  in  many  minds  with  admiration  of  the 
ploughman's  poetry;  and  when  they  of  their  wondering  found  an  end,  such  persons  began  to 
talk  with  abated  enthusiasm  of  his  genius,  and  increased  severity  of  his  character,  so  that, 
during  intervals  of  silence,  an  under  current  of  detraction  was  frequently  heard  brawling 
with  an  ugly  noise.  But  the  main  stream  soon  ran  itself  clear;  and  Burns  has  no  abusers 
now  out  of  the  superannuated  list;  out  of  it — better  still  — he  has  no  patrons.  In  our  youth 
we  have  heard  him  spoken  of  by  the  big-wigs  with  exceeding  condescension;  now  the  tallest 
men  know  that  to  sec  his  features  rightly  they  must  look  up.  Shakspeare,  Spencer,  and 
Milton,  are  unapproachable;  but  the  present  era  is  the  most  splendid  in  the  history  of  our 
poetry — in  England  beginning  with  Cowper,  in  Scotland  with  Burns.  Original  and  racy, 
each  in  his  own  land  is  yet  unexcelled;  immoveably  they  both  keep  their  places — their 
inheritance  is  sure.  Changes  wide  and  deep,  for  better  and  for  worse,  have  been  long  going 
on  in  town  and  country.  There  is  now  among  the  people  more  education — more  knowledge 
than  in  any  former  day.  Their  worldly  condition  is  more  prosperous,  while  there  is  still 
among  them  a  deep  religious  spirit.  By  that  spirit  alone  can  they  be  secured  in  the  good, 
and  saved  from  the  evil  of  knowledge;  but  the  spirit  of  poetry  is  akin  to  that  of  religion, 
and  the  union  of  the  two  is  in  no  human  composition  more  powerful  than  in  "  The  Cotter's 
Saturday  Night."  "  Let  who  may  have  the  making  of  the  laws,  give  me  the  making  of 
the  ballads  of  a  people,"  is  a  profound  saying;  and  the  truth  it  somewhat  paradoxically 
expresses  is  in  much  as  applicable  to  a  cultivated  and  intellectual  as  to  a  rude  and  imagina- 
tive age.  From  our  old  traditional  ballads  we  know  what  was  dearest  to  the  hearts  and  souls 
of  the  people.  How  much  deeper  must  be  the  power  over  them  of  the  poems  and  songs  of 
such  a  man  as  Burns,  of  himself  alone  superior  in  genius  to  all  those  nameless  minstrels, 
and  of  a  nobler  nature;  and  yet  more  endeared  to  them  by  pity  for  the  sorrows  that  clouded 
the  close  of  his  life. 
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LIFE  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 


CHAPTER  I. 


1  pensated  by  the  opportunity  of  seeing  our  Poet, 

j  as  he  gives  the  incidents  of  his  life,  unfold  the 

Peculiarities  of  his  character  with  all  the  careless 


EARLY  STUDIES — LOCHLEA — HIS  SUSCEPTIBILITY — FLAX  DRESS-  !  vigOUT  and  OpCU  SUlCCrity  of  his 
JNG —  HIS  TEMPERANCE—  MOSSGIEL — JEAN  ARMOUR  —  WEST 
INDIA  SCHEME — PUBLICATION  OF  HIS  POEMS  —  JACOBLTICAL 
PREDILECTIONS  OF  HIS  FOREFATHERS -WILLIAM  BUR.NESS— 
TARBOLTON  DEBATING  CLUB — MAUCRLINB  CLUB  —  BENEFITS 
DERIVED  FROM  SUCH  SOCIETIES— RECEPTION  OP  HIS  POEMS- 
MISS  ALEXANDER,  'THE  LASS  OF  BALLOUHMYLE' — HIGHLAND 
MARY — AYRSHIRE  FRIENDS. 


ROBERT  BURNS  was,  as  is  well  known,  the  son  of 
a  farmer  in  Ayrshire,  and  afterwards  himself  a 
farmer  there ;  but,  having  been  unsuccessful,  he 
was  about  to  emigrate  to  Jamaica.  He  had  pre- 
viously, however,  attracted  some  notice  by  his 
poetical  talents  in  the  vicinity  where  he  lived ; 
and  having  published  a  small  volume  of  his  poems 
at  Kilmarnock,  this  drew  upon  him  more  general 
attention.  In  consequence  of  the  encouragement 
he  received,  he  repaired  to  Edinburgh,  and  there 
published,  by  subscription,  an  improved  and 
enlarged  edition  of  his  poems,  which  met  with 
extraordinary  success.  By  the  profits  arising 
from  the  sale  of  this  edition,  he  was  enabled  to 
enter  on  a  farm  in  Dumfries-shire;  and  having 
married  a  person  to  whom  he  had  been  long 
attached,  he  retired  to  devote  the  remainder 
of  his  life  to  agriculture.  He  was  again,  how- 
ever, unsuccessful;  and,  abandoning  his  farm,  he 
removed  into  the  town  of  Dumfries,  where  he 
filled  an  inferior  office  in  the  excise,  and  where 
he  terminated  his  life,  in  July,  1796,  in  his  thirty- 
eighth  year. 

The  strength  and  originality  of  his  genius  pro- 
cured him  the  notice  of  many  persons  distin- 
guished in  the  republic  of  letters,  and,  among 
others,  that  of  Dr  Moore,  well  known  for  his 
"  Views  of  Society  and  Manners  on  the  Continent 
of  Europe,"  "  Zeluco,"  and  various  other  works. 
To  this  gentleman  our  Poet  addressed  a  letter, 
after  his  first  visit  to  Edinburgh,  giving  a  history 
of  his  life,  up  to  the  period  of  his  writing.  In  a 
composition  never  intended  to  see  the  light,  ele- 
gance, or  perfect  correctness  of  composition  will 


not  be  expected.     These,  however,  will  be  com- 


To  DR  MOORE. 
"Mauchline,  22d  August,  1787. 
"  SIR, — For  some  months  past  I  have  been  ram- 
bling over  the  country;  but  I  am  now  confined 
with  some  lingering  complaints,  originating,  as  I 
take  it,  in  the  stomach.  To  divert  my  spirits  a 
little  in  this  miserable  fog  of  ennui,  I  have  taken 
a  whim  to  give  you  a  history  of  myself.  My 
name  has  made  some  little  noise  in  this  country; 
you  have  done  me  the  honour  of  interesting  your- 
self very  warmly  in  my  behalf;  and  I  think  a 
faithful  account  of  what  character  of  a  man  I  am, 
and  how  I  came  by  that  character,  may  perhaps 
amuse  you  in  an  idle  moment.  I  will  give  you 
an  honest  narrative;  though  I  know  it  will  be 
often  at  my  own  expense ; — for  I  assure  you,  Sir, 
I  have,  like  Solomon,  whose  character,  excepting 
in  the  trifling  affair  of  uuisdom,  I  sometimes  think 
I  resemble, — I  have,  I  say,  like  him,  "  turned  my 
eyes  to  behold  madness  and  folly,"  and,  like  him, 
too,  frequently  shaken  hands  with  their  intoxi- 


cating  friendship. 


After  you  have  perused 


these  pages,  should  you  think  them  trilling  and 
impertinent,  I  only  beg  leave  to  tell  you,  that  the 
poor  author  wrote  them  under  some  twitching 
qualms  of  conscience,  arising  from  a  suspicion  that 
he  was  doing  what  he  ought  not  to  do  :  a  predi- 
cament he  has  more  than  once  been  in  before. 

"  I  have  not  the  most  distant  pretensions  to 
assume  that  character  which  the  pye-coated  guar- 
dians of  escutcheons  call  a  gentleman.  When  at 
Edinburgh  last  winter,  I  got  acquainted  in  the 
Herald's  Office ;  and,  looking  through  that  gran- 
ary of  honours,  I  there  found  almost  every  name 
in  the  kingdom  :  but  for  me, 

'  My  ancient  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  through  scoundrels  ever  since  the  flooti.' 


Gules,  purpure,  argent,  &c.  quite  disowned  me. 
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"My  father  was  of  the  north  of  Scotland,  the 
son  of  a  farmer,  and  was  thrown  by  early  misfor- 
tunes on  the  world  at  large;  where,  after  many 
years'  wanderings  and  sojournings,  he  picked  up 
a  pretty  large  quantity  of  observation  and  expe- 
rience, to  which  I  am  indebted  for  most  of  my 
little  pretensions  to  wisdom. — I  have  met  with 
few  who  understood  'men,  their  manners,  and 
their  ways,'  equal  to  him  ;  but  stubborn,  ungainly 
integrity,  and  headlong  ungovernable  irascibility, 
are  disqualifying  circumstances;  consequently,  I 
was  born  a  very  poor  man's  son.  For  the  first 
six  or  seven  years  of  my  life,  my  father  was  gar- 
dener to  [Mr  Ferguson  of  Doonholm,]  a  worthy 
gentleman  of  small  estate  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Ayr.  Had  he  continued  in  that  station,  I  must 
have  marched  off  to  be  one  of  the  little  underlings 
about  a  farm-house;  but  it  was  his  dearest  wish 
and  prayer  to  have  it  in  his  power  to  keep  his 
children  under  his  own  eye,  till  they  could  discern 
between  good  and  evil;  so,  with  the  assistance  of 
his  generous  master,  my  father  ventured  on  a 
small  farm  on  his  estate.  At  those  years,  I  was 
by  no  means  a  favourite  with  any  body.  I  was  a 
good  deal  noted  for  a  retentive  memory,  a  stub- 
born, sturdy  something  in  my  disposition,  and  an 
enthusiastic  idiot1  piety.  I  say  idiot  piety, 
because  I  was  then  but  a  child.  Though  it  cost 
the  schoolmaster  some  thrashings,  I  made  an 
excellent  English  scholar;  and  by  the  time  I  was 
ten  or  eleven  years  of  age,  I  was  a  critic  in  sub- 
stantives, verbs,  and  particles.  In  my  infant  and 
boyish  days,  too,  I  owed  much  to  an  old  woman 
who  resided  in  the  family,  remarkable  for  her 
ignorance,  credulity,  and  superstition.2  She  had, 
I  suppose,  the  largest  collection  in  the  country  of 
tales  and  songs  concerning  devils,  ghosts,  fairies, 
brownies,  witches,  warlocks,  spunkies,  kelpies, 
elf- candles,  dead-lights,  wraiths,  apparitions,  can- 
traips,  giants,  enchanted  towers,  dragons,  and 
other  trumpery.  This  cultivated  the  latent  seeds 
of  poetry;  but  had  so  strong  an  effect  on  my 
imagination  that  to  this  hour,  in  my  nocturnal 
rambles,  I  sometimes  keep  a  sharp  look-out  in 
suspicious  places:  and  though  nobody  can  be  more 
sceptical  than  I  am  in  such  matters,  yet  it  often 
takes  an  effort  of  philosophy  to  shake  off  these 
idle  terrors.  The  earliest  composition  that  I 
recollect  taking  pleasure  in,  was  'The  Vision  of 
Mirza,'  and  a  hymn  of  Addison's,  beginning,  'How 
are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord !'  I  particularly 
remember  one  half-stanza,  which  was  music  to 
my  boyish  ear : — 

•  For  though  on  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 
High  on  the  broken  wave. — * 


The  name 
<^wr->      bers,  was  Jenn 

JP> 

^VTVO,. 

To) 


1   Idiot  for  idiotic. 
•OTtian,  according  to  Mr  Robert  Cham- 


I  met  with  these  pieces  in  Mason's  'English  Col- 
lection,' one  of  my  school-books.  The  two  first 
books  I  ever  read  in  private,  and  which  gave  me 
more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I  ever  read 
since,  were  'The  Life  of  Hannibal,'  and  'The 
History  of  Sir  William  Wallace.'  Hannibal  gave 
my  young  ideas  such  a  turn,  that  I  used  to  strut 
in  raptures  up  and  down  after  the  recruiting  drum 
and  bag-pipe,  and  wish  myself  tall  enough  to  be 
a  soldier;  while  the  story  of  Wallace  poured  a 
Scottish  prejudice  into  my  veins,  which  will  boil 
along  there  till  the  flood-gates  of  life  shut  in 
eternal  rest. 

"  Polemical  divinity  about  this  time  was  putting 
the  country  half-mad;  and  I,  ambitious  of  shining 
in  conversation  parties  on  Sundays  between  ser- 
mons, at  funerals,  &c.,  used,  a  few  years  after- 
wards, to  puzzle  Calvinism  with  so  much  heat  and 
indiscretion  that  I  raised  a  hue  and  cry  of  heresy 
against  me,  which  has  not  ceased  to  this  hour. 

"My  vicinity  to  Ayr3  was  of  some  advantage 


3  In  the  present  work  is  given  a  view  of  Ayr  from  Brown 
Carrick  Hill.  The  extensive  view  embraced  by  this  print  is 
one  of  the  most  beautiful,  of  tlie  softer  kind,  in  the  south- 
western province  of  Scotland,  comprehending-  a  finely  har- 
monized association  of  sea  and  land,  hill  and  valley.  The 
spectator  is  supposed  to  be  stationed  on  Brown  Currick  Hill, 
an  eminence  rising  immediately  to  the  south  of  the  efflux  of 
the  Doon,  and  taking  its  name  from  the  hue  formerly  presented 
by  its  uncultivated  surface,  and  from  its  conspicuousness  in  the 
eyes  of  the  dalesmen  of  Kyle  as  a  frontier  to  the  adjacent  dis- 
trict of  Carrick;  for  the  Doon,  it  will  be  recollected,  forms  a 
natural  boundary  between  these  sub-divisions  of  Ayrshire.  The 
Brown  Hill,  like  many  other  tracts  abandoned  by  our  ancestors 
to  hopeless  sterility,  is  now  partially  cultivated  and  planted ; 
and  the  fore-ground  has  accordingly  been  filled  by  the  artist 
with  a  characteristic  harvest  scene.  The  Firth  of  Clyde  is 
seen  on  the  left  enlivened  by  many  a  sail,  indicative  of  the  mer- 
cantile activity  displayed  at  Greenock  and  Glasgow.  It  bends 
here  into  a  fine  bay,  marked  by  two  projecting  lines,  the  more 
remote  of  which  is  the  point  of  Troon,  a  natural  harbour  serving 
as  a  landing  place  for  the  numerous  steamers  on  the  Clyde,  and 
for  the  exportation  of  the  Ayrshire  coal  to  Ireland,  and  the 
transmission  of  the  manufactures  of  Kilmarnock  in  various 
directions,  that  town  being  connected  with  Troon  by  a  rail  way. 
The  nearer  of  the  projecting  lines  is  the  pier  of  Ayr,  to  the 
right  of  which  may  be  discerned  the  shipping  in  the  port,  and, 
still  further  to  the  right,  the  more  prominent  features  of  the 
old  burgh  itself,  particularly  the  spire  of  the  Town  Hall,  and 
the  Wallace  Tower.  On  the  left  side  of  the  picture,  the  eye, 
wandering  past  the  two  ruined  to\vers  of  Newark  and  Greenan, 
the  latter  of  which  is  perched  on  the  verge  of  the  sea,  rests  on 
the  lofty  and  rugged  mountains  of  Arran,  which  dimly  repose 
in  the  distance.  In  the  middle  ground  of  the  picture,  on  the 
right,  we  survey  the  very  cradle  land  of  BURNS  and  his  genius. 
It  was  here  that  existence  dawned  upon  him,  here  he  wan. 
dered,  a  contemplative  child,  to  "pu1  the  gownns  fine"  by 
Doon's  immortal  banks -and  here  that  he  endured  all  the 
earlier  sorrows  ot  his  unhappy,  but  not  unbrightened  lot. 
Immediately  under  the  slope  of  the  hill,  the  Doon  passes  on  its 
silent  and  shaded  way  towards  the  sea,  where  its  embouchure 
is  very  distinctly  marked.  The  bridge  seen  on  tlie  right  verge 
of  the  print  is  not  the  old  one  alluded  to  in  "  Tain  o'  Shanter," 
but  one  of  modern  erection,  and  handsome  proportions,  about 
a  hundred  yards  lower  down  the  stream.  Immediately  beyond 
it,  the  monument  erected  to  the  poet  by  a  too  lately  grateful 
country  rises  from  a  slight  eminence.  Close  behind  the 
extremity  of  the  bridge,  is  a  small  villa,  recently  built  by  Mr 
David  Auld  of  Ayr ;  near  which  may  be  discerned  the  spectral 


outline  of  Alloway  Kirk,  and  a  little  farther  hack,  near  a  group 


of  trees,  the  cottage  birth-place  of  tlie  poet,  uow  occupied 
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to  me.     My  social  disposition,  when  not  checked    bargain ;  and,  to  clench  the  misfortune,  we  fell 


by  some  modifications  of  spirited  pride,  was,  liko 
our  catechism  definition  of  infinitude,  —  without 
bounds  or  limits.  I  formed  several  connexions 
with  other  younkers  who  possessed  superior 
advantages,  the  youngling  actors,  who  were  busy 
in  the  rehearsal  of  parts  in  which  they  were 
shortly  to  appear  on  the  stage  of  life,  where,  alas! 
I  was  destined  to  drudge  behind  the  scenes.  It 
is  not  commonly  at  this  green  age  that  our  young 
gentry  have  a  just  sense  of  the  immense  distance 
between  them  and  their  ragged  play  -fellows.  It 
takes  a  few  dashes  into  the  world,  to  give  the 
young  great  man  that  proper,  decent,  unnoticing 
disregard  for  the  poor,  insignificant,  stupid  devils, 
the  mechanics  and  peasantry  around  him,  who 
were  perhaps  born  in  the  same  village.  My  young 
superiors  never  insulted  the  clouterly  appearance 
of  my  ploughboy  carcass,  the  two  extremes  of 
which  were  often  exposed  to  all  the  inclemencies 
of  all  the  seasons.  They  would  give  me  stray 
volumes  of  books  :  among  them,  even  then,  I  could 
pick  up  some  observations;  and  one,  whose  heart 
I  am  sure  not  even  the  'Munny  Begum'  scenes 
have  tainted,  helped  me  to  a  little  French.  Part- 
ing with  these  my  young  friends  and  benefactors 
as  they  occasionally  went  off  for  the  East  or  West 
Indies,  was  often  to  me  a  sore  affliction;  but  I 
was  soon  called  to  more  serious  evils.  My  father's 
generous  master  died  ;  the  farm  proved  a  ruinous 


way-side  alehouse.  This  part  of  the  view  from  Carrick  Hill 
has  a  richness  in  natural  beautv.  in  elegant  and  picturesque 
buildings,  and  in  moral  associations,  which  may  very  confidently 
be  described  as  no  where  surpassed,  if  indeed  any  where 
equalled,  in  Scotland. 

The  hills  beyond  Ayr  are  those  which  rise  in  the  parishes  of 
Dundonald,  Symington,  Craigie,  and  Ricrarton,  nn  the  northern 
extremity  of  the  district  of  Kyle,  the  river  Irvine  descending 
b»yond  them  to  the  sea.  Among  these  heights  there  is  a  ridge 
named  Barnweil  Hill,  which  tradition  has  connected  with  the 
history  of  Wallace.  When,  in  revenge  for  the  treacherous 
slaughter  of  many  of  his  friends,  the  hero  had  set  fire  to  the 
barns  of  Ayr,  in  which  were  pent  up  many  hundreds  of  the 
cruel  Soiithronrie,  he  retired  towards  the  residence  of  his  uncle 
at  Riccarton.  On  gaining  the  height  where  Ayr  is  last  visible, 
he  turned  about,  and,  observing  the  flames  still  glowing  through 
the  darkness,  made  a  laconic  remark,  expressive  of  the  deep 
feelings  seated  in  his  bosom  ou  this  terrible  occasion  —  "  The 
barns  "  said  he,  '•  burn  weel."  The  popular  talc  represents 
the  place  as  taking  its  name  from  this  expression  ;  hut  it  is  more 
Tikely  that  the  name  was  the  same  before  V\  allace's  days,  as  it 
belonged  to  a  parochial  division  now  suppressed,  and  was  per- 
haps originally  Bar-n-wild  (Celtic,  hill  of  streams.)  which  is 


into  the  hands  of  a  factor,  who  sat  for  the  picture 
I  have  drawn  of  one  in  my  Tale  of '  The  T\va 
Dogs.'  My  father  was  advanced  in  life  when  he 
married ;  I  was  the  eldest  of  seven  children ;  and 
he,  worn  out  by  early  hardships,  was  unfit  for 
labour.  My  father's  spirit  was  soon  irritated,  but 
not  easily  broken.  There  was  a  freedom  in  his 
lease  in  two  years  more;  and,  to  weather  these 
two  years,  we  retrenched  our  expenses.  We 
lived  very  poorly :  I  was  a  dexterous  ploughman, 
for  my  age;  and  the  next  eldest  to  me  was  a 
brother  (Gilbert)  who  could  drive  the  plough  very 
well,  and  help  me  to  thrash  the  corn.  A  novel- 
writer  might  perhaps  have  viewed  these  scenes 
with  some  satisfaction;  but  so  did  not  I;  my 
indignation  yet  boils  at  the  recollection  of  the 
scoundrel  factor's  insolent  threatening  letters, 
which  used  to  set  us  all  in  tears. 

"This  kind  of  life — the  cheerless  gloom  of  a 
hermit,  with  the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley-slave, 
brought  me  to  my  sixteenth  year;  a  little  before 
which  period  I  first  committed  the  sin  of  Rhyme. 
You  know  our  country  custom  of  coupling  a  man 
and  woman  together  as  partners  in  the  labours  of 
harvest.  In  my  fifteenth  autumn  my  partner  was 
a  bewitching  creature,  a  year  younger  than  myself. 
My  scarcity  of  English  denies  me  the  power  of 
doing  her  justice  in  that  language;  but  you  know 
the  Scottish  idiom — she  was  a  bonnie,  sweet,  sonsia 
lass.  In  short,  she,  altogether  unwittingly  to 
herself,  initiated  me  in  that  delicious  passion, 
which,  in  spite  of  acid  disappointment,  gin- horse 
prudence,  and  book-worm  philosophy,  I  hold  to 
be  the  first  of  human  joys,  our  dearest  blessing 
here  below!  How  she  caught  the  contagion  I 
cannot  tell:  you  medical  people  talk  much  of 
infection  from  breathing  the  same  air,  the  touch, 
&c.;  but  I  never  expressly  said  I  loved  her. 
Indeed,  I  did  not  know  myself  why  I  liked  so 
much  to  loiter  behind  with  her,  when  returning 
in  the  evening  from  our  labours;  why  the  tones 
of  her  voice  made  my  heart-strings  thrill  like  an 
.<Eolian  harp ;  and  particularly  why  my  pulse  beat 
such  a  furious  ratan,  when  I  looked  and  fingered 
over  her  little  hand  to  pick  out  the  cruel  nettle 
stings  and  thistles.  Among  her  other  love-inspir- 
ing qualities,  she  sung  sweetly;  and  it  was  her 


corrcctl  y  descripti  ve  of  the  nature  of  the  ground.  It  would  he 
quite  in  keepinsf,  nevertheless,  with  the  character  of  the  aife,  if  I  favourite  reel,  to  which  I  attempted  giving  an 
Wallace  u*ed  the  words  attributed  to  him  with  a  punning  I  embodied  vehicle  in  rhyme.  I  was  not  so  pre- 
ference to  the  existing  name  of  the  ground,  so  that  the  anec- 
dote may  be  substantially  true.  In  the  immediate  neighbour-  I 


hood  of  Barnweil  are  still  to  be  seen  the  rums  of  the  castle  of 
Craiifie,  an  ancient  seat  of  the  family  of  the  champion  of  Scot- 
land. Below  the  eastern  slope  of  these  heights,  a  little  to  the. 
right  of  the  position  of  the  town,  are  Tartiolton,  Coilsfield,  and 
Lochlea,  all  of  them  places  identified  with  the  Poet's  history. 
The  more  shadowy  range  of  eminences  in  the  extreme  distance 
Is  roan  posed  of  the  Galston  Muirs  — 

"  The  rising  sun  o'er  d'alston  Muirs 
WT  glorious  light  was  glintin'."  —  HOLY  FAIK. 


sumptuous  as  to  imagine  that  I  could  make  verses 
like  printed  ones,  composed  by  men  who  had 
Greek  and  Latin;  but  my  girl  sung  a  song,  which 
was  said  to  be  composed  by  a  small  country  laird's 
son,  on  one  of  his  father's  maids,  with  whom  he 
was  in  love ;  and  I  saw  no  reason  why  I  might 
|  not  rhyme  as  well  as  he ;  for,  excepting  that  he 
:  could  smear  sheep,  and  cast  peats,  his  father  living 
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in  the  moorlands,  he  had  no  more  scholar-craft  !  of  thoughtless  whim  were  almost  the  sole  lights 


than  myself. 

"  Thus  with  me  began  love  and  poetry :  which 
at  times  have  been  my  only,  and,  till  within  the 
last  twelve  months,  have  been  my  highest  enjoy- 
ment. My  father  struggled  on  till  he  reached  the 
freedom  in  his  lease,  when  he  entered  on  [Lochlea 
in  Tarbolton  parish,]  a  larger  farm,  about  ten 
miles  farther  in  the  country.  The  nature  of  the 
bargain  he  made  was  such  as  to  throw  a  little 
ready  money  into  his  hands  at  the  commencement 
of  his  lease,  otherwise  the  affair  would  have  been 
impracticable.  For  four  years  we  lived  comfort- 
ably here ;  but  a  difference  commencing  between 
him  and  his  landlord  as  to  terms,  after  three  years' 
tossing  and  whirling  in  the  vortex  of  litigation, 
my  father  was  just  saved  from  the  horrors  of  a 
jail  by  a  consumption,  which,  after  two  years' 
promises,  kindly  stepped  in,  and  carried  him  away, 
to  'where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and 
the  weary  are  at  rest.' 

"  It  is  during  the  time  that  we  lived  on  this  farm, 
that  my  little  story  is  most  eventful.  I  was,  at 
the  beginning  of  this  period,  perhaps  the  most 
ungainly,  awkward  boy  in  the  parish — no  solitaire 
was  less  acquainted  with  the  ways  of  the  world. 
What  I  knew  of  ancient  story  was  gathered  from 
Salmon's  and  Guthrie's  geographical  grammars; 
and  the  ideas  I  had  formed  of  modern  manners, 
of  literature,  and  criticism,  I  got  from  the  '  Spec- 
tator.' These  with  Pope's  Works,  some  plays 
of  Shakspeare,  Tull  and  Dickson  on  Agriculture, 
'The  Pantheon,'  Locke's  'Essay  on  the  Human 
Understanding,'  Stackhouse's  'History  of  the 
Bible,'  Justice's  'British  Gardener's  Directory,' 
Boyle's  Lectures,  Allan  Ramsay's  Works,  Taylor's 
'Scripture  Doctrine  of  Original  Sin,'  A  Select 
Collection  of  English  Songs,  and  Hervey's  '  Medi- 
tations,' had  formed  the  whole  of  my  reading. 
The  collection  of  Songs  was  my  vode  mecum.  I 
pored  over  them  driving  my  cart,  or  walking  to 
labour,  song  by  song,  verse  by  verse:  carefully 
noting  the  true  tender,  or  sublime,  from  affecta- 
tion and  fustian.  I  am  convinced  I  owe  to  this 
practice  much  of  my  critic  craft,  such  as  it  is. 

"In  my  seventeenth  year,  to  give  my  man- 
ners a  brush,  I  went  to  a  country  dancing  school. 
— My  father  had  an  unaccountable  antipathy 
against  these  meetings ;  and  my  going  was, 
what  to  this  moment  I  repent,  in  opposition  to 
his  wishes.  My  father,  as  I  said  before,  was 
subject  to  strong  passions ;  from  that  instance  of 
disobedience  in  me,  he  took  a  sort  of  dislike  to 
me,  which  I  believe  was  one  cause  of  the  dissi- 
pation which  marked  my  succeeding  years.  I 
Bay  dissipation,  comparatively  with  the  strictness, 
and  sobriety,  and  regularity  of  presbyterian  coun- 
try life;  for  though  the  Will  o'  Wisp  meteors 


of  my  path,  yet  early  ingrained  piety  and  virtue 
kept  me  for  several  years  afterwards  within  the 
line  of  innocence.  The  great  misfortune  of  my 
life  was  to  want  an  aim.  I  had  felt  early  some 
stirrings  of  ambition,  but  they  were  the  blind 
gvopings  of  Homer's  Cyclops  round  the  walls  of  his 
cave.  I  saw  my  father's  situation  entailed  on  me 
perpetual  labour.  The  only  two  openings,  by 
which  I  could  enter  the  temple  of  Fortune, 
was  the  gate  of  niggardly  economy,  or  the  path 
of  little  chicaning  bargain-making.  The  first  is 
so  contracted  an  aperture,  I  never  could  squeeze 
myself  unto  it ; — the  last  I  always  hated — there 
was  contamination  in  the  very  entrance !  *  Thus 
abandoned  of  aim  or  view  in  life,  with  a  strong 
appetite  for  sociability,  as  well  from  native  hila- 
rity as  from  a  pride  of  observation  and  remark ; 
a  constitutional  melancholy  or  hypochondriasm 
that  made  me  fly  solitude ;  add  to  these  incen- 
tives to  social  life,  my  reputation  for  bookish 
knowledge,  a  certain  wild  logical  talent,  and  a 
strength  of  thought,  something  like  the  rudiments 
of  good  sense ;  and  it  will  not  seem  surprising  that 
I  was  generally  a  welcome  guest  where  I  visited, 
or  any  great  wonder  that  always,  where  two  or 
three  met  together,  there  was  I  among  them. 
But  far  beyond  all  other  impulses  of  my  heart, 
was  un  penchant  a  factorable  moitie  du  genre 
humain.  My  heart  was  completely  tinder,  and 
was  eternally  lighted  up  by  some  goddess  or  other; 
and,  as  in  every  other  warfare  in  this  world,  my 
fortune  was  various ;  sometimes  I  was  received 
with  favour,  and  sometimes  I  was  mortified  with 
a  repulse.  At  the  plough,  scythe,  or  reap-hook, 
I  feared  no  competitor,  and  thus  I  set  absolute 
want  at  defiance  ;  and  as  I  never  cared  farther  foi 
my  labours  than  while  I  was  in  actual  exercise,  1 
spent  the  evenings  in  the  way  after  my  own  heart. 
A  country  lad  seldom  carries  on  a  love  adventure 
without  an  assisting  confidant.  I  possessed  a 
curiosity,  zeal,  and  intrepid  dexterity,  that  recom- 
mended me  as  a  proper  second  on  these  occasions ; 
and,  I  dare  say,  I  felt  as  much  pleasure  in  being 
in  the  secret  of  half  the  loves  of  the  parish  of 
Tarbolton,  as  ever  did  statesman  in  knowing  the 
intrigues  of  half  the  courts  of  Europe. — The  very 
goose  feather  in  my  hand  seems  to  know  instinc- 
tively the  well-worn  path  of  my  imagination,  the 
favourite  theme  of  my  song;  and  is  with  difficulty 
restrained  from  giving  you  a  couple  of  paragraphs 
on  the  love  adventures  of  my  compeers,  the  hum- 
ble inmates  of  the  farm  house  and  cottage ;  but 


c.vl 


For  he  unfixed,  unfixing,  looked  around, 
And  no  employment  but  in  seeking  found  ; 
He  gave  Ma.  restless  thoughts  to  views  refined. 
And  shrank  from  worldly  thoughts  with  wounded  mind.' 
CRABBB — 'Edward  fhorc.' 


&c.,  in  which  I  made  a  pretty  good  progress.  But 
I  made  a  greater  progress  in  the  knowledge  of 
mankind.  The  contraband  trade  was  at  that  time 
very  successful,  and  it  sometimes  happened  to  me 
to  fall  in  with  those  who  carried  it  on.  Scenes  of 
swaggering  riot  and  roaring  dissipation  were  till 
this  time  new  to  me ;  but  I  was  no  enemy  to  social 
life.  Here,  though  I  learnt  to  fill  my  glass,  and  to 
mix  without  fear  in  a  drunken  squabble, yet  I  went 
on  with  a  high  hand  with  my  geometry,  till  the  sun 
entered  Virgo,  a  month  which  is  alway  a  carnival 
in  my  bosom,  when  a  charming  filette,  who  lived 


the  grave  sons  of  science,  ambition,  or  avarice, 
baptize  these  things  by  the  name  of  Follies.  To 
the  sons  and  daughters  of  labour  and  poverty, 
they  are  matters  of  the  most  serious  nature;  to 
them,  the  ardent  hope,  the  stolen  interview,  the 
tender  farewell,  are  the  greatest  and  most  delici- 
ous parts  of  their  enjoyments. 

"  Another  rircximstance  in  my  life  which  made 
some  alteration  in  my  mind  and  manners,  was 
that  I  spent  my  nineteenth  summer  on  a  smug- 
gling coast,  a  good  distance  from  home,  at  a  noted 
school1  to  learn  mensuration,  surveying,  dialling, 

1  At  Kirkoswald,  in  Carrick,  on  the  road  from  Portpatrick 
to  Glasgow.  Burns  seems  to  have  been  sent  to  KirkoswaW 
school,  in  consequence  of  his  mother's  connection  with  the 
place,  for  she  was  the  daughter  of  Gilbert  Brown,  tenant  of 
Craigenton,  within  the  bounds  of  the  parish.  During  his 
attendance  at  the  school,  he  lived  with  his  maternal  uncle, 
Samuel  Brown,  at  Ballochneit,  a  little  more  than  a  mile  from 
Kirkoswald,  walking  every  morning  to  the  little  seminary  and 
returning  at  night.  Hugh  Rodger,  the  parochial  teacher  of 
that  day,  enjoyed  great  local  fame  as  a  geometrician  and  prac- 
tical land-surveyor;  and  to  this  fame,  doubtless,  we  are  to  sup- 
pose it  was  partly  owing  that  the  poet  was  sent  to  study  at  tlu> 
distance  of  full  twenty  miles  from  his  paternal  home  at  Loch- 
lea.  It  is  not  to  be  overlooked,  that,  while  residing-  at  Balloch- 
neil.  he  was  within  a  short  distance  of  the  farm  of  Shanter,  the 
residence  of  a  cluster  of  individuals  «  horn  he  afterwards  intro- 
duced into  his  inimitable  tale  of  '  Tarn  O'Shanter.' 

At  Ballochneil,  Burns  engaged  heartily  in  the  sports  of  leap- 
ing, dancing,  wrestling,  putting  (throwing)  the  stone,  and 
others  of  the  like  kind.  His  innate  thirst  for  distinction  and 
superiority  was  manifested  in  these,  as  in  more  important, 
affairs ;  but  though  he  was  possessed  of  great  strength,  as  well 
ns  skill,  he  could  never  match  his  young  bedfellow,  John  Niven. 
Obliged  at  last  to  acknowledge  himself  beat  by  this  person  in 
bodily  warfare,  he  had  recourse  for  amends  to  a  spiritual  mode 
of  contention,  and  would  engage  young  Niven  in  an  argument 
nbout  some  speculative  question,  when,  of  course,  he  invariably 
floored  his  antagonist.  His  satisfaction  on  these  occasions  is 
said  to  have  been  extreme.  One  day,  ns  he  was  walking  slowly 
along  the  street  of  the  village,  in  a  manner  customary  with 
him, — his  eye?  bent  on  the  ground,  he  was  met  by  the  Misses 
Biggar,  the  daughters  of  the  parish  pastor.  He  would  have 
passed  without  noticing  them,  if  one  of  the  young  ladies  had 
not  tailed  him  by  name.  She  then  rallied  him  otMiis  inatten- 
tion to  the  fair  sex,  in  preferring  to  look  towards  the  inani- 
mate ground,  instead  of  seizing  the  opportunity  afforded  him, 
of  indulging  in  the  most  invaluable  privilege  of  man,  that  of 
beholding  and  conversing  with  the  ladies.  "  Madam,"  said  he, 
'•  it  is  a  natural  and  right  thing  for  man  to  contemplate  the 
ground  from  whence  he  was  taken,  and  for  woman  to  look 
upon  and  observe  man,  from  whom  she  was  taken."  This  was 
a  conceit,  but  it  was  the  conceit  of  "  no  vulgar  boy." 

ID  the  present  work,  a  view  is  given  of  Kirkoiwald,  and 
Tarn  O'Shanter'*  Gr  ive.  The  village  is  represented  as  it 
appears  from  apointnearthe  southwest  extremityof  thechurch- 
yard.  On  the  left  of  the  picture  is  the  old  ruined  church,  said  to 
occupy  the  site  of  one  built  by  Oswald,  a  Northumbrian  king 
of  the  Heptarchy,  in  gratitude  for  a  victory  which  he,  achieved 
near  the  spot,  and  which,  taking  its  name  from  him,  gave  it  in 
turn  to  the  village  and  parish.  A  small  chamber,  in  the  east 
end  of  the  building,  was  used  as  a  parish  school  till  a  period 
briefly  antecedent  to  Burns'  residence  here,  when  the  build- 
ing becoming  ruinous,  a  new  church  was  erected  on  a  neigh- 
bouring height,  and  Rodger  transferred  bis  seat  of  empire  to 
an  apartment  in  one  of  the  houses  of  the  village.  The  place  of 
worsnip  then  built  is  seen  at  the  extremity  of  the  street  on  the 
right  side  of  the  picture.  The  room  called  at  the  same  time 

into  use  as  a  school,  was  the  floor  or  lower  chamber  of  th«     

house,  ranking  third  in  the  row,  seen  over  the  church-yard  I  letters  as  if  I  had  been  a  broad  plodding  son  of  day-book  and 
wall,  being  the  main  street  of  the  village,  and  that  along  which  ledger."  To  Willie,  in  particular,  a  Mnybole  friend,  he  wrote 
the  post  road  passes.  It  is  now  occupied  as  a  shoemaker's  often,  and  in  the  most  friendly  and  confidential  terms.  When 
workshop.  From  behind  this  house,  as  from  behind  each  of  its  that  individual  was  commencing  business  in  his  native  town, 
neighbours  in  the  same  row,  a  small  stripe  of  kail-yard  (Anglice,  the  Poet  addressed  him  a  poetical  epistle  of  appropriate  adrift, 

cxli 


kitchen  garden)  extends  about  fifty  yards  along  the  rapidly 
ascending  elope  towards  the  ridge  on  which  the  new  church  is 
situated.  When  Burns  went  into  the  particular  patch  behind  the 
school  to  take  the  sun's  altitude,  he  had  only  to  look  over  a  low 
enclosure  to  see  the  similar  patch  connected  with  the  next 
house.  Here,  it  seems,  Peggy  Thomson,  daughter  to  the  rust:c 
occupant  of  that  house,  was  walking  at  the  time,  though  more 
probably  engaged  in  the  business  of  cutting  cabbage  for  the  fa- 
mily dinner,  than  imitating  the  flower-fathering  Proserpine,  or 
her  prototype  Eve.  Peggy  became,  by  marriage,  Mrs  Neilson, 
and  lived  till  a  recent  period  in  the  town  of  Ayr,  where  some  of 
her  children  still  reside.  She  was  the  1  eroine  of  the  'Song 
composed  in  August,'  (see  vol.ii.  p.  4.)  beginning, 

'Now  westlan*  winds  and  slHusrht'rin'  guns. 
Bring  autumn's  pleasant  weather.' 

John  Davidson,  believed  to  have  been  the  Souttr  Johnnie  of 
'Tarn  O  Shanter,'  and  whose  residence  was  at  Glenfit,  on 
Shanter  farm,  now  lies  interred  near  the  eastern  extremity  of 
the  ruined  church,  where  a  monument  to  Ann  Gillespie,  his 
wife,  is  yet  to  be  seen.  Douglas  Graham,  the  hero  of  the  tale, 
rests,  along  with  his  wife,  in  a  part  of  the  burial  ground  nearer 
the  spot  from  which  the  view  is  taken.  The  artist  has  used 
the  liberty  to  put  his  fictitious  appellation  upon  his  tombstone, 
and  to  represent  his  tailless  mare  and  his  dog  drooping  over  his 
grave,  while  Kate  sits  a  "waefu"  woman,"  on  a  neighbouring 
stone.  His  monument,  the  form  of  which  is  correctly  deli- 
neated in  the  engraving,  in  reality  contains  the  following 
inscriptions,  which  are  certainly  such  as  to  make  one  recollect, 
with  a  very  odd  feeling,  the  verses  descriptive  of  Tarn : 

'  She  tauld  thee  weel  thou  was  a  skellum, 
A  blethriu',  blusterin',  drunken  blellum,'  fcc. 

(EAST  SIDE.) 

"  Erected  by  Douglas  Graham,  farmer  in  Shanter,  and  Helen, 
his  wife,  in  memory  of  their  son,  John  Graham,  who  died,  De- 
cember 10,  1785,  aged  eighteen  years. 

"  Also,  Helen  M'Taggart,  his  spouse,  who  died,  December  2, 
1798,  ajred  fifty-six  years.  Also,  Douglas  Graham,  who  died, 
February  14,  1811,  aged  seventy-two  years. 

(WEST  SIDE.) 

'  The  Lord  of  life  exalted  stands, 
And,  loudly  calling,  spreads  his  hand- ; 
He  calls  to  thousand  sinners  round. 
And  sends  a  voice  from  every  wound. 
"  I  purge  from  sin's  detested  stain. 
And  make  the  crimson  white  again, 
Lead  to  celestial  joys  resign'd, 
And  lasting  as  the  deathless  mind." ' 

At  his  departure-  from  Kirkoswald  (co/itinues  Mr  R. Chambers, 
to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  the  above  Information,)  Burns  en- 
gaged some  friends  to  keep  up  a  correspondence  with  him  His 
object  in  doing  so,  as  we  may  gather  from  his  own  narrative,  waa 
to  improve  himself  in  composition.  "  learned  this  whim  so  far,-' 
says  he,  "that  though  I  had  not  three  farthings'  worth  of  busi- 
ness in  the  world,  yet  almost  every  post  brought  me  as  many 
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next  door  to  the  school,  overset  my  trigonometry, 
and  set  me  off  at  a  tangent  from  the  sphere  of  my 
studies.  I,  however,  struggled  on  with  my  sines 
and  co-sines  for  a  few  days  more ;  but,  stepping 
into  the  garden  one  charming  noon  to  take  the 
sun's  altitude,  there  I  met  my  angel, 

;  Like  Proserpine  gathering  flowers. 


Herself  a  fairer  flower- 


"  It  was  in  vain  to  think  of  doing  any  more 
good  at  school.  The  remaining  week  I  staid, 
I  did  nothing  but  craze  the  faculties  of  my  soul 
about  her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her ;  and  the  two 
last  nights  of  my  stay  in  the  country,  had  sleep 
been  a  mortal  sin,  the  image  of  this  modest  and 
innocent  girl  had  kept  me  guiltless. 

"  I  returned  home  very  considerably  improved. 
My  reading  was  enlarged  with  the  very  important 
addition  of  Thomson's  and  Shenstone's  Works  ;  I 
had  seen  human  nature  in  a  new  phasis ;  and  I 
engaged  several  of  my  school-fellows  to  keep  up 
a  literary  correspondence  with  me.  This  im- 
proved me  in  composition.  I  had  met  with  a 
collection  of  letters  by  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne's 
reign,  and  I  pored  over  them  most  devoutly :  I 
kept  copies  of  any  of  my  own  letters  that  pleased 
me ;  and  a  comparison  between  them  and  the 
composition  of  most  of  my  correspondents  flattered 
my  vanity.  I  carried  this  whim  so  far,  that, 
though  I  had  not  three  farthings'  worth  of  busi- 

headed  with  the  well-known  lines  from  Blair's  Grave,  begin, 
ning, 

'Friendship!  mysterious  cement  of  the  soul, 
Sweetener  of  life,  and  solder  of  society.' 

This  correspondence  continued  till  the  period  of  the  publica- 
tion of  the  poems,  when  Burns  wrote  to  request  his  friend's 
good  offices  in  increasing  his  list  of  subscribers.  The  young 
man  was  then  possessed  of  little  influence ;  but  what  little  he 
had,  he  exercised  with  all  the  zeal  of  friend-hip,  and  with  no  little 
success.  A  considerable  number  of  copies  were  accordingly 
transmitted  in  proper  time  to  his  care,  and  soon  after,  the  Poet 
came  to  Mayb  ile  to  receive  the  money.  His  friend  collected  a 
few  choice  spirits  to  meet  him  at  the  Kings  Arms  Inn,  and 
they  spent  a  happy  night  together.  Burns  was  on  this  occa- 
sion particularly  i-lnted,  for  Willie,  in  the  midst  of  their  convi- 
viality, handed  over  to  him  above  seven  pounds,  being  the  first 
considerable  sum  of  money  the  poor  bard  had  ever  possessed. 
In  the  pride  of  his  heart,  next  morning,  he  determined  that  he 
should  not  walk  home,  and  accordingly  he  hired  from  his  host 
a  certain  poor  hack  mare,  well  known  along  the  whole  road 
from  Glasgow  to  Portpatrick— in  all  probability  the  first  hired 
conveyance  that  Poet  Burns  had  ever  enjoyed,  for  even  his  sub- 
sequent journey  to  Kdinhurgli,  auspicious  as  were  the  prospects 
under  which  it  was  undertaken,  was  performed  on  foot.  Wil- 
lie and  a  few  other  youths  who  had  been  in  his  company  on  the 
preceding  night,  walked  out  of  town  before  him,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  taking  leave  at  a  particular  spot ;  and  before  he  came 
up,  they  had  prepared  a  few  mock-heroic  verses  in  which  to 
express  their  farewell.  When  Burns  rode  up,  accordinirly, 
they  saluted  him  in  this  formal  manner,  a  little  to  his  surprise. 
He  thanked  them,  however,  and  instantly  added,  "  What  need 
of  all  this  fine  parade  of  verse  ?  It  would  have  been  quite 
enough  if  you  had  said — 

Here  comes  Burns, 
On  Rosinante; 

She's  damn'd  poor, 

But  he's  damn  d  canty." 
The  company  then  allowed  Burns  to  go  on  his  way  rejoicing. 


ness  in  the  world,  yet  almost  every  post  brought 
me  as  many  letters  as  if  I  had  been  a  broad  plod- 
ding son  of  day-book  and  ledger. 

"  My  life  flowed  on  much  in  the  same  course 
till  my  twenty-third  year.  Vive  I'  amour,  et 
vive  la  bagatelle,  were  my  sole  principles  of 
action.  The  addition  of  two  more  authors  to  my 
library  gave  me  great  pleasure  ;  Sterne  and  Mac- 
kenzie— '  Tristram  Shandy,'  and  '  The  Man  of 
Feeling' — were  my  bosom  favourites.  Poesy  was 
still  a  darling  walk  for  my  mind  ;  but  it  was  only 
indulged  in  according  to  the  humour  of  the  hour. 
I  had  usually  half  a  dozen  or  more  pieces  on 
hand ;  I  took  up  one  or  other  as  it  suited  the 
momentary  tone  of  the  mind,  and  dismissed  the 
work  as  it  bordered  on  fatigue.  My  passions, 
when  once  lighted  up,  raged  like  so  many  devils, 
till  they  got  vent  in  rhyme  ;  and  then  the  conning 
over  my  verses,  like  a  spell,  soothed  all  into  quiet ! 
None  of  the  rhymes  of  those  days  are  in  print, 
except '  Winter,  a  Dirge,'  the  eldest  of  my  printed 
pieces ; '  The  Death  of  Poor  Mailie,' '  John  Barley- 
corn," and  songs  first,  second,  and  third.1  Song 
second  was  the  ebullition  of  that  passion  which 
ended  the  forementioned  school  business. 

"  My  twenty-third  year  was  to  me  an  impor- 
tant era.  Partly  through  whim,  and  partly  that 
I  wished  to  set  about  doing  something  in  life,  I 
joined  a  flax-dresser  in  a  neighbouring  town 
(Irvine)  to  learn  his  trade.  This  was  an  unlucky 
affair.  My  *  *  *  ;  and  to  finish  the  whole, 
as  we  were  giving  a  welcome  carousal  to  the  new 
year,  the  shop  took  fire,  and  burnt  to  ashes  :  and 
I  was  left  like  a  true  poet, — not  worth  a  six- 
pence.2 


1  This  refers  to  the  songs  printed  in  the  F.dinburgh  edition 
of  the  poems, — '  It  was  upon  a  Lammas  night,'  '  Now  westlan' 
winds  and  slaughtering  guns,'  and  •  Behind  yon  hills  where 
Stinchar  flows,  are  the  pieces  alluded  to. 

2  The  view  of  Irvine  given  in  the  present  work  presents  the 
ancient  burgh  in  one  of  its  most  pleasing  aspects      In  the  cen- 
tre rolls  the  river  Irvine,  the  stream  on  whose  banks  Wallace 
performed  so  many  feats.     Its  embouchure  forms  the  harbour 
of  the  town.     The  suburb  of  Fullarton,  now  included  within 
the  parliamentary  hounds  of  the  burgh,  is  on  the  le(t  bank.  On 
the  right,  connected  by  a  handsome  bridge,  is  Irvine  proper, 
the  seat  of  a  population  of  about  5000,  and  at  one  time  the 
principal  town  in  the  district  of  Cunningham.     Thechurchand 
manse  are  seen  almost  in  the  centre  of  the  picture. 

Burns  learned  his  art  with  one  Peacock,  a  half  brother  of  his 
mother,  at  Irvine.  His  shop  appears  to  have  been  in  the  Glas- 
gow Vennel,  a  narrow  alley  leading  out  of  the  main  street  of 
the  burgh. 

The  tissue  of  Burns'  thoughts  and  habits  was  a  mixed  one. 
He  is  found  in  Irvine,  at  one  time  nmusing  himself  with  dis- 
putes in  church  yards  on  points  of  Calvinistir  theology,  at  ano- 
ther enjoying  the  society  of  the  louse  characters  of  a  smuggling 
sea-port,  again  bewailing  his  be'ng  jilted  by  a  belle  file  whom 
he  had  adored,  at  another  time  entering  upon  a  connection 
which  ended  in  his  enduring  public  censure  before  a  congrei 
gation,  and  finally  writing  that  beautiful  letter  to  his  father 
Csee  vol.  ii.  page  147),  in  which  he  expresses  himself  tired 
of  the  world,  and  transported  at  the  thought  that  he  shall 
soon  be  in  a  better.  The  date  of  that  letter  is  December  27  : 
Who  could  expect,  from  its  desponding  and  moralising  tono, 
cxlii 


LETTER  TO  DR  MOORE. 


"  I  was  obliged  to  give  up  this  scheme ;  the 
clouds  of  misfortune  were  gathering  thick  round 
my  father's  head  ;  and,  what  was  worst  of  all,  ho 
was  visibly  far  gone  hi  a  consumption ;  and  to 
crown  my  distresses,  a  belle  fille  whom  I  adored, 
and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet  me  in  the 
field  of  matrimony,  jilted  me,  with  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances of  mortification.  The  finishing  evil 
that  brought  up  the  rear  of  this  infernal  file,  was 
my  constitutional  melancholy  being  increased  to 
such  a  degree,  that  for  three  months  1  was  hi  a 
state  of  mind  scarcely  to  be  envied  by  the  hope- 
less wretches  who  have  got  their  mittimus — 
'  Depart  from  me,  ye  accursed  !' 

"  From  this  adventure,  I  learned  something  of 
a  town  life ;  but  the  principal  thing  which  gave 
my  mind  a  turn,  was  a  friendship  I  formed  with  a 
young  fellow,  a  very  noble  character,  but  a  hap- 
less son  of  misfortune.  He  was  the  son  of  a  sim- 
ple mechanic ;  but  a  great  man  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, taking  him  under  his  patronage,  gave  him  a 
genteel  education,  with  a  view  of  bettering  his 
situation  in  life.  The  patron  dying  just  as  he  was 
ready  to  launch  out  into  the  world,  the  poor  fel- 
low, in  despair,  went  to  sea ;  where,  after  a  variety 
of  good  and  ill  fortune,  a  little  before  I  was 
acquainted  with  him,  he  had  been  set  on  shore  by 
an  American  privateer,  on  the  wild  coast  of  Con- 
naught,  stripped  of  every  thing.  I  cannot  quit 
this  poor  fellow's  story  without  adding,  that  he  is 
at  this  time  master  of  a  large  West-Indiaman  be- 
longing to  the  Thames. 

"  His  mind  was  fraught  with  independence, 
magnanimity,  and  every  manly  virtue.  I  loved 
and  admired  him  to  a  degree  of  enthusiasm,  and 
of  course  strove  to  imitate  him.  In  some  measure 
I  succeeded ;  I  had  pride  before,  but  he  taught  it 
to  flow  in  proper  channels.  His  knowledge  of  the 
world  was  vastly  superior  to  mine,  and  I  was  all 
attention  to  learn.  He  was  the  only  man  I  ever 
saw  who  was  a  greater  fool  than  myself  where 
woman  was  the  presiding  star ;  but  he  spoke  of 
illicit  love  with  the  levity  of  a  sailor,  which 
hitherto  I  had  regarded  with  horror.1  Here  his 
friendship  did  me  a  mischief ;  and  the  consequence 
was  that,  soon  after  I  resumed  the  plough,  I  wrote 

that,  four  days  after,  he  should  be  engaged  in  the  New- 
year  merry-making,  in  the  course  of  which  his  shop  caught  fire 
and  was  reduced  to  ashes  !  This  terminated  his  residence  in 
Irvine. 

Irvine,  a  little  earlier  than  the  time  when  Burns  was  con- 
nected with  it,  gave  birth  to  two  men  of  genius — Mr  James 
Montgomery,  the  excellent  author  of  the  "  Wanderer  in  Swit- 
zerland,- whose  father  was  settled  for  some  time  here  as  a 
Moravian  clergyman ;  and  Mr  John  Gait,  the  author  of  the 
"Ayrshire  Legatees,"  and  "Annals  of  the  Parish,"  in  which 
works  Irvine  is  made  to  figure  somewhat  prominently,  though 
under  a  fictitious  appellation. 

I  '•  Illicit  love !  levity  of  a  sailor !"  exclaimed  Hlchard 
Brown,  the  individual  here  alluded  to,  when  the  contents  of 
this  letter  were  related  to  Mm, — ••  when  I  first  knew  Burns, 
he  had  nothing  to  learn  in  that  respect."  See  note  v.  ii.  p.198. 


the '  Poet's  Welcome.*2  My  reading  only  increased, 
while  in  this  town,  by  two  stray  volumes  of  '  Pa- 
mela,' and  one  of  '  Ferdinand  Count  Fathom,' 
which  gave  me  some  idea  of  novels.  Rhyme, 
except  some  religious  pieces  that  are  in  print,  I 
had  given  up ;  but  meeting  with  '  Fergusson'a 
Scottish  Poems,'  I  strung  anew  my  wildly-sound- 
ing lyre  with  emulating  vigour.  When  my  father 
died,  his  all  went  among  the  hell-hounds  that 
prowl  in  the  kennel  of  justice ;  but  we  made  a 
shift  to  collect  a  little  money  in  the  family  amongst 
us,  with  which,  to  keep  us  together,  my  brother 
and  I  took  [Mossgiel]  a  neighbouring  farm.  My 
brother  wanted  my  hair-brained  imagination,  as 
well  as  my  social  and  amorous  madness ;  but,  in 
good  sense,  and  every  sober  qualification,  he  was 
far  my  superior. 

"  I  entered  on  this  farm  with  a  full  resolution, 
'  Come,  go  to,  I  will  be  wise !'  I  read  farming 
books  ;  I  calculated  crops  ;  I  attended  markets ; 
and,  hi  short,  in  spite  of  '  the  devil,  and  the  world, 
and  the  flesh,'  I  believe  I  should  have  been  a  wise 
man  ;  but  the  first  year,  from  unfortunately  buy- 
ing bad  seed,  the  second,  from  the  late  harvest, 
we  lost  half  our  crops.  This  overset  all  my 
wisdom,  and  I  returned, '  like  the  dog  to  his  vomit, 
and  the  sow  that  was  washed  to  her  wallowing  in 
the  mire.' 

"  I  now  began  to  be  known  in  the  neighbour- 
hood as  a  maker  of  rhymes.  The  first  of  my 
poetic  offspring  that  saw  the  light,  was  a  burlesque 
lamentation  on  a  quarrel  between  two  reverend 
Calvinists,  both  of  them  dramatis  persona  in  my 
'  Holy  Fair.'3  I  had  a  notion  myself,  that  the 
piece  had  some  merit ;  but,  to  prevent  the  worst, 
I  gave  a  copy  of  it  to  a  friend  who  was  very  fond 
of  such  things,  and  told  him  that  I  could  not  guess 
who  was  the  author  of  it,  but  that  I  thought  it 
pretty  clever.  With  a  certain  description  of  the 
clergy,  as  well  as  laity,  it  met  with  a  roar  of 
applause.  '  Holy  "Willie's  Prayer  '  next  made  its 
appearance,  and  alarmed  the  kirk -session  so  much, 
that  they  held  several  meetings  to  look  over  their 
spiritual  artillery,  if  haply  any  of  it  might  be 
pointed  against  profane  rhymers.  Unluckily  for 
me,  my  wanderings  led  me  on  another  side,  within 
point  blank  shot  of  their  heaviest  metal.  Tliis  is 
the  unfortunate  story  that  gave  rise  to  the  printed 
poem,  'The  Lament.'4  This  was  a  most  melan- 
choly affair,  which  I  cannot  yet  bear  to  reflect  on, 
and  had  very  nearly  given  me  one  or  two  of  the 
principal  qualifications  for  a  place  among  those 
who  have  lost  the  chart,  and  mistaken  the  reckon, 
ing  of  rationality.  I  gave  up  my  part  of  the 
farm  to  my  brother;  in  truth,  it  was  enly  nomin- 
ally mine  ;  and  made  what  little  preparation  was- 
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2  The  Poet's  Welcome  to  his  Illejrttiraate  Child. 

3  See  '  The  T wa  Herds,'  v.  i.  p.  14.  4  See  v.  I.  p.  73. 


THE  LIFE  OF  BURNS. 


in  my  power  for  Jamaica.     But,  before  leaving  '  shed  its  blasting  influence  in  my  zenith,  for  ones 
my  native  country  for  ever,  I  resolved  to  publish    made  a  revolution  to  the  nadir  ;  and  a  kind  Provi- 


my  poems.  I  weighed  my  productions  as  imparti- 
ally as  was  in  my  power :  I  thought  they  had 
merit ;  and  it  was  a  delicious  idea  that  I  should 
be  called  a  clever  fellow,  even  though  it  should 
never  reach  my  ears — a  poor  negro  driver; — or 
perhaps  a  victim  to  that  inhospitable  clime,  and 
gone  to  the  world  of  spirits  !  I  can  truly  say,  that 
pauvre  inconnu  as  I  then  was,  I  had  pretty  nearly 
as  high  an  idea  of  myself  and  of  my  works  as  I 
have  at  this  moment,  when  the  public  has  decided 
in  their  favour.  It  ever  was  my  opinion,  that  the 
mistakes  and  blunders,  both  in  a  rational  and 
religious  point  of  view,  of  which  we  see  thousands 
daily  guilty,  are  owing  to  their  ignorance  of  them- 
selves.— To  know  myself,  had  been  all  along  my 
constant  study.  I  weighed  myself  alone ;  I  bal- 
anced myself  with  others ;  I  watched  every  means 
of  information,  to  see  how  much  ground  I  occupied 
as  a  man  and  as  a  poet ;  I  studied  assiduously 
nature's  design  in  my  formation — where  the 
lights  and  shades  in  my  character  were  intended. 
I  was  pretty  confident  my  poems  would  meet  with 
some  applause ;  but,  at  the  worst,  the  roar  of  the 
Atlantic  would  deafen  the  voice  of  censure,  and 
the  novelty  of  West-Indian  scenes  make  me  for- 
get neglect.  I  threw  off  six  hundred  copies,  of 
which  I  had  got  subscriptions  for  about  three 
hundred  and  fifty — My  vanity  was  highly  grati- 
fied by  the  reception  I  met  with  from  the  public; 
and,  besides,  I  pocketed,  all  expences  deducted, 
nearly  twenty  pounds.  This  sum  came  very 
seasonably,  as  I  was  thinking  of  indenting  myself, 
for  want  of  money  to  procure  my  passage.  As 
soon  as  I  was  master  of  nine  guineas,  the  price  of 
wafting  me  to  the  torrid  zone,  I  took  a  steerage- 
passage  in  the  first  ship  that  was  to  sail  from  the 
Clyde;  for 

'  Hungry  ruin  had  me  in  the  wind.' 

"  I  had  been  for  some  days  skulking  from 
covert  to  covert,  under  all  the  terrors  of  a  jail ;  as 
some  ill-advised  people  had  uncoupled  the  merci- 
less pack  of  the  law  at  my  heels.  I  had  taken 
the  last  farewell  of  my  few  friends;  my  chest  was 
on  the  road  to  Greenock  ;  I  had  composed  the  last 
song  I  should  ever  measure  in  Caledonia,  '  The 
gloomy  night  is  gathering  fast,'  when  a  letter  from 
Dr  Blacklock  to  a  friend  of  mine,  overthrew  all 
my  schemes,  by  opening  new  prospects  to  my 
poetic  ambition.  The  Dr  belonged  to  a  set  of 
critics,  for  whose  applause  I  had  not  dared  to 
hope.  His  opinion,  that  I  would  meet  with 
encouragement  in  Edinburgh  for  a  second  edition, 


fired  me  so  much,  that  away  I  posted  for  that  city, 
without  a  single  acquaintance,  or  a  single  letter  of 
introduction.  The  baneful  star  which  had  so  long 


dence  placed  me  under  the  patronage  of  one  of 
the  noblest  of  men,  the  Earl  of  Glencairn.  Oublie 
moi,  Grand  Dieu,  sijamaisje  I'oublie! 

"  I  need  relate  no  farther.  At  Edinburgh  I 
was  in  a  new  world ;  I  mingled  among  many 
classes  of  men,  but  all  of  them  new  to  me,  and  I 
was  all  attention  to  catch  the  characters  and  man- 
ners 'living  as  they  rise.'  Whether  I  have  pro- 
fited, time  will  show. 

***** 

"  My  most  respectful  compliments  to  Miss 
Williams.  Her  very  elegant  and  friendly  letter 
I  cannot  answer  at  present,  as  my  presence  is 
requisite  in  Edinburgh,  and  I  set  out  to-morrow."1 

At  the  period  of  our  poet's  death,  his  brother, 
Gilbert  Burns,  was  ignorant  that  he  had  himself 
written  the  foregoing  narrative  of  his  life  while  in 
Ayrshire;  and  having  been  applied  to  by  Mrs 
Dunlop  for  some  memoirs  of  his  brother,  he  com- 
plied with  her  request  in  a  letter,  from  which  the 
following  narrative  is  chiefly  extracted.  When 
Gilbert  Burns  afterwards  saw  the  letter  of  our 
poet  to  Dr  Moore,  he  made  some  annotations  upon 
it,  which  shall  be  noticed  as  we  proceed. 

ROBERT  BURNS  was  born  on  the  25th  day  of 
January,  1759,  in  a  small  house  about  two  miles 
from  the  town  of  Ayr,  and  within  a  few  hundred 
yards  of  Alloway  church,  which  his  poem  of  'Tarn 
o'  Shanter'  has  rendered  immortal.2  The  name, 


1  There  are  various  copies  of  this  letter  in  the  author's  hand- 
writing ;  and  one  of  these,  evidently  corrected,  is  in  the  book 
in  which  he  had  copied  several  of  his  letters.    This  has  been 
used  for  the  press,  with  some  omissions,  and  one  slight  altera- 
tion suggested  by  Gilbert  Burns. — CUHRIE. 

2  The  scene  of  the  poet's  birth  was  a  cottage  about  two  miles 
from  Ayr,  on  the  road  from  that  burgh  to  Maybole,  and  at  a 
little  distance  from  Alloway  Kirk  and  the  Auld  Brig  o'  Doon. 
It  consisted  of  two  apartments,  that  towards  the  south  being 
the  kitchen  and  usual  residence  of  the  family,  while  the  other 
was  a  superior  kind  of  room,  such  as  is  usually  called  in  Scot- 
land a  spence  or  ben-end,  with  what  was  then  a  rare  accommo- 
dation in  such  places,  a  fire-place  containing  a  grate : — 

"  Ben  i'  the  spence,  right  pensivelie. 
I  gaed  to  rest." 

THE  VISION. 

It  was  in  the  former  of  the  two  apartments  that  the  poet  was 
born.  A  view  of  its  interior  accompanies  the  present  edition, 
and  will  give  all  further  information  that  is  desirable,  respecting 
the  appearance  of  the  place. 

Two  anecdotes,  which  would  be  trifling  if  they  bore  reference 
to  a  less  distinguished  person,  but  respecting  Burns  cannot  be 
listened  to  without  some  degree  of  interest,  have  been  related. 
One  bears  that,  when  the  mother  of  the  poet  felt  her  time 
approaching,  the  father  took  horse,  and  set  out,  through  the 
darkness  of  a  stormy  January  night,  for  Ayr,  in  order  to  bring 
the  necessary  female  attendant.  When  he  approached  a  rivulet 
which  crosses  the  road,  and  which  was  not  then  provided  with 
a  bridge,  he  found  it  so  deep  in  flood,  that  a  wayfaring  female 
sat  on  the  other  side,  unable  to  make  her  way  across  on  foof 
Notwithstanding  his  haste,  he  listened  to  the  prayer  of  this 
poor  woman,  and  conveyed  her  through  the  stream  on  his  horse. 
When  he  returned  with  the  woman  of  skill  from  Ayr,  he  found 
exliv 
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NARRATIVE  OF  GILBERT  BURNS. 


which  the  poet  and  his  brother  modernized  into 
Burns,  was  originally  Burnes,  or  Burness.  Their 
father,  William  Burnes,  was  tho  son  of  a  farmer 
in  Kincardineshire,  and  had  received  the  education 
common  in  Scotland  to  persons  in  his  condition  of 
life;  he  could  read  and  write,  and  had  some  know- 
ledge of  arithmetic.  His  family  having  fallen  into 
reduced  circumstances,  he  was  compelled  to  leave 
his  homo  in  his  nineteenth  year,  and  turned  his 
steps  towards  the  south,  in  quest  of  a  livelihood. 
The  same  necessity  attended  his  elder  brother 
Robert.  "I  have  often  heard  my  father,"  says 
Gilbert  Burns,  in  his  letter  to  Mrs  Dunlop, 
"describe  the  anguish  of  mind  he  felt  when  they 
parted  on  the  top  of  a  hill  on  the  confines  of  their 
native  place,  each  going  off  his  several  way  in 
search  of  new  adventures,  and  scarcely  knowing 
whither  he  went.  My  father  undertook  to  act  as 
a  gardener,  and  shaped  his  course  to  Edinburgh, 
where  he  wrought  hard  when  he  could  get  work, 
passing  through  a  variety  of  difficulties.  Still, 
however,  he  endeavoured  to  spare  something  for 
the  support  of  his  aged  parents:  and  I  recollect 
hearing  him  mention  his  having  sent  a  bank-note 
for  this  purpose,  when  money  of  that  kind  was  so 
scarce  in  Kincardineshire,  that  they  scarcely  knew 

that  the  gipsey,  as  she  proved  to  be,  had  made  good  her  quar- 
ters beside  his  cottage  fireside,  where  she  was  waiting  anxiously 
for  the  happy  hour  of  Agnes  Burns.  It  is  said  that,  on  the 
child  being  placed  in  her  lap,  she  inspected  his  palm,  after  the 
manner  of  her  profession,  and  made  the  predictions  which  tho 
poet  himself  has  embodied  in  a  whimsical  song,  printed  in  tho 
present  collection  of  his  works: — 

"The  gossip  keekit  in  his  loof, 
Quo'  scho,  \Vlia  lives  will  see  the  proofj 
This  waly  boy  will  be  nae  coof; 
I  think  we'll  ca'  him  Robin. 

"  He'll  ha'e  misfortunes  great  and  sma'. 
But  aye  a  heart  nboon  them  a* ; 
He'll  be  a  credit  till  us  a* — • 
We'll  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin. 

"But  sure  as  three  times  three  mak'  nine, 
I  see  by  ilka  score  and  line, 
This  chap  will  dearly  like  our  kin'— 
So  leeze  me  on  thee,  Robin." 

\Vhen  the  father  of  Burns  removed  to  Loehlea,  he  sold  his 
leasehold  of  the  Neie  Gardens,  as  his  grounds  were  called,  and 
of  the  Clay  Blgglng,  to  the  corporation  of  shoemakers  in  Ayr, 
to  whom  they  still  belong.     For  about  the  last  forty  years,  the 
property  has  been  leased,  at  the  rent  of  £33.  per  annum,  by  a 
person  named  Gowdie,  formerly  a  miller,  and  who  has  some 
recollections  of  Burns.    Gowdie  occupies  the  cottage  as  an  ale- 
Iiouse,  and  his  tidy  spouse  keeps  it  in  a  state  of  the  most  lauda- 
ble cleanness.     In  the  accompanying  print  of  the  interior  of  the 
kitchen,  the  honest  pair  are  represented  as  sitting  at  their  twal- 
lionn,  or  lunch.     The  house  is.  as  may  well  be  supposed,  in 
no  want  of  custom.     One  who  had  the  curiosity   to  reckon 
up  the  number  of  names  of  strangers  inserted  in  its  album, 
during  a  single  month — September  1838— found  it  to  be  three, 
hundred  and  fifty.     The  accommodations  have  been  extended 
j  j  I        since  the  poet  s  time,  by  the  addition  of  a  second  cottage  at  the 
south  gable,  and  by  a  barn  at  the  opposite  extremity;  from 
which  buildings  it  will  be  readily  distinguished,  in  the  print,  by 
the  sign  boardt  which  Gowdie  has  erected  on  the  respective 
i^l        sides  of  the   door.     It  is   not   unworthy  of  notice,  that  the 
!|  |l        thatched  cottage  opposite  was  that  in  which  Murdoch  taught 
£fi  V  bis  little  school,  when  attended  by  Robert  and  Gilbert  Burns. 
-^~JO~ — <*-^ 
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how  to  employ  it  when  it  arrived."  From  Edin- 
burgh, William  Burnes  passed  westward  into  tho 
county  of  Ayr,  where  ho  engaged  himself  as  a 
gardener  to  tho  laird  of  Fairly,  with  whom  ho 
lived  two  years ;  then  changing  his  service  for  that 
of  Crawford  of  Doonside.  At  length,  being 
desirous  of  settling  in  life,  he  took  a  perpetual 
lease  of  seven  acres  of  land  from  Dr  Campbell, 
physician  in  Ayr,  with  the  view  of  commencing 
nurseryman  and  public  gardener;  and,  having 
built  a  house  upon  it  with  his  own  hands,  married, 
in  December,  1757,  Agnes  Brown,  tho  mother  of 
our  poet,  who  still  survives. l  The  first  fruit  of 
this  marriage  was  Robert,  the  subject  of  these 
memoirs,  born  on  the  25th  of  January,  1759,  as 
has  already  been  mentioned.2  Before  William 
Burnes  had  made  much  progress  in  preparing  his 
nursery,  he  was  withdrawn  from  that  undertaking 
by  Mr  Ferguson,  who  purchased  the  estate  of 
Doonholm,  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood,  and 
engaged  him  as  his  gardener  and  overseer;  and 
this  was  his  situation  when  our  poet  was  born. 
Though  in  the  service  of  Mr  Ferguson,  he  lived 
in  his  own  house,  his  wife  managing  her  family  and 
her  little  dairy,  which  consisted  sometimes  of  two, 
sometimes  of  three  milch  cows;  and  this  state  of 
unambitious  content  continued  till  the  year  1766. 
His  son  Robert  was  sent  by  him,  in  his  sixth  year, 
to  a  school  at  AUoway-Miln,  about  a  mile  distant, 
taught  by  a  person  of  the  name  of  Campbell;  but 
this  teacher  being  in  a  few  months  appointed 
master  of  the  workhouse  at  &yr,  William  Burnes, 
in  conjunction  with  some  other  heads  of  families, 
engaged  John  Murdoch  in  his  stead.  The  educa- 
tion of  our  poet,  and  of  his  brother  Gilbert,  was 
in  common;  and  of  their  proficiency  under  Mr 
Murdo<e&  we  have  the  following  account : — "  With 
him  we  learnt  to  read  English  tolerably  well,3  and 
to  write  a  little.  He  taught  us,  too,  the  English 
grammar.  I  was  too  young  to  profit  much  from 
his  lessons  in  grammar;  but  Robert  made  some 
proficiency  in  it — a  circumstance  of  considerable 
weight  in  the  unfolding  of  his  genius  and  charac- 
ter; as  he  soon  became  remarkable  for  the  fluency 
and  correctness  of  his  expression,  and  read  the 
few  books  that  came  in  his  way  with  much  plea- 
sure and  improvement;  for  even  then  he  was  a 
reader  when  he  could  get  a  book.  Murdoch, 
whose  library  at  that  time  had  no  great  variety 
in  it,  lent  him  '  The  Life  of  Hannibal,'  which  was 
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1  Mrs  Burnes  survived  her  distinguished  son  nearly  a  quarter 
of  a  century.     She  died  January  14th,  1820.  in  her  eighty-eighth 
year.     She  was  the  daughter  of  Gilbert  Brown,  a  small  farmer 
in   Kirkoswald  parish.     Her  character,  throughout  life,  wai 
that  of  a  prudent  and  sagacious  woman. 

2  About  a  week  after  Iris  birth  part  of  the  clay-built  cottage 
gave  way  at  midnight,  and  the  infant  poet  and  his  mother  were 
carried  amid  the  storm  to  the  shelter  of  a  neighbouring  hovel. 

3  Letter  from  Gilbert  Burns  to  Mrs  Dunlop. 
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the  first  book  he  read  (the  school-books  excepted,)  friend,  left  this  part  of  the  country ;  and  there  being 
and  almost  the  only  one  he  had  an  opportunity  of  no  school  near  us,  and  our  little  services  being  use- 
reading  while  he  was  at  school:  for  'The  Life  of  ful  on  the  farm,  my  father  undertook  to  teach  us 
Wallace,'  which  he  classes  with  it  in  one  of  his 
letters  to  you,  he  did  not  see  for  some  years 


afterwards,  when  he  borrowed  it  from  the  black- 
smith who  shod  our  horses." 

It  appears  that  William  Burnes  approved  him- 
self greatly  in  the  service  of  Mr  Ferguson,  by  his 
intelligence,  industry,  and  integrity.  In  conse- 
quence of  this,  with  a  view  of  promoting  his  in- 
terest, Mr  Ferguson  leased  him  a  farm,  of  which 
we  have  the  following  account: — 

"The  farm  was  upwards  of  seventy  acres,1 
(between  eighty  and  ninety  English  statute  mea- 
sure,) the  rent  of  which  was  to  be  forty  pounds 
annually  for  the  first  si*  years,  and  afterwards 
forty-five  pounds.  My  father  endeavoured  to 
sell  his  lease-hold  property,  for  the  purpose  of 
stocking  this  farm,  but  at  that  time  was  unable, 
and  Mr  Ferguson  lent  him  a  hundred  pounds  for 
that  purpose.  He  removed  to  his  new  situation 
at  Whitsuntide,  1766.  It  was,  I  think,  not  above 
two  years  after  this,  that  Murdoch,  our  tutor  and 

1  The  farm,  then  called  Mount  OlipTiant,  is  situated  on  a  slope 
which  rises  to  the  east  of  Doonholm  House,  the  steading  being 
about  two  miles  from  the  bridge  of  Doon.  As  the  scene  of  the 
Poet's  existence  between  his  seventh  and  seventeenth  year,  it 
is  worthy  of  some  notice.  It  is  now  called  Mount  Ferguson, 
and  is  the  property  of  Mr  Oswald  of  Anchincruive.  Notwith- 
standing the  inclination  of  the  ground,  it  is  still  the  wet,  cold 
soil  with  which  Burns's  father  struggled  so  hard.  The  stead- 
ing, accessible  from  a  cross-road  by  a  devious  willow-skirted 
way,  has  been  renewed  in  recent  times.  Here  the  inspired  son 
of  Coila  was  called  upon,  by  stern  poverty,  to  take  the  flail 
into  his  hand,  and  work  the  work  of  a  man,  while  as  yet  only 
in  his  thirteenth  year.  The  place,  however,  has  some  pecu- 
liarities which  might  help  to  make  a  poet.  It  commands  an 
extensive  and  most  interesting  prospect,  having  the  banks  and 
braes  of  Doon  immediately  beneath,  the  spires  of  Ayr  on  the 
one  hand,  and  the  hoary  ruins  of  Greenan  and  Newark  on  the 
other,  while  the  Firth  of  Clyde  opens  its  vast  expanse  in  the 
distance,  backed  by  the  ever-impressive  ridge  of  Arran,  and 
leading  the  eye  away  towards  the  north  to  the  far  promontories 
of  Cunningham  and  Renfrewshire,  and  the  dim  blue  of  the 
Argyleshire  Highlands.  In  the  present  work,  a  view  is  given 
of  the  Banks  of  Doon  taken  from  the  grounds  of  Doonside, 
the  seat  of  William  Crawford,  Esq.  The  ruin  of  an  elder  house 
or  castle  of  Doonside,  is  seen  on  the  left  side  of  the  picture, 
perched  on  a  red  sandstone  cliff,  which  literally  overhangs  the 
river.  The  present  house  is  situated  behind  the  position  of 
the  spectator.  It  was  as  the  gardener  at  Doonside  house,  that 
Burns's  father  made  his  first  appearance  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Kirk  Alloway.  Between  the  house  and  the  river,  there  is  a 
fine  pastoral  holm,  or  tongue  of  alluvial  land,  nearly  encircled 
with  trees,  and  by  the  stream  itself,  and  forming  one  of  the 
most  strikingly  beautiful  points  of  scenery  on  the  Doon.  This 
piece  of  ground  has  apparently  given  name  to  a  mansion  on  the 
opposite  bank,  Doonholm,  the  seat  of  Andrew  Hunter,  Esq. 
William  Burns,  as  narrated  above,  while  residing  in  his  clay 
biyfring  at  Alloway,  acted  for  several  years  as  gardener  and 
overseer  to  Mr  Ferguson  of  Doonholm,  and,  in  1766,  took  from 
that  gentleman  his  first  farm  of  Mount  Oliphant. 

The  conspicuous  buildings  in  the  centre  of  the  picture  form 
a  manufacturing  establishment,  which  bears  the  name  of  the 
Dutch  Mill,  in  consideration  of  its  having  been  established 
about  two  centuries  ago  by  a  native  of  Holland,  the  progeni- 
tor, it  is  said,  of  the  individuals  of  the  name  of  Gowdie,  now 
numerous  in  Ayrshire.  There  is  a  delightful  walk  along  the 
bank  of  the  river  by  the  Dutch  Mill. 


arithmetic  in  the  winter  evenings,  by  candle- 
light ;  and  in  this  way  my  two  eldest  sisters  got 
all  the  education  they  received.  I  remember  a 
circumstance  that  happened  at  this  time,  which, 
though  trifling  in  itself,  is  fresh  in  r»y  memory, 
and  may  serve  to  illustrate  the  early  character  of 
my  brother.  Murdoch  came  to  spend  a  night 
with  us,  and  to  take  his  leave  when  he  was  about 
to  go  into  Carrick.  He  brought  us,  as  a  present 
and  memorial  of  him,  a  small  compendium  of 
English  Grammar,  and  the  tragedy  of  '  Titus 
Andronicus,'  and,  by  way  of  passing  the  evening, 
he  began  to  read  the  play  aloud.  We  were  all 
attention  for  some  time,  till  presently  the  whole 
party  was  dissolved  in  tears.  A  female  in  the 
play  (I  have  but  a  confused  remembrance  of  it) 
had  her  hands  chopt  oif,  and  her  tongue  cut  out, 
and  then  was  insultingly  desired  to  call  for  water 
to  wash  her  hands.  At  this,  in  an  agony  of  dis- 
tress, we  with  one  voice  desired  he  would  read 
no  more.  My  father  observed,  that  if  we  would 
not  hear  it  out,  it  would  be  needless  to  leave  the 
play  with  us.  Robert  replied,  that  if  it  was  left 
he  would  burn  it.  My  father  was  going  to  chide 
him  for  this  ungrateful  return  to  his  tutor's  kind- 
ness; but  Murdoch  interfered,  declaring  that  he 
liked  to  see  so  much  sensibility;  and  he  left  'The 
School  for  Love,'  a  comedy,  (translated  I  think 
from  the  French,)  in  its  place.2 

"  Nothing,"  continues  Gilbert  Burns,  "  could 
be  more  retired  than  our  general  manner  of  liv- 
ing at  Mount  Oliphant;  we  rarely  saw  any  body 
but  the  members  of  our  own  family.  There  were 
no  boys  of  our  own  age,  or  near  it,  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. Indeed,  the  greatest  part  of  the  land 
in  the  vicinity  was  at  that  tune  possessed  by 
shopkeepers,  and  people  of  that  stamp,  who  had 
retired  from  business,  or  who  kept  their  farm  in 
the  country,  at  the  same  time  that  they  followed 
business  in  town.  My  father  was  for  some  time 
almost  the  only  companion  we  had.  He  conversed 
familiarly  on  all  subjects  with  us,  as  if  we  had 


2  It  is  to  be  remembered  that  the  Poet  was  only  nine  years 
of  age,  and  the  relator  of  this  incident  under  eight,  at  the  time 
it  happened.  The  effect  was  very  natural  in  children  of  sensi- 
bility at  their  age.  At  a  more  mature  period  of  the  judgment, 
such  absurd  representations  are  calculated  rather  to  produce 
disgust  or  laughter,  than  tears.  The  scene  to  which  Gilbert 
Burns  alludes  opens  thus: — 'Act  II.  Scene  5.  Enter  Deme- 
trius and  Chiron,  with  Lavinia  ravished,  her  hands  cut  oft",  and 
her  tongue  cut  out.'  Why  is  this  silly  play  still  printed  as 
Shakspeare's,  against  the  opinion  of  all  the  best  critics?  The 
bard  of  Avon  was  guilty  of  many  extravagances,  but  he  always 
performed  what  he  intended  to  perform.  That  he  ever  excited 
in  a  British  mind  (for  the  French  critics  must  be  set  aside)  dis- 
gust or  ridicule,  where  he  meant  to  have  awakened  pity  or 
horror,  is  what  will  not  be  imputed  to  that  master  of  the  pas. 
sions. — Ct'RRiE. 
cxlvi 


NARRATIVE  OF  GILBERT  BURNS. 


be~n  men  ;  ami  was  at  great  pains,  while  we 
accornp  inicd  him  in  the  labours  of  the  farm,  to 
lead  tue  conversation  to  such  subjects  as  might 
tend  to  increase  our  knowledge,  or  confirm  us  in 
virtuous  habits.  Ho  borrowed  '  Salmon's  Geo- 
graphical Grammar'  for  us,  and  endeavoured  to 
make  us  acquainted  with  the  situation  and  history 
of  the  different  countries  in  the  world ;  while,  from 
a  book-society  in  Ayr,  he  procured  for  us  the 
reading  of  '  Derhanvs  Physico  and  Astro-Theo- 
logy," and  '  Ray's  Wisdom  of  God  hi  the  Crea- 
tion,' to  give  us  some  idea  of  Astronomy  and 
Natural  History.  Robert  read  all  these  books 
with  an  avidity  and  industry  scarcely  to  be 
equalled.  My  father  had  been  a  subscriber  to 
'  Stackhouse's  History  of  the  Bible,'  then  lately 
published  by  James  Meuross,  in  Kilmarnock :  from 
this  Robert  collected  a  competent  knowledge  of 
ancient  history;  for  no  book  was  so  voluminous 
as  to  slacken  his  industry,  or  so  antiquated  as  to 
damp  his  researches.  A  brother  of  my  mother, 
who  had  lived  with  us  for  some  time,  and  had 
learnt  some  arithmetic  by  our  winter  evening's 
candle,  went  into  a  bookseller's  shop  in  Ayr,  to 
purchase  '  The  Ready  Reckoner,  or  Tradesman's 
Sure  Guide,'  and  a  book  to  teach  him  to  write 
letters.  Luckily,  in  place  of  '  The  Complete 
Letter- Writer,'  he  got  by  mistake  a  small  collec- 
tion of  letters  by  the  most  eminent  writers,  with 
a  few  sensible  directions  for  attaining  an  easy 
epistolary  style.  This  book  was  to  Robert  of  the 
greatest  consequence.  It  inspired  him  with  a 
strong  desire  to  excel  in  letter-writing,  while  it 
furnished  him  with  models  by  some  of  the  first 
writers  in  our  language. 

"  My  brother  was  about  thirteen  or  fourteen, 
when  my  father,  regretting  that  we  wrote  so  ill, 
sent  us,  week  about,  during  a  summer  quarter,  to 
the  parish  school  of  Dalrymple,  which,  though 
between  two  and  three  miles  distant,  was  the 
nearest  to  us,  that  we  might  have  an  opportunity 
of  remedying  this  defect.  About  this  tune  a 
bookish  acquaintance  of  my  father's  procured  us 
a  reading  of  two  volumes  of  Richardson's  Pamela, 
which  was  the  first  novel  we  read,  and  the  only 
part  of  Richardson's  works  my  brother  was 
acquainted  with  till  towards  the  period  of  his  com- 
mencing author.  Till  that  time,  too,  he  remained 
unacquainted  with  Fielding,  with  Smollett,  (two 
volumes  of  '  Ferdinand  Count  Fathom,'  and  two 
volumes  of  'Peregrine  Pickle'  excepted,)  with 
Hume,  with  Robertson,  and  almost  all  our  authors 
of  eminence  of  the  later  times.  I  recollect,  indeed, 
my  father  borrowed  a  volume  of  English  history 
from  Mr  Hamilton  of  Bourtreehill's  gardener.  It 
treated  of  the  reign  of  James  I.,  and  his  unfor- 
tunate son,  Charles,  but  I  do  not  know  who  was 
the  author;  all  that  I  remember  of  it  is  something 


of  Charles'  conversation  with  his  children.  About 
this  time,  Murdoch,  our  former  teacher,  after  hav- 
ing been  in  different  places  in  the  country,  and  hav- 
ing taught  a  school  some  time  in  Dumfries,  came 
to  be  the  established  teacher  of  the  English  lan- 
guage in  Ayr,  a  circumstance  of  considerable  con- 
sequence to  us.  The  remembrance  of  my  father's 
former  friendship,  and  his  attachment  to  my  bro- 
ther, made  him  do  every  thing  in  his  power  for 
our  improvement.  He  sent  us  Pope's  works,  and 
some  other  poetry,  the  first  that  we  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  reading,  excepting  what  is  contained  in 
'  The  English  Collection,'  and  in  the  volume  of 
the  Edinburgh  Magazine  for  1772;  excepting  also 
those  '  excellent  new  songs'  that  are  hawked  about 
the  country  in  baskets,  or  exposed  on  stalls  in  the 
streets. 

"  The  summer  after  we  had  been  at  Dalrymple 
school,  my  father  sent  Robert  to  Ayr,  to  revise 
his  English  grammar,  with  his  former  teacher. 
He  had  been  there  only  one  week,  when  he  was 
obliged  to  return,  to  assist  at  the  harvest.  When 
the  harvest  was  over,  he  went  back  to  school, 
where  he  remained  two  weeks ;  and  this  completes 
the  dfccount  of  his  school  education,  excepting  one 
summer  quarter,  some  time  afterwards,  that  he 
attended  the  parish  school  of  Kirkoswald,  (where 
he  lived  with  a  brother  of  my  mother's),  to  learn 
surveying. 

"  During  the  two  last  weeks  that  he  was  with 
Murdoch,  he  himself  was  engaged  in  learning 
French,  and  he  communicated  the  instructions  he 
received  to  my  brother,  who,  when  he  returned, 
brought  home  with  him  a  French  dictionary  and 
grammar,  and  the  '  Adventures  of  Telemachus' 
in  the  original.  In  a  little  while,  by  the  assis- 
tance of  these  books,  he  had  acquired  such  a 
knowledge  of  the  language,  as  to  read  and  under- 
stand any  French  author  in  prose.  This  was 
considered  as  a  sort  of  prodigy,  and  through  the 
medium  of  Murdoch,  procured  him  the  acquain- 
tance of  several  lads  in  Ayr,  who  were  at  that 
time  gabbling  French,  and  the  notice  of  some 
families,  particularly  that  of  Dr  Malcolm,  where  a 
knowledge  of  French  was  a  recommendation. 

"  Observing  the  facility  with  which  he  had 
acquired  the  French  language,  Mr  Robinson,  the 
established  writing-master  in  Ayr,  and  Mr  Mur- 
doch's particular  friend,  having  himself  acquired 
a  considerable  knowledge  of  the  Latin  language 
by  his  own  industry,  without  ever  having  learnt 
it  at  school,  advised  Robert  to  make  the  same 
attempt,  promising  him,  every  assistance  in  his 
power.  Agreeably  to  this  advice,  he  purchased 
'  The  Rudiments  of  the  Latin  Tongue,'  but  find- 
ing this  study  dry  and  uninteresting,  it  was  quickly 
laid  aside.  He  frequently  returned  to  his  Rudi- 
ments on  any  little  chagrin  or  disappointment, 
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particularly  in  his  love  affairs;  but  the  Latin 
seldom  predominated  more  than  a  day  or  two  at 
a  time,  or  a  week  at  most.  Observing  himself 
the  ridicule  that  would  attach  to  this  sort  of  con- 
duct if  it  were  known,  he  made  two  or  three 
humorous  stanzas  on  the  subject,  which  I  cannot 
now  recollect,  but  they  all  ended, 
'So  I'll  to  my  Latin  again.' 

"  Thus  you  see  Mr  Murdoch  was  a  principal 
means  of  my  brother's  improvement.  Worthy 
man !  though  foreign  to  my  present  purpose,  I 
cannot  take  leave  of  him  without  tracing  his 
future  history.  He  continued  for  some  years  a 
respected  and  useful  teacher  at  Ayr,  till  one 
evening  that  he  had  been  overtaken  in  liquor, 
he  happened  to  speak  somewhat  disrespectfully 
of  Dr  Dalrymple,  the  parish  minister,  who  had 
not  paid  him  that  attention  to  which  he  thought 
himself  entitled.  In  Ayr  he  might  as  well  have 
spoken  blasphemy.  He  found  it  proper  to  give 
up  his  appointment.  He  went  to  London,  where 
he  still  lives,  a  private  teacher  of  French.  He 
has  been  a  considerable  time  married,  and  keeps 
a  shop  of  stationery  wares.1 

"  The  father  of  Dr  Paterson,  now  physidfcin  at 
Ayr,  was,  I  believe,  a  native  of  Aberdeenshire, 
and  was  one  of  the  established  teachers  in  Ayr, 
when  my  father  settled  in  the  neighbourhood. 
He' early  recognized  my  father  as  a  fellow-native 
of  the  north  of  Scotland,  and  a  certain  degree 
of  intimacy  subsisted  between  them  during  Mr 
Paterson's  life.  After  his  death,  his  widow,  who 
is  a  very  genteel  woman,  and  of  great  worth, 
delighted  in  doing  what  she  thought  her  husband 
would  have  wished  to  have  done,  and  assiduously 
kept  up  her  attentions  to  all  his  acquaintance. 
She  kept  alive  the  intimacy  with  our  family,  by 
frequently  inviting  my  father  and  mother  to  her 
house  on  Sundays,  when  she  met  them  at  church. 

"  When  she  came  to  know  my  brother's  passion 
for  books,  she  kindly  offered  us  the  use  of  her 
husband's  library,  and  from  her  wo  got  the 
Spectator,  Pope's  Translation  of  Homer,  and 
several  other  books  that  were  of  use  to  us. 
Mount  Oliphant,  the  farm  my  father  possessed 
in  the  parish  of  Ayr,  is  almost  the  very  poorest 
soil  I  know  of  in  a  state  of  cultivation.  A 
stronger  proof  of  this  I  cannot  give,  than  that, 
notwithstanding  the  extraordinary  rise  in  the 
value  of  lands  in  Scotland,  it  was,  after  a  con- 
siderable sum  laid  out  in  improving  it  by  the 
proprietor,  let  a  few  years  ago  five  pounds  per 
annum  lower  than  the  rent  paid  for  it  by  my 
father  thirty  years  ago.  My  father,  in  conse- 
quence of  this,  soon  came  into  difficulties,  which 
were  increased  by  the  loss  of  several  of  his  cattle 
by  accidents  and  disease. — To  the  buffetings  of 


1  Mr  Murdoch  died  iii  London  in  1824. 


misfortune,  we  could  only  oppose  hard  labour, 
and  the  most  rigid  economy.  We  lived  very 
sparing.  For  several  years  butcher's  meat  was  a 
stranger  in  the  house,  while  all  the  members  of 
the  family  exerted  themselves  to  the  utmost  of 
their  strength,  and  rather  beyond  it,  in  the 
labours  of  the  farm.  My  brother,  at  the  age  of 
thirteen,  assisted  in  thrashing  the  crop  of  corn, 
and  at  fifteen  was  the  principal  labourer  on  the 
farm,  for  we  had  no  hired  servant,  male  or  female. 
The  anguish  of  mind  we  felt  at  our  tender  years, 
under  these  straits  and  difficulties,  was  very  great. 
To  think  of  our  father  growing  old  (for  he  was 
now  above  fifty),  broken  doAvn  with  the  long 
continued  fatigues  of  his  life,  with  a  wife  and  five 
children,  and  in  a  declining  state  of  circumstances 
— these  reflections  produced  in  my  brother's 
mind  and  mine  sensations  of  the  deepest  distress. 
I  doubt  not  but  the  hard  labour  and  sorrow  of 
this  period  of  his  life,  was  in  a  great  measure  the 
cause  of  that  depression  of  spirits  with  which 
Robert  was  so  often  afflicted  through  his  whole 
life  afterwards.  At  this  time  he  was  almost  con- 
stantly afflicted  in  the  evenings  with  a  dull  head- 
ache, which  at  a  future  period  of  his  life,  was 
exchanged  for  a  palpitation  of  the  heart,  and  a 
threatening  of  fainting  and  suffocation  in  his  bed 
in  the  night-time. 

"  By  a  stipulation  in  my  father's  lease,  he  had 
a  right  to  throw  it  up,  if  he  thought  proper,  at 
the  end  of  every  sixth  year.  He  attempted  to 
fix  himself  in  a  better  farm  at  the  end  of  the 
first  six  years,  but  failing  in  that  attempt,  he 
continued  where  he  was  for  six  years  more.  He 
then  took  the  farm  of  Lochlea,  of  a  hundred  and 
thirty  acres,  at  the  rent  of  twenty  shillings  an 

acre,  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  of  Mr  , 

then  a  merchant  in  Ayr,  and  now  (1797)  a  mer- 
chant in  Liverpool.  He  removed  to  this  farm  at 
Whitsunday,  1777,  and  possessed  it  only  seven 
years.  No  writing  had  ever  been  made  out  of 
the  conditions  of  the  lease;  a  misunderstanding 
took  place  respecting  them ;  the  subjects  in  dis- 
pute were  submitted  to  arbitration,  and  the 
decision  involved  my  father's  affairs  in  ruin.  Ho 
lived  to  know  of  this  decision,  but  not  to  sec  any 
execution  in  consequence  of  it.  He  died  on  the 
13th  of  February,  1784. 

"  The  seven  years  we  lived  in  Tarbolton  parish 
(extending  from  the  seventeenth  to  the  twenty- 
fourth  of  my  brother's  age2),  were  not  marked 
by  much  literary  improvement ;  but,  during  this 
time,  the  foundation  was  laid  of  certain  habits  in 
my  brother's  character,  which  afterwards  became 
but  too  prominent,  and  which  malice  and  envy 
have  taken  delight  to  enlarge  on.  Though  when 
young  he  was  bashful  and  awkward  in  his  inter- 
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2  Rather  from  the  eighteenth  to  the  twenty-fifth. 


course  with  women,  yet  -when  lie  approached  boon  companion.  Yet,  notwithstanding  these 
manhood,  his  attachment  to  their  society  became  circumstances,  and  the  praise  he  hr.s  bestowed 
very  strong,  and  he  was  constantly  the  victim  of  on  Scotch  drink  (which  seems  to  have  misled 
some  fair  enslaver.  The  symptoms  of  his  passion  his  historians),  I  do  not  recollect,  during  these 
were  often  such  as  nearly  to  equal  those  of  the  seven  years,  nor  till  towards  the  end  of  his 
celebrated  Sappho.  I  never  indeed  knew  that  commencing  author  (when  his  growing  celebrity 
he  'fainted,  sunk,  and  died  away;'  but  the  agita-  ]  occasioned  his  being  often  in  company),  to  have 
tions  of  his  mind  and  body  exceeded  any  thing  ever  seen  him  intoxicated  ;  nor  was  he  at  all 
of  the  kind  I  ever  knew  in  real  life.  He  had  given  to  drinking.  A  stronger  proof  of  the 
always  a  particular  jealousy  of  people  who  were  general  sobriety  of  his  conduct  need  not  be 
richer  than  himself,  or  who  had  more  conse-  !  required  than  what  I  am  about  to  give.  During 
qucncc  in  life.  His  love,  therefore,  rarely  set-  the  whole  of  the  time  we  lived  in  the  farm  of 
tied  on  persons  of  this  description.  When  he  Lochlea  with  my  father,  he  allowed  my  brother 
selected  any  one  out  of  the  sovereignty  of  his  and  me  such  wages  for  our  labour  as  he  gave  to 
good  pleasure,  to  whom  he  should  pay  his  par-  other  labourers,  as  a  part  of  which,  every  article 
ticular  attention,  she  was  instantly  invested  with  of  our  clothing,  manufactured  in  the  familv,  was 
a  sufficient  stock  of  charms,  out  of  the  plentiful  j  regularly  accounted  for.  When  my  father's 
stores  of  his  own  imagination ;  and  there  was  affairs  drew  near  a  crisis,  Robert  and  I  took  the 
often  a  great  dissimilitude  between  his  fair  capti-  farm  of  Mossgiel,  consisting  of  a  hundred  and 
vator,  as  she  appeared  to  others,  and  as  she  eighteen  acres,  at  the  rent  of  ninety  pounds  per 
seemed  when  invested  with  the  attributes  he  annum  (the  farm  on  which  I  live  at  present), 
gave  her.  One  generally  reigned  paramount  in  from  Mr  Gavin  Hamilton,  as  an  asylum  for  the 
his  affections,  but  as  Yorick's  affections  flowed  family  in  case  of  the  worst.  It  was  stocked  by 
out  toward  Madame  do  L —  at  the  remise  door,  the  property  and  individual  savings  of  the  whole 
while  the  eternal  vows  of  Eliza  were  upon  him,  ,  family,  and  was  a  joint  concern  among  us.  Every 
so  Robert  was  frequently  encountering  other  member  of  the  family  was  allowed  ordinary 
attractions,  which  formed  so  many  undcr-plots  .  wages  for  the  labour  he  performed  on  the  farm, 
in  the  drama  of  his  love.  As  these  connections  .  My  brother's  allowance  and  mine  was  seven 
were  governed  by  the  strictest  rules  of  virtue  pounds  per  annum  each.  And  during  the  whole 
and  modesty  (from  which  he  never  deviated  till  time  this  family-concern  lasted,  which  was  for 
he  reached  his  twenty-third  year),  he  became  four  years,  as  well  as  during  the  preceding  period 
anxious  to  be  in  a  situation  to  marry.  This  was  at  Lochlea,  his  expences  never  in  any  one  year 


not  likely  to  be  soon  the  ease  while  he  remained 
a  farmer,  as  the  stocking  of  a  farm  required  a 
sum  of  money  he  had  no  probability  of  being 


exceeded  his  slender  income.  As  I  was  intrusted 
with  the  keeping  of  the  family  accounts,  it  is  not 
possible  that  there  can  be  any  fallacy  in  this 


master  of  for  a  great  while.  He  began,  there-  !  statement  in  my  brother's  favour.  His  temper- 
fore,  to  think  of  trying  some  other  line  of  life.  .  ance  and  frugality  were  every  thing  that  could 
He  and  I  had  for  several  years  taken  land  of  my  be  wished. 


father  for  the  purpose  of  raising  flax  on  our  own 
account.  In  the  course  of  selling  it,  Robert 
began  to  think  of  turning  flax- dresser,  both  as 
being  suitable  to  his  grand  view  of  settling  in 
life,  and  as  subservient  to  the  flax  raising.  He 
accordingly  wrought  at  the  business  of  a  flax- 
dresser  in  Irvine  for  six  months,  but  abandoned 
it  at  that  period,  as  neither  agreeing  with  his 
health  nor  inclination.  In  Irvine  he  had  con- 


"  The  farm  of  Mossgiel2  lies  very  high,  and 


2  Burns  mid  his  brother  entered  upon  the  possession  of  Moss- 
gicl  at  Martinmas,  1783,  some  months  before  the  death  of  their 
father.  The  Enrlof  Loudonn  was  the  proprietor;  but  the  family 
of  William  Burns  took  the  farm  on  a  sub-lease  from  Mr  Gavin 
Hamilton  of  Mniichline,  who  had  attempted  to  cultivate  it  as  a 
means  of  healthy  recreation  from  the  labours  of  his  profession, 
and  had  built  a  rather  superior  house  upon  it,  in  wiiich  he  de- 
signed partly  to  live.  Mossgiel  (originally  Mossgavel)  lies  on 
the  summit  of  a  swelling  piece  of  (.'round,  somewhat  more  than 


a  mile  from  Mauchline,  and  upon  the  road  from  that  village  to 
tractcd  some  acquaintance  of  a  freer  manner  of    Kilmaniock.    It  not  only  is  thus  exposed  to  blasts,  but  has  a 
thinkin"   and   living   than    he   had   been   used  to,  '  cnW  wet  till  beneath  it.  so  that  ungenial  weather  is  particularly 
.    .  ,   ,  .        ,  ,         .         AI         unfavourable  to  its  crops.     From  these  causes,  the  first  four 

whose  society  prepared  him  for  overleaping  the     seasons  of  the  tennncy  of  t|ie  Uurns  fiimily  werc  unprontnblo> 

bounds  of  rigid  virtue  which  had  hitherto  re- 
strained him.  Towards  the  end  of  the  period 
under  review  (in  his  twenty-fourth  year')*  and 
soon  after  his  father's  death,  he  was  furnished 


and  occasioned  the  loss  of  a  considerable  part  of  the  original 
stock.  Though  the  bard  of  Coila  laboured  upon  it  with  untir- 
ing zeal,  and  wa*  restricted  (as  was  his  brother)  to  a  personal 
expenditure  of  only  seven  pounds  a  year,  it  is  well  known  that 
the  summer  of  178G  found  him  a  penniless  and  hopeless  man. 
Gilbert,  nevertheless,  when  relieved  from  immediate  difficulties 


.  ,       ,  ..  ,,  ,  .      f-.    .    .,       .       •,   ,       !»„„!,:_     i   un&err,  ncvemieiess,  wnen  reneveu  irorniiiimeui.uuuiiiii-imies 

with  the  subject  of  his  Epistle  to  John  Rankin.  i  ,,y  pnrt  of  tho  unwtpcrtcd  profits  Of  his  brother's  poems,  ,-on- 

During  this  period  also  lie  became   a  freemason,     tinned  upon  the  farm  for  ten  or  twelve  years  more,  when  he 
which  was  his  first  introduction  to  the  life  of  a 


sa 


1  Rather  when  going  in  his  twenty-sixth  year. 


removed  to  Dinning  in   Dumfriesshire,  a  farm  belonging  to 
Sir  C.  S.  Menteath  of  Clos-burn. 
The  farm-steading  of  Mossgiel  Is,  by  reason  of  its  elevated 


THE  LIFE  OF  BURNS. 


mostly  on  a  cold  wet  bottom.  The  first  four 
years  that  we  were  on  the  farm  were  very  frosty, 
and  the  spring  was  very  late.  Our  crops  in 
consequence  were  very  unprofitable ;  and,  not- 
withstanding our  utmost  diligence  and  economy, 
we  found  ourselves  obliged  to  give  up  our  bar- 
gain, with  the  loss  of  a  considerable  part  of  our 
original  stock.  It  was  during  these  four  years 
that  Robert  formed  liis  connection  with  Jean 
Armour,  afterwards  Mrs  Burns.  This  connection 
could  no  longer  be  concealed,  about  the  time  we 
came  to  a  final  determination  to  quit  the  farm. 
Robert  durst  not  engage  with  his  family  in  his 
poor  unsettled  state,  but  was  anxious  to  shield 
his  partner,  by  every  means  in  his  power,  from 
the  consequences  of  their  imprudence.  It  was 
agreed  therefore  between  them,  that  they  should 
make  a  legal  acknowledgment  of  an  irregular 
and  private  marriage ;  that  he  should  go  to 

situation,  conspicuous  from  a  great  distance  around.  It  is 
closely  surrounded  by  a  very  tall  hedge  and  some  well-grown 
trees,  the  original  purpose  of  which  has  evidently  been  to 
afford  shelter,  but  which  now  confer  ornament.  The  buildings 
have  a  quadrangular  arrangement,  with  the  manure-heap  in 
the  centre,  much  after  the  style  of  Gland's  steading  in  the 
Gentle  Shepherd  : 

'  A  snug  thack  house,  before  the  door  a  green; 
Hens  on  the  midden,  ducks  in  dubs  are  seen; 
On  this  side  stands  a  barn,  on  that  a  byre ; 
A  peat-stack  joins,  and  forms  a  rural  square — ' 

except  that  the  various  offices  are  of  substantial  masonry,  and 
not  thatched.  A  lane  near  by  is  said  to  have  been  a  favourite 
walk  of  the  Poet:  the  field  in  which  he  turned  up  the  mouse's 
nest  with  the  plough  is  pointed  out;  and  a  tree  is  shown, 
underneath  which  he  loved  to  recline.  The  family  aocomm<>- 
dations  of  the  farmer  are  contained  in  a  building  of  the  appear- 
ance of  a  cottage,  containing  only  a  kitchen  and  room — Scottice, 
a  butt  and  a  ben — besides  perhaps  some  garrets.  The  room, 
or  speuce,  though  in  all  respects  very  humble,  and  partly 
occupied  by  fixed  beds,  does  not  appear  uncomfortable.  All 
observation,  however,  is  absorbed  in  the  visitor's  reflections, 
that,  within  these  four  walls,  warmed  at  this  little  fire-place, 
and  lighted  by  this  single  little  window,  lived  one  of  the  most 
extraordinary  men  ever  born  in  a  rustic  situation ;  and  here, 
perhaps,  wrote  some  of  the  most  celebrated  poems  of  modern 
times.  The  place  has  one  touching  recollection  above  all 
others — that  it  is  the  scene  described  in  the  opening  of  The 
Mtion. 

' whan  the  day  had  clos'd  his  e'e, 

Far  i"  the  west, 

Ben  i'  the  spence,  right  pensivelie, 
I  gaed  to  rest. 

•There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle-cheek, 
I  sat  and  ey'd  the  spewing  reek, 
That  till'd,  wi'  hoast-provoking  smeek, 

The  auld  clay  biggin'; 
An'  heard  the  restless  rations  squeak 

About  the  riggin'. 

'  All  in  this  mottle,  misty  clime, 
I  backward  mus'd  on  wasted  time, 
How  I  had  spent  my  youthfu'  prime. 

An'  done  nae-thing, 
But  stringin'  blethers  np  in  rhyme, 

For  fools  to  sing. 

•When  click  !  the  string  the  sneck  did  draw; 
And  jee  !  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa';'  &c. 


This  spence,  however,  must  have  been  splendour  itself  to  the 


Jamaica  to  push  his  fortune;  and  that  she  should 
remain  with  her  father  till  it  might  please  Provi- 
dence to  put  the  means  of  supporting  a  family  in 
his  power. 

"Mrs  Burns  was  a  great  favourite  of  her 
father's.  The  intimation  of  a  marriage  was  the 
first  suggestion  he  received  of  her  real  situation. 
He  was  in  the  greatest  distress,  and  fainted  away. 
The  marriage  did  not  appear  to  him  to  make  the 
matter  better.  A  husband  in  Jamaica  appeared 
to  him  and  his  wife  little  better  than  none,  and 
an  effectual  bar  to  any  other  prospects  of  a  settle- 
ment in  life  that  their  daughter  might  have. 
They  therefore  expressed  a  wish  to  her,  that  the 
written  papers  which  respected  the  marriage 
should  be  cancelled,  and  thus  the  marriage 
rendered  void.  In  her  melancholy  state,  she  felt 
the  deepest  remorse  at  having  brought  such 
heavy  affliction  on  parents  that  loved  her  so 


Cl 


apartment  in  which  Burns  usually  slept  during  his  residence  at 
Mossgiel.  It  can  never  be  learned  without  sensations  of  pity  and 
wonder  inexpressible,  that  this  great  and  ill-requited  genius 
wrote  many  of  those  admirable  poems  which  constituted  his  first 
publication  in  the  stable-loft  or  garret  of  this  humble  Ayrshire 
farm.  This  loft— probably  a  narrow  angular  space  in  which  it 
was  impossible  to  stand  upright — constituted  the  bed-room  of 
Robert  Burns.  He  occupied  it  in  conjunction  with  the  driver  of 
his  plough-horses,  a  stripling  named  John  Blane,  who  in  1837 
detailed  these  circumstances  to  Mr  Robert  Chambers.  It  con- 
tained one  bed,  and  the  only  other  piece  of  furniture  was  a 
small  deal-table,  in  which  there  was  a  drawer.  On  this  table, 
during  the  hours  of  night,  Burns  committed  to  paper,  and  cor- 
rected, the  verses  he  had  composed  during  his  days  labours. 
They  were  stored  in  the  little  drawer— the  poems  that  have 
since  gone  over  the  whole  earth,  and  entered  all  hearts.  The 
critical  anxiety  of  the  author  of  these  stable-born  strains  to 
have  them  brought  into  the  highest  degree  of  verbal  and 
musical  polish  was  extreme.  Blane,  being  a  good  reader,  and, 
any  how,  having  a  different  mind  and  voice,  was  often  kept 
awake  or  roused  from  slumber  by  Burns,  that  he  might  conn 
over  the  poems,  verse  by  verse,  and  line  by  line,  so  as  to  enable 
the  poet  to  detect  weaknesses  of  expression,  or  defects  in 
euphony.  These  particulars  may  well  give  some  surprise  to 
those  who  have  been  accustomed  to  refjard  Burns  as  only  a 
clever  peasant,  writing  almost  at  random,  and  have  not  yet 
opened  their  eyes  to  the  fact  that  he  was  an  intellectual  pheno- 
menon, such  as  do  not  perhaps  occur  once  in  a  hundred  years, 
but,  when  they  do  occur,  go  resistless!  y  on  to  their  bright 
destiny,  whether  their  bodies  at  first  reside  in  elegant  halls,  or 
in  a  wool-stapler's  shop,  or  in  a  stable-loft  like  that  of  Mossgiel. 
There  is  a  particular  passage  of  the  poet  s  subsequent  life, 
which  gives  no  small  additional  interest  to  this  homely  farm- 
steading.  When  he  left  it  in  November,  1786,  to  proceed  to 
Edinburgh,  he  was  known  to  a  certain  extent  as  a  poet,  but 
was  steeped  in  poverty  to  the  lips,  and  the  doom  of  a  degrading 
exile  was  not  yet  removed  from  him.  His  talents,  though 
acknowledged  by  a  few  educated  persons  in  his  native  pro- 
vince, were  as  yet  unstamped  with  the  approbation  of  the  great 
dispensers  of  fame  in  the  capital.  The  journey  which  he  was 
undertaking,  a  far  and  toilsome  one,  though  cheered  by  some 
rays  of  hope,  was,  in  consequence  of  sheer  poverty,  to  be  per- 
formed on  foot.  But,  on  the  8th  of  June,  in  the  ensuing  year, 
he  returned  to  Mossgiel,  the  admired  of  all  his  countrymen, 
enriched,  comparatively  speaking,  by  their  patronage,  and 
habited  and  mounted  in  a  style  befitting  his  new  condition  and 
prospects.  The  delight  which  his  re-appearance  on  this  occa- 
sion gave  to  a  family  who  had  never  ceased  to  love  him,  not- 
withstanding all  his  follies,— the  image,  in  particular,  of  his 
mother,  receiving  him  at  the  door,  as  we  are  told  by  Mr  Cun- 
ningham, with  the  laconic  language  of  the  full  heart,  '  Oh, 
Robert !' — are  certainly  among  the  most  pleasing  things  in  the 
Poet's  history— and  these  belong  to  Mossgiel. 


HIS  ANCESTORS. 


tenderly,  and  submitted  to  their  entreaties.  Their 
wish  was  mentioned  to  Robert.  He  felt  the 
deepest  anguish  of  mind.  He  offered  to  stay  at 
home,  and  provide  for  his  wife  and  family  in  the 
best  manner  that  his  daily  labours  could  provide 
for  them ;  that  being  the  only  means  in  his  power. 
Even  this  offer  they  did  not  approve  of;  for 
humble  as  Miss  Armour's  station  was,  and  great 
though  her  imprudence  had  been,  she  still,  in  the 
eyes  of  her  partial  parents,  might  look  to  a  better 
connexion  than  that  with  my  friendless  and 
unhappy  brother,  at  that  time  without  house  or 
biding  place.  Robert  at  length  consented  to  their 
wishes  ;  but  his  feelings  on  this  occasion  were  of 
the  most  distracting  nature  :  and  the  impression 
of  sorrow  was  not  effaced,  till  by  a  regular 
marriage  they  were  indissolubly  united.  In  the 
state  of  mind  which  this  separation  produced,  he 
wished  to  leave  the  country  as  soon  as  possible, 
and  agreed  with  Dr  Douglas  to  go  out  to  Jamaica, 
as  an  assistant  overseer,  or,  as  I  believe  it  is 
called,  a  book-keeper,  on  his  estate.  As  he  had 
not  sufficient  money  to  pay  his  passage,  and  the 
vessel  in  which  Dr  Douglas  was  to  procure  a  pass- 
age for  him  was  not  expected  to  sail  for  some 
time,  Mr  Hamilton  advised  him  to  publish  his 
poems  in  the  mean  time  by  subscription,  as  a 
likely  way  of  getting  a  little  money,  to  provide 
him  more  liberally  in  necessaries  for  Jamaica 
Agreeably  to  this  advice,  subscription-bills  were 
printed  immediately,  and  the  printing  was  com- 
menced at  Kilmarnock,  his  preparations  going  on 
at  the  same  time  for  his  voyage.  The  reception, 
however,  which  his  poems  met  with  in  the  world, 
and  the  friends  they  procured  him,  made  him 
change  his  resolution  of  going  to  Jamaica,  and  he 
was  advised  to  go  to  Edinburgh  to  publish  a 
second  edition.  On  his  return,  in  happier  cir- 
cumstances, he  renewed  his  connexion  with  Mrs 
Burns,  and  rendered  it  permanent  by  a  union 
for  life. 

"  Thus,  Madam,  have  I  endeavoured  to  give 
you  a  simple  narrative  of  the  leading  circumstan- 
ces in  my  brother's  early  life.  The  remaining 
part  he  spent  in  Edinburgh,  or  in  Dumfriesshire, 
and  its  incidents  are  as  well  known  to  you  as  to 
me.  His  genius  having  procured  him  your  pat- 
ronage and  friendship ;  this  gave  rise  to  the  cor- 
respondence between  you,  in  which,  I  believe,  his 
sentiments  were  delivered  with  the  most  respect- 
ful, but  most  unreserved  confidence,  and  which 
only  terminated  with  the  last  days  of  his  life." 

This  narrative  of  Gilbert  Burns  may  serve  as  a 
commentary  on  the  preceding  sketch  of  our 
poet's  life  by  himself.  It  will  be  seen  that  the 
distraction  of  mind  which  he  mentions,  arose  from 
the  distress  and  sorrow  in  which  he  had  involved 
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his  future  wife. — The  whole  circumstances  attend- 
ing this  connexion  are  certainly  of  a  very  singu- 
lar nature. ' 

The  reader  will  perceive,  from  the  foregoing 
narrative,  how  much  the  children  of  William 
Burnes  were  indebted  to  their  father,  who  was 
certainly  a  man  of  uncommon  talents ;  though  it 
does  not  appear  that  he  possessed  any  portion  of 
that  vivid  imagination  for  which  the  subject  of 
these  memoirs  was  distinguished.  It  is  observed 
by  our  poet,  that  his  father  had  an  unaccountable 
antipathy  to  dancing-schools  ;  and  that  his  attend- 
ing one  of  these  brought  on  him  his  displeasure, 
and  even  dislike.  On  this  observation  Gilbert 
has  made  the  following  remark,  which  seems 
entitled  to  implicit  credit: — "I  wonder  how 
Robert  could  attribute  to  our  father  that  lasting 
resentment  of  his  going  to  a  dancing-school 
against  his  will,  of  which  he  was  incapable.  I 
believe  the  truth  was,  that  he,  about  this  time, 
began  to  see  the  dangerous  impetuosity  of  my 
brother's  passions,  as  well  as  his  not  being  amen- 
able to  counsel,  which  often  irritated  my  father; 
and  which  he  would  naturally  think  a  dancing- 
school  was  not  likely  to  correct.  But  he  was 
proud  of  Robert's  genius,  which  he  bestowed  more 
expense  in  cultivating  than  on  the  rest  of  the 
family,  in  the  instances  of  sending  him  to  Ayr 
and  Kirk oswald  schools;  and  he  was  greatly 
delighted  with  his  warmth  of  heart,  and  his  con- 
versational powers.  He  had  indeed  that  dislike 
of  dancing-schools  which  Robert  mentions ;  but 
so  far  overcame  it,  during  Robert's  first  month  of 
attendance,  that  he  allowed  all  the  rest  of  the 
family,  that  were  fit  for  it,  to  accompany  him 
during  the  second  month.  Robert  excelled  in 
dancing,  and  was  for  some  time  distractedly  fond 
of  it." 

In  the  original  letter  to  Dr  Moore,  our  poet 
described  his  ancestors  as  "  renting  lands  of  the 
noble  Keiths  of  Marischal,  and  as  having  had  the 
honour  of  sharing  their  fate."  "  I  do  not,"  con- 
tinues he,  "  use  the  word  honour  with  any  refer- 
ence to  political  principles  ;  loyal  and  disloyal,  I 
take  to  be  merely  relative  terms,  in  that  ancient 
and  formidable  court,  known  in  this  country  by 
the  name  of  Club-law,  where  the  right  is  always 
with  the  strongest.  But-  those  who  dare  welcome 
ruin,  and  shake  hands  with  infamy,  for  what  they 
sincerely  believe  to  be  the  cause  of  their  God,  or 
their  king,  are,  as  Mark  Antony  says  in  Shak- 
speare  of  Brutus  and  Cassius,  '  honourable  men.' 
I  mention  this  circumstance,  because  it  threw  my 
father  on  the  world  at  large." 

1  In  his  letter  the  poet  mentions  his — "skulkingfrom  covert 
to  covert,  under  the  terror  of  a  jail."  The  "  pack  of  the  law  " 
were  "  uncoupled  at  his  heels,"  to  oblige  him  to  find  security 
for  the  maintenance  of  his  twin-children,  whom  he  was  not 
permitted  to  legitimate  by  a  marriage  with  thrir  mother. 
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This  paragraph  has  been  emitted  in  printing  the 
letter,  at  the  desire  of  Gilbert  Burns ;  and  it 
would  have  been  unnecessary  to  have  noticed  it 
on  the  present  occasion,  had  not  several  manu- 
script copies  of  that  letter  been  in  circulation. 
"  I  do  not  know,"  observes  Gilbert  Burns,  "  how 
my  brother  could  be  misled  in  the  account  he  has 
given  of  the  Jacobitism  of  his  ancestors. — I 
believe  the  earl  of  Marischal  forfeited  his  title 
and  estate  in  1715,  before  my  father  was  born; 
and  among  a  collection  of  parish  certificates  in 
his  possession,  I  have  read  one,  stating  that  the 
bearer  had  no  concern  in  the  '  late  wicked  rebel- 
lion'." On  the  information  of  one,  who  knew 
William  Burnes,  soon  after  he  arrived  in  the 
county  of  Ayr,  it  may  be  mentioned,  that  a  report 
did  prevail,  that  he  had  taken  the  field  with  the 
young  Chevalier ;  a  report  which  the  certificate 
mentioned  by  his  son  was,  perhaps,  intended  to 
counteract.  Strangers  from  the  north,  settling  in 
the  low  country  of  Scotland,  were  in  those  days 
liable  to  suspicions  of  having  been,  in  the  familiar 
phrase  of  the  country,  "out  in  the  forty-five," 
(1745,)  especially  when  they  had  any  stateliness 
or  reserve  about  them,  as  was  the  case  with 
William  Burnes.  It  may  easily  be  conceived,  that 
our  poet  would  cherish  the  belief  of  his  father's 
having  been  engaged  in  the  daring  enterprise  of 
Prince  Charles  Edward.  The  generous  attach- 
ment, the  heroic  valour,  and  the  final  misfortunes 
of  the  adherents  of  the  house  of  Stewart,  touched 
with  sympathy  his  youthful  and  ardent  mind,  and 
influenced  liis  original  political  opinions. ! 

The  father  of  our  poet  is  described  by  one  who 
knew  him  towards  the  latter  end  of  his  life,  as 
above  the  common  stature,  thin,  and  bent  with 


1  There  is  another  observation  of  Gilbert  Burns  on  liis 
brother  s  narrative,  in  which  some  persons  will  be  interested. 
It  refers  to  where  the  Poet  speaks  of  his  youthful  friends.  "  My 
brother,"  says  Gilbert  Burns,  "seems  to  set  oft"  his  early  com- 
panions in  too  consequential  a  manner.  The  principal  acquaint- 
ances u-e  had  in  Ayr,  while  boys,  were  four  sons  of  Mr  Andrew 
M'Culloch,  a  distant  relation  of  my  mother's,  who  kept  a  tea- 
shop,  and  had  made  a  little  money  in  the  contraband  trade  very 
common  at  that  time.  He  died  »hile  the  boys  were  young, 
and  my  father  was  nominated  one  of  the  tutors.  The  two 
eldest  were  bred  shop-keepers,  the  third  n  surgeon,  and  the 
youngest,  the  only  surviving  one,  was  bred  in  a  counting- 
house  in  Glasgow,  where  lie  is  now  a  respectable  merchant. 
I  believe  all  these  boys  went  to  the  West  Indies.  Then  there 
were  two  sons  of  Or  Malco!m*whom  I  have  mentioned  in  my 
letter  to  Mrs  Dunlop.  The  eldest,  a  very  worthy  young  man, 
went  to  the  Kast  Indies,  where  ho  had  a  commission  °in  the 
army;  he  is  thu  person  whose  heart  my  brother  says  the 
'Muny  Begum  scenes  could  not  corrupt.'  The  other,  by  the 
interest  of  I,ady  Wallace,  got  nn  cnsigncy  in  a  re'gimcnt 
raised  by  the  Duke  of  Hamilton,  during  tlie  American  war.  I 
believe  neither  of  them  are  now  (1707)  alive.  We  also  knew 
the  present  Dr  Paterson  of  Ayr,  and  n  younger  brother  of  his 
now  in  Jamaica,  who  were  much  younger  than  us.  I  had 
almost  forgot  to  mention  Dr  Charles,  of  Ayr,  who  was  a  little 
older  than  my  brother,  and  with  whom  we  had  a  longer  and 
closer  intimacy  than  with  nny  of  the  others,  which  did  not, 
however,  continue  In  after  life." 


labour.  His  countenance  was  serious  and  expres- 
sive, and  the  scanty  locks  on  his  head  were  grey. 
He  was  of  a  religious  turn  of  mind,  and,  as  is 
usual  among  the  Scottish  peasantry,  a  good  deal 
conversant  in  speculative  theology.  There  is  in 
Gilbert's  hands  a  little  manual  of  religious  belief, 
in  the  form  of  a  dialogue  between  a  father  and 
his  son,  composed  by  him  for  the  use  of  his  child- 
ren, in  which  the  benevolence  of  his  heart  seems 
to  have  led  him  to  soften  the  rigid  Calvinism  of 
the  Scottish  Church,  into  something  approaching 
to  Arminianism.  He  was  a  devout  man,  and  in 
the  practice  of  calling  his  family  together  to  join 
in  prayer.  It  is  known  that  the  exquisite  picture, 
drawn  in  stanzas  xii,  xiii,  xiv,  xv,  and  xviii,  of  the 
'  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,'  represents  William 
Burnes  and  his  family  at  their  evening  devo- 
tions.2 

Of  a  family  so  interesting  as  that  which  inha- 
bited the  cottage  of  William  Burnes,  and  parti- 
cularly of  the  father  of  the  family,  the  reader 
will  perhaps  be  willing  to  listen  to  some  farther 
account.  What  follows  is  given  by  one  already 
mentioned  with  so  much  honour  in  the  narrative 
of  Gilbert  Burns,  Mr  Murdoch,  the  preceptor  of 
our  poet,  who,  in  a  letter  to  Joseph  Cooper  Wal- 
ker, Esq.  of  Dublin,  author  of  the  '  Historical 
Memoirs  of  the  Irish  Bards,'  and  the  '  Historical 
Memoirs  of  the  Italian  Tragedy,'  thus  expresses 
himself: — 

"  SIR, — I  was  lately  favoured  with  a  letter  from 
our  worthy  friend,  the  Rev.  Wm.  Adair,  in  which 
he  requested  me  to  communicate  to  you  whatever 
particulars  I  could  recollect  concerning  Robert 
Burns,  the  Ayrshire  poet.  My  business  being  at 
present  multifarious  and  harassing,  my  attention 
is  consequently  so  much  divided,  and  I  am  so 
little  in  the  habit  of  expressing  my  thoughts  on 
papei',  that  at  this  distance  of  time  I  can  give 
but  a  very  imperfect  sketch  of  the  early  part  of 
the  life  of  that  extraordinary  genius,  with  which 
alone  I  am  acquainted. 


2  '  Of  William  Burnes,  I  have  been  fortunate  to  receive  an 
account  from  one  who  had  both  opportunity  to  observe,  and 
intelligence  to  comprehend,  his  peculiarities.  To  a  stranger,  at 
first  sight,  by  this  gentleman's  description,  he  had  a  chill, 
austere,  and  backward  reserve,  which  appeared  to  proceed  less 
from  habitual  manner,  thaafrom  natural  obtnseness  and  vacuity 
of  intellect.  But  when  he  found  a  companion  to  his  taste, 
with  whom  he  could  make  a  fair  exchange  of  mind,  he  seemed 
to  grow  into  a  different  being,  or  into  one  suddenly  restored 
to  his  native  element  His  conversation  became  animated  and 
impressive,  and  discovered  an  extent  of  observation,  and  a 
shrewdness  and  sagacity  of  remark,  which  occasioned  the  more 
gratification  the  less  it  had  been  expected;  while  the  pleasing 
discovery  made  his  associate  eager  to  repair  the  injustice  of 
liis  first  impression,  by  imputing  the  repulsive  manner  of  his 
reception  tn  that  series  <  f  troubles  which  had  dulled  the  viva- 
city, and  given  a  suspicions  contour  to  this  upright  and  intelli- 
gent ru> tic.'— PROFESSOR  WALKER. 
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"  William  Burnes,  the  father  of  the  poet,  was 
boru  in  the  shire  of  Kincardine,  and  bred  a  gar- 
dener. He  had  been  settled  in  Ayrshire  ten  or 
twelve  years  before  I  knew  him,  and  had  been 
in  the  service  of  Mr  Crawford  of  Doonside.  He 
was  afterwards  employed  as  a  gardener  and  over- 
seer by  Provost  Ferguson  of  Doonholm,  in  the 
parish  of  Alloway,  which  is  now  united  with  that 
of  Ayr.  In  this  parish,  on  the  road  side,  a  Scotch 
mile  and  a  half  from  the  town  of  Ayr,  and  half  a 
mile  from  the  bridge  of  Doon,  William  Burnes 
took  a  piece  of  land,  consisting  of  about  seven 
acres ;  part  of  which  he  laid  out  in  garden  ground, 
and  part  of  which  he  kept  to  graze  a  cow,  &c., 
still  continuing  in  the  employ  of  Provost  Fergu- 
son. Upon  this  little  farm  was  erected  an  hum- 
ble dwelling,  of  which  William  Burnes  was  the 
architect.  It  was,  with  the  exception  of  a  little 
straw,  literally  a  tabernacle  of  clay.  In  this  mean 
cottage,  of  which  I  myself  was  at  times  an  inha- 
bitant, I  really  believe  there  dwelt  a  larger  por- 
tion of  content  than  in  any  palace  in  Europe.  The 
'  Cotter's  Saturday  Night '  will  give  some  idea 
of  the  temper  and  manners  that  prevailed  there. 

"In  1765,  about  the  middle  of  March,  Mr  Wm. 
Burnes  came  to  Ayr,  and  sent  to  the  school  where 
I  was  improving  in  writing,  under  my  good  friend 
Mr  Robinson,  desiring  that  I  would  come  and 
speak  to  him  at  a  certain  inn,  and  bring  my  writ- 
ing-book with  me.  This  was  immediately  com- 
plied with.  Having  examined  my  writing,  he  was 
pleased  with  it — (you  will  readily  allow  he  was 
not  difficult,) — and  told  me  that  he  had  received 
very  satisfactory  information  of  Mr  Tennent,  the 
master  of  the  English  school,  concerning  my 
improvement  in  English,  and  in  his  method  of 
teaching.  In  the  month  of  May  following,  I  was 
engaged  by  Mr  Burnes,  and  four  of  his  neighbours, 
to  teach,  and  accordingly  began  to  teach  the  little 
school  at  Alloway,  which  was  situated  a  few  yards 
from  the  argillaceous  fabric  above  mentioned. 
My  five  employers  undertook  to  board  me  by 
turns,  and  to  make  up  a  certain  salary  at  the  end 
of  the  year,  provided  my  quarterly  payments  from 
the  different  pupils  did  not  amount  to  that  sum. 

"  My  pupil,  Robert  Burns,  was  then  between 
six  or  seven  years  of  age ;  his  preceptor  about 
eighteen.  Robert,  and  his  younger  brother,  Gil- 
bert, had  been  grounded  a  little  in  English  before 
they  were  put  under  my  care.  They  both  made 
a  rapid  progress  in  reading,  and  a  tolerable  pro- 
gress in  writing.  In  reading,  dividing  words  into 
syllables  by  rule,  spelling  without  book,  parsing 
sentences,  &c.,  Robert  and  Gilbert  were  gene- 
rally at  the  upper  end  of  the  class,  even  when 
ranged  with  boys  by  far  their  seniors.  The  books 
most  commonly  used  in  the  school  were  the  Spel- 
ling Book,  the  New  Testament,  the  Bible,  Mason's 


Collection  of  Prose  and  Verse,  and  Fisher's  Eng- 
lish Grammar.  They  committed  to  memory  the 
hymns,  and  other  poems  of  that  collection,  with 
uncommon  facility.  This  facility  was  partly  owing 
to  the  method  pursued  by  their  father  and  me  in 
instructing  them,  which  was,  to  make  them  tho- 
roughly acquainted  with  the  meaning  of  every 
word  in  each  sentence  that  was  to  be  committed 
to  memory.  By  the  bye,  this  may  be  easier  done, 
and  at  an  earlier  period  than  is  generally  thought. 
As  soon  as  they  were  capable  of  it,  I  taught  them 
to  turn  verse  into  its  natural  prose  order ;  some- 
times to  substitute  synonymous  expressions  for 
poetical  words,  and  to  supply  the  ellipses.  These, 
you  know,  are  the  means  of  knowing  that  the 
pupil  understands  his  author.  These  are  excel- 
lent helps  to  the  arrangement  of  words  in  sen- 
tences, as  well  as  to  a  variety  of  expression. 

"  Gilbert  always  appeared  to  me  to  possess  a 
more  lively  imagination,  and  to  be  more  of  the 
wit  than  Robert.  I  attempted  to  teach  them  a  little 
church  music :  here  they  were  left  far  behind  by 
all  the  rest  of  the  school.  Robert's  ear,  in  parti- 
cular, was  remarkably  dull,  and  his  voice  untune- 
ablo.  It  was  long  before  I  could  get  them  to  dis- 
tinguish one  tune  from  another.  Robert's  coun- 
tenance was  generally  grave,  and  expressive  of  a 
serious,  contemplative,  and  thoughtful  mind. 
Gilbert's  face  said,  '  Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to 
live ;'  and  certainly,  if  any  person  who  knew  the 
two  boys,  had  been  asked  which  of  them  was  the 
most  likely  to  court  the  muses,  he  would  surely 
never  have  guessed  that  Robert  had  a  propensity 
of  that  kind. 

"  In  the  year  1769,  Mr  Burnes  quitted  his  mud 
edifice,  and  took  possession  of  a  farm  (Mount 
Oliphant)  of  his  own  improving,  while  in  the  ser- 
vice of  Provost  Ferguson.  This  farm  being  at  a 
considerable  distance  from  the  school,  the  boys 
could  not  attend  regularly ;  and  some  changes 
taking  place  among  the  other  supporters  of  the 
school,  I  left  it,  having  continued  to  conduct  it  for 
nearly  two  years  and  a  half. 

"  In  the  year  1772,  I  was  appointed  (being  one 
of  five  candidates  who  were  examined)  to  teacli 
the  English  school  at  Ayr;  and  in  1773,  Robert 
Burns  came  to  board  and  lodge  with  me,  for  the 
purpose  of  revising  the  English  grammar,  &c., 
that  he  might  be  better  qualified  to  instruct  his 
brothers  and  sisters  at  home.  He  was  now  with 
me  day  and  night,  in  school,  at  all  meals,  and  in 
all  my  walks.  At  the  end  of  one  week,  I  told 
him,  that,  as  he  was  now  pretty  much  master  of 
the  parts  of  speech,  &c.,  I  should  like  to  teach  him 
something  of  French  pronunciation  ;  that  when  he 
should  meet  with  the  name  of  a  French  town, 
ship,  officer,  or  the  like,  in  the  newspapers,  he 
might  be  able  to  pronounce  it  something  like  a, 
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French  word.  Robert  was  glad  to  hear  tins  pro- 
posal, and  immediately  we  attacked  the  French 
with  great  courage. 

"  Now  there  was  little  else  to  be  heard  but  the 
declension  of  nouns,  the  conjugation  of  verbs,  &c. 
When  walking  together,  and  even  at  meals,  I  was 
constantly  telling  him  the  names  of  different 
objects,  as  they  presented  themselves,  in  French, 
so  that  he  was  hourly  laying  in  a  stock  of  words 
and  sometimes  little  phrases.  In  short,  he  took 
such  pleasure  in  learning,  and  I  in  teaching,  that 
it  was  difficult  to  say  which  of  the  two  was  most 
zealous  in  the  business:  and  about  the  end  of  the 
second  week  of  our  study  of  the  French,  we  began 
to  read  a  little  of  the  "  Adventures  of  Telema- 
chus,"  in  Fenelon's  own  words. 

"  But  now  the  plains  of  Mount  Oliphant  began 
to  whiten,  and  Robert  was  summoned  to  relin- 
quish the  pleasing  scenes  that  surrounded  the 
grotto  of  Calypso  ;  and,  armed  with  a  sickle,  to 
seek  glory  by  signalizing  himself  in  the  fields  of 
Ceres — and  so  he  did ;  for  although  but  about 
fifteen,  I  was  told  that  he  performed  the  work  of 
a  man. 

"  Thus  was  I  deprived  of  my  very  apt  pupil, 
and  consequently  agreeable  companion,  at  the  end 
of  three  weeks,  one  of  which  was  spent  entirely 
in  the  study  of  English,  and  the  other  two  chiefly 
in  that  of  French.  I  did  not,  however,  lose  sight 
of  him  ;  but  was  a  frequent  visitant  at  his  father's 
house,  when  I  had  my  half- holiday ;  and  very 
often  went,  accompanied  with  one  or  two  persons 
more  intelligent  than  myself,  that  good  William 
Burnes  might  enjoy  a  mental  feast.  Then  the 
labouring  oar  was  shifted  to  some  other  hand. 
The  father  and  the  son  sat  down  with  us,  when 
we  enjoyed  a  conversation,  wherein  solid  reason- 
ing, sensible  remark,  and  a  moderate  seasoning  of 
jocularity,  were  so  nicely  blended  as  to  render  it 
palatable  to  all  parties.  Robert  had  a  hundred 
questions  to  ask  me  about  the  French,  &c.  ;  and 
the  father,  who  had  always  rational  information 
in  view,  had  still  some  question  to  propose  to  my 
more  learned  friends,  upon  moral  or  natural  phi- 
losophy, or  some  such  interesting  subject.  Mrs 
Burnes,  too,  was  of  the  party  as  much  as  possible; 

'  But  still  the  house  affairs  would  draw  her  thence, 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  dispatch, 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear, 
Devour  up  their  discourse, 

and  particularly  that  of  her  husband.  At  all 
times,  and  in  all  companies,  she  listened  to  him 
with  a  more  marked  attention  than  to  any  body 
else.  When  under  the  necessity  of  being  absent, 
while  he  was  speaking,  she  seemed  to  regret  as  a 
real  loss,  that  she  had  missed  what  the  good  man 
had  said.  Tins  worthy  woman,  Agnes  Brown,  had 
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the  most  thorough  esteem  for  her  husband  of  any 
woman  I  ever  knew.  I  can  by  no  means  wonder 
that  she  highly  esteemed  him :  for  I  myself 
have  always  considered  William  Burnes  as  by  far 
the  best  of  the  human  race  that  ever  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  being  acquainted  with — and  many  a 
worthy  character  I  have  known.  I  can  cheerfully 
join  with  Robert  in  the  last  line  of  his  epitaph 
(borrowed  from  Goldsmith,) 

"  •  And  even  his  failings  lean'd  to  virtue's  sido.'  " 

"  He  was  an  excellent  husband,  if  I  may  judge 
from  his  assiduous  attention  to  the  ease  and  com- 
fort of  his  worthy  partner,  and  from  her  affec- 
tionate behaviour  to  him,  as  well  as  her  unwearied 
attention  to  the  duties  of  a  mother. 

"  He  was  a  tender  and  affectionate  father ;  he 
took  pleasure  in  leading  his  children  in  the  path 
of  virtue;  not  in  driving  them  as  some  parents  do, 
to  the  performance  of  duties  to  which  they  them- 
selves are  averse.  He  took  care  to  find  fault  but 
very  seldom ;  and  therefore,  when  he  did  rebuke, 
he  was  listened  to  with  a  kind  of  reverential  awe. 
A  look  of  disapprobation  was  felt ;  a  reproof  was 
severely  so;  and  a  stripe  with  the  tawz,  even  on 
the  skirt  of  the  coat,  gave  heart-felt  pain,  pro- 
duced a  loud  lamentation,  and  brought  forth  a 
flood  of  tears. 

"  He  had  the  art  of  gaining  the  esteem  and 
good-will  of  those  that  were  labourers  under  him. 
I  think  I  never  saw  him  angry  but  twice,  the  one 
time  it  was  with  the  foreman  of  the  band,  for  not 
reaping  the  field  as  he  was  desired;  and  the  other 
time,  it  was  with  an  old  man,  for  using  smutty 
inuendoes  and  double  entendres.  Were  every 
foul  mouthed  old  man  to  receive  a  seasonable 
check  in  this  way,  it  would  be  to  the  advantage  of 
the  rising  generation.  As  he  was  at  no  time 
overbearing  to  inferiors,  he  was  equally  incapable 
of  that  passive,  pitiful,  paltry  spirit,  that  induces 
some  people  to  keep  booing  and  booing  in  the 
presence  of  a  great  man.  He  always  treated 
superiors  with  a  becoming  respect;  but  he  never 
gave  the  smallest  encouragement  to  aristocratical 
arrogance.  But  I  must  not  pretend  to  give  you 
a  description  of  all  the  manly  qualities,  the 
rational  and  Christian  virtues,  of  the  venerable 
William  Burnes.  Time  would  fail  me.  I  shall 
only  add,  that  he  carefully  practised  every  known 
duty,  and  avoided  every  thing  that  was  crimi- 
nal ;  or,  in  the  apostle's  words,  "  Herein  did  he 
exercise  himself  in  living  a  life  void  of  offence 
towards  God  and  towards  men."  O  for  a  world 
of  men  of  such  dispositions !  We  should  then  have 
no  wars.  I  have  often  wished,  for  the  good  of 
mankind,  that  it  were  as  customary  to  honour 
and  perpetuate  the  memory  of  those  who  excel 
in  moral  rectitude,  as  it  is  to  extol  what  are  called 
cliv 
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heroic  actions:  then  would  the  mausoleum  of  the 
friend  of  my  youth  overtop  and  surpass  most  of 
the  monuments  I  see  in  Westminster  Abbey. 

"  Although  I  cannot  do  justice  to  the  character 
of  this  worthy  man,  yet  you  will  perceive,  from 
these  few  particulars,  what  kind  of  person  had 
the  principal  hand  in  the  education  of  our  Poet. 
He  spoke  the  English  language  with  more  pro- 
priety (both  with  respect  to  diction  and  pro- 
nunciation,) than  any  man  I  ever  knew  with  no 
greater  advantages.  This  had  a  very  good  effect 
on  the  boys,  who  began  to  talk,  and  reason  like 
men,  much  sooner  than  their  neighbours.  I  do 
not  recollect  any  of  their  contemporaries,  at  my 
little  seminary,  who  afterwards  made  any  great 
figure,  as  literary  characters,  except  Dr  Tennant, 
who  was  chaplain  to  Colonel  Fullarton's  regiment, 
and  who  is  now  in  the  East  Indies.  He  is  a  man 
of  genius  and  learning;  yet  affable,  and  free  from 
pedantry. 

"  Mr  Burnes,  in  a  short  time,  found  that  he  had 
over-rated  Mount  Oliphant,  and  that  he  could 
not  rear  liis  numerous  family  upon  it.  After 
being  there  some  years,  he  removed  to  Lochlea, 
in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  where,  I  believe, 
Robert  wrote  most  of  his  poems. 

"  But  here,  Sir,  you  will  permit  me  to  pause. 
I  can  tell  you  but  little  more  relative  to  our  Poet. 
I  shall,  however,  in  my  next,  send  you  a  copy  of 
one  of  his  letters  to  me,  about  the  year  1783. 
I  received  one  since,  but  it  is  mislaid.  Please 
remember  me,  in  the  best  manner,  to  my  worthy 
friend  Mr  Adah-,  when  you  see  him,  or  write  to 
him. 

"  Hart  Street,  Bloomsbury  Square, 
London,  Feb.  22d,  1799." 

As  the  narrative  of  Gilbert  Burns  was  written 
at  a  time  when  he  was  ignorant  of  the  existence 
of  the  preceding  narrative  of  his  brother,  so  this 
letter  of  Mr  Murdoch  was  written  without  his 
having  any  knowledge  that  either  of  his  pupils 
had  been  employed  on  the  same  subject.  The 
three  relations  serve,  therefore,  not  merely  to 
illustrate,  but  to  authenticate  each  other.  Though 
the  information  they  convey  might  have  been  pre- 
sented within  a  shorter  compass,  by  reducing  the 
whole  into  one  unbroken  narrative,  it  is  scarcely 
to  be  doubted,  that  the  intelligent  reader  will  be 
far  more  gratified  by  a  sight  of  these  original 
documents  themselves. 

Under  the  humble  roof  of  his  parents,  it  appears 
indeed  that  our  poet  had  great  advantages;  but 
his  opportunities  of  information  at  school  were 
more  limited,  as  to  tune,  than  they  usually  are 
among  his  countrymen  in  his  condition  of  life; 
and  the  acquisitions  which  he  made,  and  the  poe- 
tical talent  which  he  exerted,  under  the  pressure 


of  early  and  incessant  toil,  and  of  inferior,  and 
perhaps  scanty  nutriment,  testify  at  once  the 
extraordinary  force  and  activity  of  his  mind.  In 
his  frame  of  body  he  rose  nearly  to  five  feet  ten 
inches,  and  assumed  the  proportions  that  indicate 
agility  as  well  as  strength.  In  the  various  labours 
of  the  farm  he  excelled  all  his  competitors.  Gil- 
bert Burns  declares,  that  in  mowing,  the  exercise 
that  tries  all  the  muscles  most  severely,  Robert 
was  the  only  man  that,  at  the  end  of  a  summer's 
day,  he  was  ever  obliged  to  acknowledge  as  his 
master.  But  though  our  Poet  gave  the  powers  of 
his  body  to  the  labours  of  the  farm,  he  refused  to 
bestow  on  them  liis  thoughts  or  his  cares.  While 
the  ploughshare  under  his  guidance  passed  through 
the  sward,  or  the  grass  fell  under  the  sweep  of 
his  scythe,  he  was  humming  the  songs  of  his  coun- 
try, musing  on  the  deeds  of  ancient  valour,  or 
wrapt  in  the  illusions  of  fancy,  as  her  enchant- 
ments rose  on  his  view.  Happily  the  Sunday  is 
yet  a  sabbath,  on  which  man  and  beast  rest  from 
their  labour.  On  this  day,  therefore,  Burns  could 
indulge  in  a  free  intercourse  with  the  charms  of 
nature.  It  was  his  delight  to  wander  alone  on  the 
banks  of  the  Ayr,  whose  stream  is  now  immortal, 
and  to  listen  to  the  song  of  the  blackbird  at  the 
close  of  the  summer's  day.  But  still  greater  was 
his  pleasure,  as  he  himself  informs  us,  in  walking 
on  the  sheltered  side  of  a  wood,  hi  a  cloudy  whi- 
ter day,  and  hearing  the  storm  rave  among  the 
trees;  and  more  elevated  still  his  delight,  to  ascend 
some  eminence  during  the  agitations  of  nature ;  to 
stride  along  its  summit,  while  the  lightning  flashed 
around  him ;  and  amidst  the  bowlings  of  the  tem- 
pest, to  apostrophize  the  spirit  of  the  storm.  Such 
situations  he  declares  most  favourable  to  devo- 
tion.— "  Rapt  in  enthusiasm,  I  seem  to  ascend 
towards  Hun  'who  walks  on  the  wings  of  the 
winds!'"  If  other  proofs  were  wanting  of  the 
character  of  his  genius,  this  might  determine  it. 
The  heart  of  the  poet  is  peculiarly  awake  to  every 
impression  of  beauty  and  sublimity;  but,  with  the 
higher  order  of  poets,  the  beautiful  is  less  attrac- 
tive than  the  sublime. 

The  gaiety  of  many  of  Burns's  writings,  and 
the  lively,  and  even  cheerful  colouring  with  which 
he  has  portrayed  his  own  character,  may  lead 
some  persons  to  suppose,  that  the  melancholy 
which  hung  over  him  towards  the  end  of  his  days 
was  not  an  original  part  of  his  constitution.  It  is 
not  to  be  doubted,  indeed,  that  this  melancholy 
acquired  a  darker  hue  in  the  progress  of  his  life; 
but,  independent  of  his  own  and  of  his  brother's 
testimony,  evidence  is  to  be  found  among  his 
papers,  that  he  was  subject  very  early  to  those 
depressions  of  mind,  which  are  perhaps  not  wholly 
separable  from  the  sensibility  of  genius,  but  which 
in  him  arose  to  an  uncommon  degree.  The  letter, 
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(dated  Irvine,  December  27,  1781,)  addressed  to 
his  father,  will  serve  as  a  proof  of  this  observa- 
tion.1 It  was  written  at  the  time  when  he  was 
learning  the  business  of  a  flax-desser. 

This  letter,  written  several  years  before  the 
publication  of  his  poems,  when  his  name  was  as 
obscure  as  his  condition  was  humble,  displays  the 
philosophic  melancholy  which  so  generally  forms 
the  poetical  temperament,  and  that  buoyant  and 
ambitious  spirit  which  indicates  a  mind  conscious 
of  its  strength.  At  Irvine,  Burns  at  that  time 
possessed  a  single  room  for  his  lodging,  rented 
perhaps  at  the  rate  of  a  shilling  a  week.  He 
passed  his  days  in  constant  labour  as  a  flax-dresser, 
and  his  food  consisted  chiefly  of  oatmeal,  sent  to 
him  from  his  father's  family.  The  store  of  this 
humble,  though  wholesome  nutriment,  it  appears 
was  nearly  exhusted,  and  he  was  about  to  borrow 
till  he  should  obtain  a  supply.  Yet  even  in  this 
situation,  his  active  imagination  had  formed  to 
itself  pictures  of  eminence,  and  distinction.  His 
despair  of  making  a  figure  in  the  world,  shows 
how  ardently  he  wished  for  honourable  fame; 
and  his  contempt  of  life  founded  on  this  despair, 
is  the  genuine  expression  of  a  youthful  and  gen- 
erous mind.  In  such  a  state  of  reflection,  and  of 
suffering,  the  imagination  of  Burns  naturally  passed 
the  dark  boundaries  of  our  earthly  horizon,  and 
rested  on  those  beautiful  representations  of  a 
better  world,  where  there  is  neither  thirst,  nor 
hunger,  nor  sorrow,  and  where  happiness  shall 
be  in  proportion  to  the  capacity  of  happiness. 

Such  a  disposition  is  far  from  being  at  variance 
•with  social  enjoyments.  Those  who  have  studied 
the  affinities  of  mind,  know  that  a  melancholy  of 
this  description,  after  a  while,  seeks  relief  in  the 
endearments  of  society,  and  that  it  has  no  distant 
connexion  with  the  flow  of  cheerfulness,  or  even 
the  extravagance  of  mirth.  It  was  a  few  days 
after  the  writing  of  this  letter  that  our  poet,  "  in 
giving  a  welcome  carousal  to  the  new  year,  with 
liis  gay  companions,"  suffered  his  flax  to  catch 
fire,  and  his  shop  to  be  consumed  to  ashes. 2 


1  See  the  letter  in  the  General  Correspondence,  No.  I.  v.  ii. 
p.  147 

2  '  During  his  stay  in  Irvine,  however,  a  severe  shock  was 
given  both  to  his  orthodoxy  and  to  his  morals.    On  enquiring 
who   liad   been  his   principal  associates   at  that  place,  I  was 
directed,  among  others,  to  an  elderly  person  engaged  in  trade, 
who  has  through  life  rendered  himself  singular,  by  differing 
from  the  most  general  opinions  and  customs  of  his  neighbours. 
l?y  this  person  I  was  informed,  that  he  fell  accidentally  into 
acquaintance  with  Burns,  soon  after  the  latter  had  established 
himself  as  his  townsman,  and  that,  during  the  latter  part  of 
their  connection,  they  were  in  the  practice  of  spending  the 
Sunday  evenings  together.     Religion,  he  added,  was  often  the 
subject  of  their  conversation,  in  the  discussion  of    which  the 
Poet  commonly  ranged  himself  on  the  side  of  Calvinism  ;  but 
from  this  station  his  companion  took  the  credit  of  withdrawing 
him,  saying,  with  some  complacency,  "to  me  I  believe  he  was 
Indebted  for  a  more  liberal  way  of  thinking."  '—PROFESSOR 


The  energy  of  Burns'  mind  was  not  exhausted 
by  his  daily  labours,  the  effusions  of  his  muse, 
his  social  pleasures,  or  his  solitary  meditations. 
Some  time  previous  to  his  engagement  as  a  flax- 
dresser,  having  heard  that  a  debating-club  had 
been  established  in  Ayr,  he  resolved  to  try  how 
such  a  meeting  would  succeed  in  the  village  of 
Tarbolton.  About  the  end  of  the  year  1780,  our 
poet,  his  brother,  and  five  other  young  peasants 
of  the  neighbourhood,  formed  themselves  into  a 
society  of  this  sort,  the  declared  objects  of  which 
were  to  relax  themselves  after  toil,  to  promote 
sociality  and  friendship,  and  to  improve  the  mind. 
The  laws  and  regulations  were  furnished  by  Burns. 
The  members  were  to  meet  after  the  labours  of 
the  day  were  over,  once  a  week,  in  a  small  public- 
house  in  the  village;  where  each  should  offer  his 
opinion  on  a  given  question  or  subject,  supporting 
it  by  such  arguments  as  he  thought  proper.  The 
debate  was  to  be  conducted  with  order  and 
decorum ;  and  after  it  was  finished,  the  members 
were  to  choose  a  subject  for  discussion  at  the 
ensuing  meeting.  The  sum  expended  by  each 
was  not  to  exceed  threepence ;  and,  with  the 
humble  potation  that  this  could  procure,  they 
were  to  toast  their  mistresses,  and  to  cultivate 
friendship  with  each  other.  This  society  con- 
tinued its  meetings  regularly  for  some  time ;  and 
in  the  autumn  of  1782,  wishing  to  preserve  some 
account  of  their  proceedings,  they  purchased  a 
book  into  which  their  laws  and  regulations  were 
copied,  with  a  preamble,  containing  a  short  his- 
tory of  their  transactions  down  to  that  period. 
This  curious  document,  which  is  evidently  the 
work  of  our  poet,  has  been  discovered,  and  it 
deserves  a  place  in  his  memoirs. 

"HISTORY  OF  THE  RISK,  PROCEEDINGS,  AND  REGULATIONS 
OF  THE  BACHELOR'S  CLUB. 

"  Of  birth  or  blood  we  do  not  boast. 
Nor  gentry  does  our  club  afford  ; 
But  ploughmen  and  mechanics  we 
In  Nature's  simple  dress  record. ''3 

"As  the  great  end  of  human  society  is  to  become 
wiser  and  better,  this  ought  therefore  to  be  the 
principal  view  of  every  man  in  every  station  of 
life.  But  as  experience  has  taught  us,  that  such 
studies  as  inform  the  head  and  mend  the  heart, 
when  long  continued,  are  apt  to  exhaust  the 
faculties  of  the  mind,  it  has  been  found  proper  to 
relieve  and  unbend  the  mind  by  some  employment 
or  another,  that  may  be  agreeable  enough  to  keep 
its  powers  in  exercise,  but  at  the  same  time  not 
so  serious  as  to  exhaust  them.  But,  superadded 
to  this,  by  far  the  greater  part  of  mankind  are 


3  '  These  verses  are  not  as  Dr  Currie  presumes  from  the  pen 
of  Burns.  They  were  contributed  by  Mr  David  Sillans.  — 
PROFESSOR  WALKER. 
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under  the  necessity  of  earning  the  sustenance  of    merriment,  such  cheerfulness  and  good  humour, 
human  life  by  the  labour  of  their  bodies,  whereby,    that  every  brother  will  long  remember  it  with 

pleasure  and  delight."      To  this   preamble  are 
subjoined  the  rules  and  regulations.2 


not.  only  the  faculties  of  the  mind,  but  the  nerves 
and  sinews  of  the  body,  are  so  fatigued,  that  it  is 
absolutely  necessary  to  have  recourse  to  some 
amusement  or  diversion,  to  relieve  the  wearied 
man,  worn  down  with  the  necessary  labours  of 
life. 

"  As  the  best  of  things,  however,  have  been 
perverted  to  the  worst  of  purposes,  so,  under  the 
pretence  of  amusement  and  diversion,  men  have 
plunged  into  all  the  madness  of  riot  and  dissipa- 
tion ;  and,  instead  of  attending  to  the  grand  design 
of  human  life,  they  have  begun  with  extravagance 
and  folly,  and  ended  with  guilt  and  wretchedness. 
Impressed  with  these  considerations,  we,  the  fol- 
lowing lads  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  viz. 
Hugh  Reid,  Robert  Burns,  Gilbert  Burns, 
Alexander  Brown,  Walter  Mitchell,  Thomas 
Wright,  and  William  M'Gavin,  resolved,  for  our 
mutual  entertainment,  to  unite  ourselves  into  a 
club,  or  society,  under  such  rules  and  regulations, 
that  while  we  should  forget  our  cares  and  labours 
in  mirth  and  diversion,  we  might  not  transgress 
the  bounds  of  innocence  and  decorum ;  and  after 
agreeing  on  these,  and  some  other  regulations,  we 
held  our  first  meeting  at  Tarbolton,  in  the  house 
of  John  Richard,  upon  the  evening  of  the  llth  of 
November,  1780,  commonly  called  Hallowe'en, 
and  after  choosing  Robert  Burns  president  for  the 
night,  we  proceeded  to  debate  on  this  question: 
'  Suppose  a  young  man,  bred  a  farmer,  but  with- 
out any  fortune,  has  it  in  his  power  to  marry 
either  of  two  women,  the  one  a  girl  of  large  for- 
tune, but  neither  handsome  in  person,  nor  agree- 
able in  conversation,  but  who  can  manage  the 
household  affairs  of  a  farm  well  enough;  the  other 
of  them  a  girl  every  way  agreeable  in  person, 
conversation,  and  behaviour,  but  without  any  for- 
tune: which  of  them  shall  he  choose?'  Finding 
ourselves  very  happy  in  our  society,  we  resolved 
to  continue  to  meet  once  a  month  in  the  same 
house,  in  the  way  and  manner  proposed,  and 
shortly  thereafter  we  chose  Robert  Ritchie  for 
another  member.  In  May  1781,  we  brought  in 
David  Sillar, !  and  in  June,  Adam  Jamaison,  as 
members.  About  the  beginning  of  the  year  1782, 
we  admitted  Matthew  Patterson,  and  John  Orr, 
and  in  June  following  we  chose  James  Patterson 
as  a  proper  brother  for  such  a  society.  The  club 
being  thus  increased,  we  resolved  to  meet  at 
Tarbolton  on  the  race-night,  the  July  following, 
and  have  a  dance  in  honour  of  our  society. 
Accordingly  we  did  meet,  each  one  with  a  part- 
ner, and  spent  the  evening  in  such  innocence  and 


1  The  person   to  whom    Burns   addressed  his 
Darie,  a  brother  poet." 
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2  BULBS  AND  REGULATIONS  TO  BR  OBSERVED  IS  TUB 
BACHELOR'S  CLUB. 

1st.  The  club  shall  meet  at  Tarbolton  every  fourth  Monday 
night,  when  a  question  on  any  subject  s!iall  be  proposed,  dis- 
puted points  of  religion  only  excepted,  in  the  manner  hereafter 
directed ;  which  question  is  to  be  debated  in  the  club,  each 
member  taking  whatever  side  he  thinks  proper. 

2d.  When  the  club  is  met,  the  president,  or,  he  failing,  some 
one  of  the  members,  till  he  come,  shall  take  his  seat ;  then  the 
other  members  shall  seat  themselves:  those,  who  are  for  one 
side  of  the  question,  on  the  president's  right  hand ;  and  those 
who  are  for  the  other-side,  on  his  left ;  which  of  them  shall 
have  the  right  hand  is  to  be  determined  by  the  president.  The 
president  and  four  of  the  members  being  present,  shall  hare 
power  to  transact  any  ordinary  part  of  tlie  society's  business. 

3d.  The  club  met  and  seated,  the  president  shall  read  the 
question  out  of  the  club's  book  of  records,  (which  book  is 
always  to  be  kept  by  the  president,)  then  the  two  members 
nearest  the  president  shall  cast  lots  who  of  them  shall  speak 
first,  and  according  as  the  lot  shall  determine,  the  member 
nearest  the  president  on  that  side  shall  deliver  his  opinion,  and 
the  member  nearest  on  the  other  side  shall  reply  to  him;  then 
the  second  member  of  the  side  that  spoke  first ;  then  the  second 
member  of  the  side  that  spoke  second  ;  and  so  on  to  the  end  ot 
the  company;  but  if  there  be  fewer  members  on  the  one  side 
than  on  the  other,  when  all  the  members  of  the  least  side 
have  spoken  according  to  their  places,  any  of  them,  as  they 
please  among  themselves,  may  reply  to  the  remaining  members 
of  the  opposite  side;  when  both  sides  have  spoken,  the  presi- 
dent shall  give  his  opinion,  after  which  they  may  go  over  it  n 
second  or  more  times,  and  so  continue  the  question. 

4th.  The  club  shall  then  proceed  to  the  choice  of  n  question 
for  the  subject  of  next  night's  meeting.  The  president  shall 
first  propose  one,  and  any  other  member  who  chooses  may  pro- 
pose more  questions;  and  whatever  one  of  them  is  most  agree- 
able to  the  majority  of  members,  shall  be  the  subject  of  debate 
next  cluh-niglit. 

5th.  The  club  shall,  lastly,  elect  a  new  president  for  the  next 
meeting :  the  president  shall  first  name  one,  then  any  of  the 
club  may  name  another,  and  whoever  of  them  has  the  majority 
of  votes  shall  be  duly  elected  ;  allowing  the  president  the  first 
rote,  and  the  casting  vote  upon  a  par,  but  none  other.  Thoi: 
after  a  general  toast  to  mistresses  of  the  club,  they  shall  dismiss. 

6th.  There  shall  be  no  private  conversation  carried  on  during 
the  time  of  debate,  nor  shall  any  member  interrupt  another 
while  he  is  speaking,  under  the  penalty  of  a  reprimand  from 
the  president  for  the  first  fault,  doubling  his  share  for  the  reck- 
oning for  the  second,  trebling  it  for  the  third,  and  so  on  in  pro- 
portion for  every  other  fault;  pro\  ided  al  way,  however,  that  any 
member  may  speak  at  any  time  after  leave  asked,  and  given 
by  the  president.  All  swearing  and  profane  language,  and 
particularly  all  obscene  and  indecent  conversation,  is  strictly 
prohibited,  under  the  same  penalty  as  aforesaid  in  the  first 
clause  of  this  article. 

7th.  No  member,  on  any  pretence  whatever,  shall  mention 
any  of  the  club's  affairs  to  any  other  person  but  a  brother  mem- 
ber, under  the  pain  of  being  excluded  ;  and  particular  y  if  any 
member  shall  reveal  any  of  the  speeches  or  affairs  of  the  club, 
with  a  view  to  ridicule  or  laugh  at  any  of  the  rest  of  the  mem- 
bers, he  shall  be  for  ever  excommunicated  from  the  society ; 
and  the  rest  of  the  members  are  desired,  as  much  as  possible, 
to  avoid,  and  hare  no  communication  with  him  as  a  friend  or 
comrade. 

8th.  Every  member  shall  attend  at  the  meetings,  without  he 
can  give  a  proper  excuse  for  not  attending ;  and  it  is  desired 
that  every  one  who  cannot  attend,  will  send  his  excuse  with 
some  other  member:  and  he  who  shall  be  absent  three  meet- 
ings without  sending  such  excuse,  shall  be  summoned  to  the 
rlulMiight,  when,  if  he  fail  to  appear,  or  send  an  excuse,  he 
shall  be  excluded. 

9th.  The  club  shall  not  ronsist  of  more  than  sixteen  mem- 
bers, all  bachelors,  belonging  to  the  parish  of  Tart>o)t»n . 


i  except  a  brother-member  marry,  and  in  '.hat  case  he  may  lie 
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The  philosophical  mind  will  dwell  with  interest 


and  pleasure,  on  an  institution  that  combined  so 
skilfully  the  means  of  instruction  and  of  happi- 
ness, and  if  grandeur  look  down  with  a  smile  on 
these  simple  annals,  let  us  trust  that  it  will  be  a 
smile  of  benevolence  and  approbation.  It  is  with 
regret  that  the  sequel  of  the  history  of  the  Bache- 
lor's Club  of  Tarbolton  must  be  told.  It  survived 
several  years  after  our  poet  removed  from  Ayr- 
shire, but,  no  longer  sustained  by  his  talents,  or 
cemented  by  his  social  affections,  its  meetings 
lost  much  of  their  attraction;  and  at  length,  in  an 
evil  hour,  dissension  arising  amongst  its  members, 
the  institution  was  given  up,  and  the  records 
committed  to  the  flames.  Happily  the  preamble 
and  the  regulations  were  spared;  and>  as  matter 
of  instruction  and  of  example,  they  are  trans- 
mitted to  posterity. 

After  the  family  of  our  bard  removed  from 
Tarbolton  to  the  neighbourhood  of  Mauchline,  he 
and  his  brother  were  requested  to  assist  in  form- 
ing a  similar  institution  there.  The  regulations 
of  the  club  at  Mauchline  were  nearly  the  same  as 
those  of  the  club  at  Tarbolton:  but  one  laudable 
alteration  was  made.  The  fines  for  non-attend- 
ance had  at  Tarbolton  been  spent  in  enlarging 
their  scanty  potations ;  at  Mauchline  it  was  fixed, 
fchat  the  money  so  arising,  should  be  set  apart  for 
the  purchase  of  books,  and  the  first  work  pro- 
cured in  this  manner  was  '  The  Mirror,'  the  separ- 
ate numbers  of  which  were  at  that  tune  recently 
collected  and  published  in  volumes.  After  it, 
followed  a  number  of  other  works,  chiefly  of  the 
same  nature,  and  among  these '  The  Lounger.'  The 
society  of  Mauchline  still  subsists,  and  appeared 
in  the  list  of  subscribers  to  the  first  edition  of  the 
works  of  its  celebrated  associate. 

The  members  of  these  two  societies  were  origin- 
ally all  young  men  from  the  country,  and  chiefly 
sons  of  farmers ;  a  description  of  persons,  in  the 
opinion  of  our  poet,  more  agreeable  in  their  man- 
ners, more  virtuous  in  their  conduct,  and  more 
susceptible  of  improvement,  than  the  self-sufficient 
mechanics  of  country-towns.  With  deference  to 
the  conversation  society  of  Mauchline,  it  may  be 


continued,  if  the  majority  of  the  club  tliink  proper.  No  person 
shall  be  admitted  a  member  of  this  society,  without  the  unani- 
mous consent  ot  the  club;  and  any  member  may  withdraw 
from  the  club  altogether,  by  giving  a  notice  to  the  president  in 
writing  of  his  departure. 

10th.  Every  man  proper  for  a  member  of  this  society,  must 
have  a  frank,  honest,  open  heart ;  above  any  thing  dirty  01 
mean  ;  and  must  be  a  professed  lover  of  one  or  more  of  the 
female  sex.  No  haughty,  self-conceited  person,  who  looks 
upon  himself  as  superior  to  the  rest  of  the  club,  and  especially 
no  mean-spirited,  worldly  mortal,  whose  only  will  is  to  heap 
up  money,  shall  upon  any  pretence  whatever  be  admitted.  In 
short,  the  proper  person  for  this  society  is,  a  cheerful,  honest 
hearted  lad,  who,  if  he  has  a  friend  that  is  true,  and  a  mistress 
that  is  kind,  and  as  much  wealth  as  genteelly  to  make  both 
mids  meet— is  just  as  happy  as  this  world  can  make  him. 


doubted,  whether  the  books  which  they  purchased 
were  of  a  kind  best  adapted  to  .promote  the  inter- 
est and  happiness  of  persons  in  this  situation  of  life. 
'The  Mirror  '  and  'The  Lounger,'  though  works 
of  great  merit,  may  be  said  on  a  general  view  of 
;heir  contents,  to  be  less  calculated  to  increase 
the  knowledge,  than  to  refine  the  taste  of  those 
who  read  them;  and   to  this   last   object   their 
morality  itself,  which  is  however  always  perfectly 
pure,  may  be   considered   as    subordinate.      As 
works  of  taste,  they  deserve  great  praise.     They 
are,  indeed,  refined  to  a  high  degree  of  delicacy ; 
and  to  this  circumstance  it  is  perhaps  owing,  that 
they  exhibit  little  or  nothing  of  the  peculiar  man- 
ners of  the  age  or  country  in  winch  they  were 
produced.      But    delicacy  of   taste,  though    the 
source  of  ma"ny  pleasures,  is   not  without   some 
disadvantages;  and    to  render  it   desirable,  the 
possessor  should  perhaps  in  all  cases  be  raised 
above  the  necessity  of  bodily  labour,  unless  indeed 
we  should  include  under  this  term  the  exercise  of 
the  imitative  arts,  over  which  taste  immediately 
presides.     Delicacy  of  taste  may  be  a  blessing  to 
him  who  has  the  disposal  of  his  own  time,  and  who 
can  choose  what  book  he  shall  read,  of  what 
diversion  he  shall  partake,  and  what  company  he 
shall  keep.     To  men  so  situated,  the  cultivation 
of  taste  affords  a  grateful  occupation  in  itself,  and 
opens  a  path  to  many  other  gratifications.     To 
men  of  genius,  in  the  possession  of  opulence  and 
leisure,  the  cultivation  of  the  taste  may  be  said  to 
be  essential,  since  it  affords  employment  to  those 
faculties,  which  without  employment  would  des- 
troy the  happiness  of  the  possessor,  and  corrects 
that  morbid  sensibility,  or,  to  use  the  expressions 
of  Mr   Hume,  that  delicacy  of  passion,  which  is 
the  bane  of  the  temperament  of  genius.     Happy 
had  it  been  for  our  bard,  after  he  emerged  from 
the  condition  of  a  peasant,  had  the  delicacy  of 
his  taste  equalled  the  sensibility  of  his  passions, 
regulating  all  the  effusions  of  his  muse,  and  pre- 
siding over  all  his  social  enjoyments.     But  to  the 
thousands  who  share  the   original   condition   of 
Burns,  and  who  are  doomed  to  pass  their  lives  in 
the  station  in  which  they  were  born,  delicacy  of 
taste,  were  it  even  of  easy  attainment,  would,  if 
not  a  positive  evil,  be  at  least  a  doubtful  blessing. 
Delicacy  of    taste   may   make   many   necessary 
labours   irksome   or   disgusting;    and    should    it 
render  the  cultivator  of  the  soil  unhappy  in  his 
situation,  it  presents   no   means   by  which  that 
situation  may  be  improved.     Taste  and  literature, 
which  diffuse  so  many  charms  throughout  society, 
which  sometimes  secure  to  their  votaries  distinc- 
tion while  living,  and  which  still  more  frequently 
obtain  for  them  posthumous  fame,  seldom  procure 
opulence,  or  even  independence,  when  cultivated 
with  the  utmost  attention ;  and  can  scarcely  be 
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pursued  with  advantage  by  the  peasant  in  the 
short  intervals  of  leisure  which  his  occupations 
allow.  Those  who  raise  themselves  from  the 
condition  of  daily  labour,  are  usually  men  who 
excel  in  the  practice  of  some  useful  art,  or  who 
join  habits  of  industry  and  sobriety  to  an 
acquaintance  with  some  of  the  more  common 
branches  of  knowledge.  The  penmanship  of  But- 
terworth,  and  the  arithmetic  of  Cocker,  may  be 
studied  by  men  of  the  humblest  walks  of  life;  and 
they  will  assist  the  peasant  more  in  the  pursuit 
of  independence,  than  the  study  of  Homer  or  of 
Shakspeare,  though  he  could  comprehend,  and 
even  imitate  the  beauties  of  those  immortal  bards. 

These  observations  are  not  offered  without 
some  portion  of  doubt  and  hesitation.  The  sub- 
ject has  many  relations,  and  would  justify  an 
ample  discussion.  It  may  be  observed,  on  the 
other  hand,  that  the  first  step  to  improvement,  is 
to  .awaken  the  desire  of  improvement,  and  that  this 
will  be  most  effectually  done  by  such  reading  as 
interests  the  heart  and  excites  the  imagination. 
The  greater  part  of  the  sacred  writings  them- 
selves, which  in  Scotland  are  more  especially  the 
manual  of  the  poor,  come  under  this  description. 
It  may  be  farther  observed,  that  every  human 
being,  is  the  proper  judge  of  his  own  happiness, 
and,  within  the  path  of  innocence,  ought  to  "be 
permitted  to  pursue  it.  Since  it  is  the  taste  of 
the  Scottish  peasantry  to  give  a  preference  to 
works  of  taste  and  of  fancy,  l  it  may  be  presumed 
they  find  a  superior  gratification  in  the  perusal  of 
such  works;  and  it  may  be  added,  that  it  is  of 
more  consequence  they  should  be  made  happy  in 
their  original  condition,  than  furnished  with  the 
means,  or  with  the  desire,  of  rising  above  it.  Such 
considerations  are  doubtless  of  much  weight : 
nevertheless,  the  previous  reflections  may  deserve 
to  be  examined,  and  here  we  shall  leave  the  subject. 

Though  the  records  of  the  society  at  Tarbol- 
ton are  lost,  and  those  of  the  society  at  Mauchline 
have  not  been  transmitted,  yet  we  may  safely 
affirm,  that  our  poet  was  a  distinguished  member 
of  both  these  associations,  which  were  well  cal- 
culated to  excite  and  to  dcvelope  the  powers  of 
his  mind.  From  seven  to  twelve  persons  consti- 
tuted the  society  of  Tarbolton,  and  such  a  num- 
ber is  best  suited  to  the  purposes  of  information. 
"Where  this  is  the  object  of  these  societies,  the 
number  should  be  such,  that  each  person  may 
have  an  opportunity  of  imparting  his  sentiments, 
as  well  as  of  receiving  those  of  others ;  and  the 
powers  of  private  conversation  are  to  be  em- 
pioyed,  not  those  of  public  debate.  A  limited 


1  In  several  lists  of  book-societies  among  the  poorer  classes 
in  Scotland,  which  the  edifor  has  seen,  works  of  this  description 
form  a  great  part. — Ci  KHIE. 
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society  of  this  kind,  where  the  subject  of  conver- 
sation is  fixed  beforehand,  so  that  each  member 
may  revolve  it  previously  in  his  mind,  is  perhaps 
one  of  the  happiest  contrivances  hitherto  discov- 
ered for  shortening  the  acquisition  of  knowledge, 
and  hastening  the  evolution  of  talents.  Such  an 
association  requires  indeed  somewhat  more  of 
regulation  than  the  rules  of  politeness  establish 
in  common  conversation;  or  rather,  perhaps,  it 
requires  that  the  rules  of  politeness,  which  in  ani- 
mated conversation  are  liable  to  perpetual  viola- 
tion, should  be  vigorously  enforced.  The  order 
of  speech  established  in  the  club  at  Tarbolton, 
appears  to  have  been  more  regular  than  was 
required  in  so  small  a  society;  where  all  that  is 
necessary  seems  to  be  the  fixing  on  a  member  to 
whom  every  speaker  shall  address  himself,  and 
who  shall  in  return  secure  the  speaker  from  inter- 
ruption. Conversation,  which  among  men  whom 
intimacy  and  friendship  have  relieved  from  reserve 
and  restraint,  is  liable,  when  left  to  itself,  to  so 
many  inequalities,  and  which,  as  it  becomes  rapid, 
so  often  diverges  into  separate  and  collateral 
branches,  in  which  it  is  dissipated  and  lost,  being 
kept  within  its  channel  by  a  simple  limitation  of 
this  kind,  which  practice  renders  easy  and  familiar, 
flows  along  in  one  full  stream,  and  becomes 
smoother,  and  clearer,  and  deeper,  as  it  flows. 
It  may  also  be  observed,  that  in  this  way  the 
acquisition  of  knowledge  becomes  more  pleasant 
and  more  easy,  from  the  gradual  improvement  of 
the  faculty  employed  to  convey  it.  Though  some 
attention  has  been  paid  to  the  eloquence  of  the 
senate  and  the  bar,  which  in  this,  as  in  all  other  free 
governments,  is  productive  of  so  much  influence  to 
the  few  who  excel  in  it,  yet  little  regard  has  been 
paid  to  the  humbler  exercise  of  speech  in  private 
conversation ;  an  art  that  is  of  consequence  to 
every  description  of  persons  under  every  form  of 
government,  and  on  which  eloquence  of  every 
kind  ought  perhaps  to  be  founded. 

The  first  requisite  of  every  kind  of  elocutions,  a 
distinct  utterance,  is  the  offspring  of  much  time 
and  of  long  practice.  Children  are  always  defec- 
tive in  clear  articulation,  and  so  are  young  people, 
though  in  a  less  degree.  What  is  called  slurring 
in  speech,  prevails  with  some  persons  through  life, 
especially  in  those  who  are  taciturn.  Articula- 
tion does  not  seem  to  reach  its  utmost  degree  of 
distinctness  in  men  before  the  age  of  twenty,  or 
upwards;  in  women  it  reaches  this  point  some- 
what earlier.  Female  occupations  require  much 
use  of  speech,  because  they  are  duties  in  detail. 
Besides,  their  occupations  being  generally  seden- 
tary, the  respiration  is  left  at  liberty.  Their  nerves 
being  more  delicate,  their  sensibility  as  well  as 
fancy  is  more  lively ;  the  natural  consequence 
of  which  is,  a  more  frequent  utterance  of  thought,  <? 
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a  greater  fluency  of  speech,  and  a  distinct  articu- 
lation of  an  earlier  age.  But  in  men  who  have 
not  mingled  early  and  familiarly  with  the  world, 
though  rich  perhaps  in  knowledge,  and  clear  in 
apprehension,  it  is  often  painful  to  observe  the 
difficulty  with  which  their  ideas  are  communi- 
cated by  speech,  through  the  want  of  those  habits 
that  connect  thoughts,  words,  and  sounds  together; 
which,  when  established,  seem  as  if  they  had 
arisen  spontaneously,  but  which,  in  truth,  are  the 
result  of  long  and  painful  practice;  and  when 
'analyzed,  exhibit  the  phenomena  of  most  curious 
and  complicated  association. 

Societies  then,  such  as  we  have  been  describ- 
ing, while  they  may  be  said  to  put  each  member 
in  possession  of  the  knowledge  of  all  the  rest, 
improve  the  powers  of  utterance ;  and  by  the 
collision  of  opinion,  excite  the  faculties  of  reason 
and  reflection.  To  those  who  wish  to  improve 
their  minds  in  such  intervals  of  labour  as  the  con- 
dition of  a  peasant  allows,  this  method  of  abbrevi- 
ating instruction  may,  under  proper  regulations, 
be  highly  useful.  To  the  student,  whose  opinions, 
springing  out  of  solitary  observation  and  medita- 
tion, are  seldom  in  the  first  instance  correct,  and 
which  have,  notwithstanding,  while  confined  to 
himself,  an  increasing  tendency  to  assume,  in  his  own 
eye,  the  character  of  demonstrations ;  an  associa- 
tion of  this  kind,  where  they  may  be  examined  as 
they  arise,  is  of  the  utmost  importance ;  since  it 
may  prevent  those  illusions  of  imagination,  by 
which  genius  being  bewildered,  science  is  often 
debased,  and  error  propagated  through  successive 
generations.  And  to  men  who  have  cultivated 
letters,  or  general  science,  in  the  course  of  their 
education,  but  who  are  engaged  in  the  active 
occupations  of  life,  and  no  longer  able  to  devote 
to  study  or  to  books  the  tune  requisite  for  improv- 
ing or  preserving  their  acquisitions,  associations 
of  this  kind,  where  the  mind  may  unbend  from  its 
usual  cares  in  discussions  of  literature  or  science, 
afford  the  most  pleasing,  the  most  useful,  and  the 
most  rational  of  gratifications. l 

Whether  in  the  humble  societies  of  which  he 
was  a  member,  Burns  acquired  much  direct  infor- 
mation, may  perhaps  be  questioned.  It  cannot 


1  When  letters  and  philosophy  were  cultivated  in  ancient 
Greece,  the  press  had  not  multiplied  the  tablets  of  learning  and 
science,  and  necessity  produced  the  habit  of  studying  as  it  were 
in  common.  Poets  were  found  reciting  their  own  verses  in 
public  assemblies ;  in  public  schools  only  philosophers  delivered 
their  speculations.  The  taste  of  the  hearers,  the  ingenuity  of 
the  scholars,  were  employed  in  appreciating  and  examining  the 
works  of  fancy  and  of  speculation  submitted  to  their  considera- 
tion, and  the  irrevocable  words  were  not  given  to  the  world 
i_  _  ^ i. 


however  be  doubted,  that  by  collision,  the  facul- 
ties of  his  mind  would  be  excited ;  that  by  practice 
his  habits  of  enunciation  would  be  established; 
and  thus  we  have  some  explanation  of  that  early 
command  of  words  and  of  expression  which  enabled 
him  to  pour  forth  his  thoughts  in  language  not 
unworthy  of  his  genius,  and  which,  of  all  his 
endowments,  seemed,  on  his  appearance  in  Edin- 
burgh, the  most  extraordinary.2  For  associations 
of  a  literary  nature,  our  poet  acquired  a  consider- 
able relish;  and  happy  had  it  been  for  him,  after 
he  emerged  from  the  condition  of  a  peasant,  if 
fortune  had  permitted  him  to  enjoy  them  in  the 
degree  of  which  he  was  capable,  so  as  to  have 
fortified  his  principles  of  virtue  by  the  purification 
of  his  taste ;  and  given  to  the  energies  of  his  mind 
habits  of  exertion  that  might  have  excluded  other 
associations,  in  which  it  must  be  acknowledged 
they  were  too  often  wasted,  as  well  as  debased. 

[At  length  in  July,  1786,  issued  from  the  Kil- 
marnock  press  the  first  edition  of  those  poems 
which  were  to  raise  their  author  to  the  first  rank 
in  Scottish  poetry.  "It  is  hardly  possible  to 
express,"  says  the  unfortunate  Heron,  "with  what 
eager  admiration  and  delight  they  were  every 
where  received.  They  eminently  possessed  all 
those  qualities  which  can  contribute  to  render  any 
literary  work  quickly  and  permanently  popular. 
They  were  written  in  a  phraseology,  of  which  all 
the  powers  were  universally  felt ;  and  which  being 
at  once  antique,  familiar,  and  now  rarely  written, 
was  hence  fitted  to  serve  all  the  dignified  and 
picturesque  uses  of  poetry,  without  making  it 
unintelligible.  The  imagery,  the  sentiments,  were, 
at  once,  faithfully  natural,  and  irresistibly  impres- 
sive and  interesting.  Those  topics  of  satire  and 
scandal  in  which  the  rustic  delights ;  that  humor- 
ous delineation  of  character,  and  that  witty  asso- 
ciation of  ideas,  familiar  and  striking,  yet  not 
naturally  allied  to  one  another,  which  has  force 
to  shake  his  sides  with  laughter;  those  fancies  of 
superstition,  at  which  he  still  wonders  and  trem- 
bles ;  those  affecting  sentiments  and  images  of  true 
religion,  which  are  at  once  dear  and  awful  to  his 
heart,  were  represented  by  Burns  with  all  a  poet's 

2  It  appears  that  our  Poet  made  more  preparation  than  might 
be  supposed,  for  the  discussions  ot  the  society  of  Tarbolton. — 
There  were  found  some  detached  memoranda,  evidently  pre- 
pared for  these  meetings;  and,  amongst  others,  the  heads  of  a 
speech  on  the  question  mentionedinp.clvii,  in  which,  as  might 
be  expected,  he  takes  the  imprudent  side  of  the  question.  Tho 
following  may  serve  as  a  farther  specimen  of  the  questions 
debated  in  the  society  at  Tarbolton:— Whether  do  we  derive 
more  happiness  from  love  or  friendship  ? — Whether  between 
friends,  who  have  no  reason  to  doubt  each  other's  friendship, 


before  the  composition,  as  well  as  the  sentiments,  were  again 


, 
there  should  be  any  reserve  ?— Whether  is  the  savage  man,  or 
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magic  power.  Old  and  young,  high  and  low, 
grave  and  gay,  learned  or  ignorant,  all  were  alike 
delighted,  agitated,  transported.  I  was  at  that 
tune  resident  in  Galloway,  contiguous  to  Ayrshire, 
and  I  can  well  remember,  how  that  even  plough- 
boys  and  maid-servants  would  have  gladly  parted 
with  the  wages  which  they  earned  the  most  hardly, 
and  which  they  wanted  to  purchase  necessary 
clothing,  if  they  might  but  procure  the  works  of 
Burns.  A  copy  happened  to  be  presented  from  a 
gentleman  in  Ayrshire  to  a  friend  in  my  neigh- 
bourhood; he  put  it  into  my  hands,  as  a  work 
containing  some  effusions  of  the  most  extraordinary 
genius.  I  took  it,  rather  that  I  might  not  disoblige 
the  lender,  than  from  any  ardour  of  curiosity 
or  expectation.  'An  unlettered  ploughman,  a 
poet?'  said  I,  with  contemptuous  incredulity.  It 
was  on  a  Saturday  evening.  I  opened  the  volume, 
by  accident,  while  I  was  undressing  to  go  to  bed. 
I  closed  it  not,  till  a  late  hour  on  the  rising  Sunday 
morn,  after  I  had  read  over  every  syllable  it  con- 
tained.''] 

The  whole  course  of  the  Ayr  is  fine ;  but  the 
banks  of  that  river,  as  it  bends  to  the  eastward 
above  Mauchline,  are  singularly  beautiful,  and 
they  were  frequented,  as  may  be  imagined,  by  our 
poet  in  his  solitary  walks.  Here  the  muse  often 
visited  him.  In  one  of  these  wanderings,  he  met 
among  the  woods  a  celebrated  beauty  of  the  west 
of  Scotland : — a  lady,  of  whom  it  is  said,  that  the 
charms  of  her  person  correspond  with  the  char- 
acter of  her  mind.  This  incident  gave  rise,  as 
might  be  expected,  to  a  poem,  of  which  an  account 
will  be  found  in  the  following  letter,  in  which  he 
inclosed  it  to  the  object  of  his  inspiration:1 

In  the  manuscript  book  in  which  pur  poet  has 
recounted  this  incident,  and  into  which  the  letter 
and  poem  are  copied,  he  complains  that  the  lady 
made  no  reply  to  his  effusions,  and  this  appears 
to  have  wounded  his  self-love.  It  is  not,  however, 
difficult  to  find  an  excuse  for  her  silence.  Burns 
was  at  that  time  little  known;  and  where  known 
at  all,  noted  rather  for  the  wild  strength  of  his 
humour,  than  for  those  strains  of  tenderness  in 
which  he  afterwards  so  much  excelled.  To  the 
lady  herself  his  name  had  perhaps  never  been 
mentioned,  and  of  such  a  poem  she  might  not  con- 
sider herself  as  the  proper  judge.  Her  modesty 
might  prevent  her  from  perceiving  that  the  muse 
of  Tibullus  breathed  in  this  nameless  poet,  and 
that  her  beauty  was  awakening  strains  destined 
to  immortality,  on  the  banks  of  the  Ayr.  It  may 
be  conceived,  also,  that  supposing  the  verses  duly 


1  The  poem  to  which  Dr  Currio  alludes  is  that  entitled  '  The 
Lass  of  Ballochmyle' {Tivenatp.lS.v.ii.and  the  letter  will  he 
found  in  the  General  Correspondence,  XXXI.  p.  161.  v.ii  The 
note  attached  to  the  poem  leaves  nothing  farther  to  be  said  on 


the  subject  here. 


appreciated,  delicacy  might  find  it  difficult  to 
express  its  acknowledgements.  The  fervent  ima- 
gination of  the  rustic  bard  possessed  more  of  ten- 
derness than  of  respect.  Instead  of  raising  him- 
self to  the  condition  of  the  object  of  his  admiration, 
he  presumed  to  reduce  her  to  his  own,  and  to 
strain  this  high-born  beauty  to  his  daring  bosom. 
It  is  true,  Burns  might  have  found  precedents  for 
such  freedoms  among  the  poets  of  Greece  and 
Rome,  and  indeed  of  every  country.  And  it  is 
not  to  be  denied,  that  lovely  women  have  generally 
submitted  to  this  sort  of  profanation  with  patience, 
and  even  with  good  humour.  To  what  purpose 
is  it  to  repine  at  a  misfortune  which  is  the  neces- 
sary consequence  of  their  own  charms,  or  to 
remonstrate  with  a  description  of  men  who  are 
incapable  of  control  ? 

"  The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet. 
Are  of  imagination  all  compact." 

It  may  be  easily  presumed,  that  the  beautiful 
nymph  of  Ballochmyle  did  not  reject  with  scorn 
the  adorations  of  our  poet,  though  she  received 
them  with  silent  modesty  and  dignified  reserve. 

The  sensibility  of  our  bard's  temper,  and  the 
force  of  his  imagination,  exposed  him  in  a  par- 
ticular manner  to  the  impressions  of  beauty;  and 
these  qualities,  united  to  his  impassioned  elo- 
quence, gave  in  turn  a  powerful  influence  over 
the  female  heart.  The  banks  of  the  Ayr  formed 
the  scene  of  youthful  passions  of  a  still  tenderer 
nature,  the  history  of  which  it  would  be  improper 
to  reveal,  were  it  even  in  our  power;  and  the 
traces  of  which  will  soon  be  discoverable  only  in 
those  strains  of  nature  and  sensibility  to  which 
they  gave  birth.  The  song  entitled  'Highland 
Mary,'  is  known  to  relate  to  one  of  these  attach- 
ments. "  It  was  written,"  says  our  bard,  "  on  one 
of  the  most  interesting  passages  of  my  youthful 
days."  The  object  of  this  passion  died  early  in 
life,  and  the  impression  left  on  the  mind  of  Burns 
seems  to  have  been  deep  and  lasting.  Several 
years  afterwards,  when  he  was  removed  to  Nitbs- 
dale,  he  gave  vent  to  the  sensibility  of  his  recol- 
lections in  that  impassioned  poem,  wliich  is 
addressed  '  To  Mary,  in  Heaven ! ' a 

To  the  delineations  of  the  poet  by  himself,  by 
his  brother,  and  by  his  tutor,  these  additions  are 
necessary,  in  order  that  the  reader  may  see  his 
character  in  its  various  aspects,  and  may  have  an 
opportunity  of  forming  a  just  notion  of  the 
variety,  as  well  as  of  the  power  of  his  original 
genius. 3 


2  The  Notes  to  the  pieces  mentioned  in  this  paragraph  enter 
fully  into  the  history  of  this  attachment  and  of  its  object,  High- 


land Mary. 
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3  Gilbert  Burns,  in  a  letter  addresed  to  Dr  Currie.  has  given 
the  following  account  of  the  friends  which  the  Poet's  talents 


- 


THE  LIFE  OF  BURNS. 


Wo  have  dwelt  the  longer  on  the  early  part  of 
his  life,  because  it  is  the  least  known;  and  because, 
as  has  already  been  mentioned,  this  part  of  his 
history  is  connected  with  some  views  of  the  con- 
dition and  manners  of  the  humblest  ranks  of 
society,  hitherto  little  observed,  and  which  will 
perhaps  be  found  neither  useless  nor  uninterest- 
ing. 


procured  him  before  he  left  Ayrshire,  or  attracted  the  notice 
of  the  world. 

'  The  farm  of  Mossgiel,  at  the  time  of  our  coming  to  it, 
(Martinmas,  1783,)  was  the  property  of  the  Earl  of  Loudon, 
but  was  held  in  tack  by  Mr  Gavin  Hamilton,  writer  in  Mauch- 
line,  from  whom  we  had  our  bargain;  who  had  thus  an  oppor- 
tunity of  knowing-,  and  showing  a  sincere  regard  for  my  bro- 
ther, before  he  knew  that  he  was  a  poet.  The  Poet's  estima- 
tion of  him,  and  the  strong  outlines  of  his  character,  may  be 
collected  from  the  dedication  to  this  gentleman.  When  the 
publication  was  begun,  Mr  H.  entered  very  warmly  into  its 
interests,  and  promoted  the  subscription  very  extensively.  Mr 
Robert  Aiken,  writer  in  Ayr,  is  a  man  of  worth  and  taste,  of 
warm  affection?,  and  connected  with  a  most  respectable  circle 
of  friends  and  relations.  It  is  to  this  gentleman  '  The  Cotter's 
Saturday  Night'  is  inscribed.  The  poems  of  my  brother,  which 
I  have  formerly  mentioned,  no  sooner  came  into  his  hands, 
than  they  were  quickly  known,  and  well  received  in  the  exten- 
sive circle  of  Mr  Aiken's  friends,  which  gave  them  a  sort  of 
currency,  necessary  in  this  wise  world,  even  for  the  good 
reception  of  things  valuable  in  themselves.  But  Mr  Aiken 
not  only  admired  the  Poet;  as  soon  as  he  became  acquainted 
with  him,  he  showed  the  warmest  regard  for  the  man,  and  did 
every  thing  in  his  power  to  forward  his  interest  and  respecta- 
bility. The  "  Epistle  to  a  Young  Friend"  was  addressed  to  this 
gentleman's  son,  Mr  A.  H.  Aiken,  now  of  Liverpool.  He  was 
the  oldest  of  a  young  family,  who  were  taught  to  receive  my 
brother  with  respect,  as  a  man  of  genius,  and  their  father's 
friend. 

'"The  Brigs  of  Ayr"  is  inscribed  to  John  Ballantine,  Esq., 
banker  in  Ayr;  one  of  those  gentlemen  to  whom  my  brother  was 
introduced  by  Mr  Aiken.  He  interested  himself  very  warmly 
in  my  brother's  concerns,  and  constantly  showed  the  greatest 
friendship  and  attachment  to  him.  When  the  Kilmarnock  edi- 
tion was  all  sold  ott',  and  a  considerable  demand  pointed  out 
the  propriety  of  publishing  a  second  edition,  Mr  Wilson,  who 
had  printed  the  first,  was  asked  if  he  would  print  the  second, 
nnd  take  his  chance  of  being  paid  from  the  first  sale.  This  he 
declined,  and  when  this  came  to  Mr  Ballantine's  knowledge,  he 
generously  offered  to  accommodate  Robert  with  what  money 
he  might  need  for  that  purpose ;  but  advised  him  to  go  to  Edin- 
burgh, as  the  fittest  place  for  publishing.  When  he  did  go  to 
Edinburgh,  his  friends  advised  him  to  publish  again  by  sub- 
scription, so  that  he  did  not  need  to  accept  this  offer.  Mr 
William  Parker,  merchant  in  Kilmarnock  was  a  subscriber  for 
thirty-five  copies  of  the  Kilmarnock  edition.  This  may  per- 
haps appear  not  deserving  of  notice  here ;  but  if  the  compara- 
tive obscurity  of  the  Poet,  at  this  period,  be  taken  into  con- 
sideration, it  appears  to  me  a  greater  effort  of  generosity,  than 
many  things  which  appear  more  brilliant  in  my  brother's  future 
history. 

'  Mr  Robert  Muir,  merchant  in  Kilmarnock,  was  one  of  those 
friends  Robert's  poetry  had  procured  him,  and  one  who  was 
dear  to  his  heart.  This  gentleman  had  no  very  great  fortune, 
or  long  line  of  dignified  ancestry;  but  what  Robert  says  of 
Captain  Matthew  Henderson,  might  be  said  of  him  with  great 
propriety,  that  "he  held  the  patent  of  his  honours  immediately 
from  Almighty  (iod."  Nature  had  indeed  marked  him  a  gen- 
tleman in  the  most  legible  characters.  He  died  while  yet  a 
young  man,  soon  after  the  publication  of  my  brother's  first 
Edinburgh  edition.  Sir  William  Cunningham  of  Robertland, 
paid  a  very  flattering  attention,  and  showed  a  good  deal  of 
friendship  for  the  poet.  Before  his  going  to  Edinburgh,  as 
well  as  after,  Robert  seemed  peculiarly  pleased  with  Professor 
Stewart's  friendship  and  conversation. 

•  But  of  all  the  friendships  which  Robert  acquired  in  Ayrshire 
and  elsewhere,  none  seemed  more  agreeable  to  him  than  that 
of  Mrs  Dunlop,  of  Dunlop;  nor  any  which  has  been  more 


About  the  time  of  his  leaving  his  native  county, 
his  correspondence  commences;  and  in  the  series 
of  letters  now  given  to  the  world,  the  chief  inci- 
dents of  the  remaining  part  of  Ms  life  will  be 
found.  This  authentic,  though  melancholy  record, 
will  supersede  in  future  the  necessity  of  any  ex- 
tended narrative. 


CHAPTER  II. 

HIS  ARRIVAL  IN  EDINBURGH — MACKENZIE'S  CRITICISM — DUGALD 
STEWART'S  ACCOUNT  OP  HIM— PARTICULARS  REGARDING  HIS 
RESIDENCE  IN  EDINBURGH— SIR  WALTER  SCOTT'S  RECOLLEC- 
TIONS— HIS  PATRONS — MISS  BURNET — THE  EARL  OF  GLENCAIRN 
— DEDICATION  OF  HIS  SECOND  EDITION  —  STATE  OF  SOCIETY 
IN  THE  METROPOLIS — ITS  EFFECTS  ON  BURNS -HIS  COMMON- 
PLACE DOCK — HIS  BORDER  TOUR — RETURNS  TO  EDINBURGH — 
FIRST  HIGHLAND  TOUR— DR  ADAIR'S  ACCOl'NT  OP  THE  SECOND 
HIGHLAND  TOUR — WILLIAM  NICOL — THIRD  HIGHLAND  TOIK — 
ODE  TO  PRINCE  CHAKLES— PROCEEDS  OF  HIS  POEMS — EXCISE 
SCHEMES — ELLISLAND — HIS  APPOINTMENT  IN  THE  EXCISE — ITS 
CONSEQUENCES — REMOVAL  TO  DUMFRIES. 

BURNS  set  out  for  Edinburgh  in  the  month  of 
November,  1786.  He  was  furnished  with  a  let- 
ter of  introduction  to  Dr  Blacklock,  from  the 
gentleman  to  whom  the  doctor  had  addressed  the 
letter  which  is  represented  by  our  bard  as  the  im- 
mediate cause  of  his  visiting  the  Scottish  metropolis. 
He  was  acquainted  with  Mr  Stewart,  Professor  of 
Moral  Philosophy  in  the  university ;  and  had  been 
entertained  by  that  gentleman  at  Catrine,  his 
estate  in  Ayrshire.  He  had  been  introduced  by 
Mr  Alexander  Dalzel l  to  the  Earl  of  Glencairn, 
who  had  expressed  his  high  approbation  of  his 
poetical  talents.  He  had  friends  therefore  who 


uniformly  and  'constantly  exerted  in  behalf  of  him  and  his 
family,  of  which,  were  it  proper,  I  could  give  many  instances. 
Robert  was  on  the  point  of  setting  out  for  Edinburgh  before 
Mrs  Dunlop  had  heard  of  him.  About  the  time  of  my  bro- 
ther's publishing  in  Kilmarnock,  she  had  been  afflicted  with  a 
long  and  severe  illness,  which  had  reduced  her  mind  to  the 
most  distressing  state  of  depression.  In  this  situation,  a  copy 
of  the  printed  poems  was  laid  on  her  table  by  a  friend  ;  and 
happening  to  open  on  "  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,"  she 
read  it  over  with  the  greatest  pleasure  and  surprise ;  the  Poet's 
description  of  the  simple  cottagers  operating  on  her  mind  like 
the  charm  of  a  powerful  exorcist,  expelling  the  demon  ennui, 
and  restoring  her  to  her  wonted  inward  harmony  and  satisfac- 
tion.—Mrs  Dunlop  sent  off  a  person  express  to  Mossgiel,  dis- 
tant filteen  or  sixteen  miles,  with  a  very  obliging  letter  to  my 
brother,  desiring  him  to  send  her  half  a  dozen  copies  of  his 
poems,  if  he  had  them  to  spare,  and  begging  he  would  do  her 
the  pleasure  of  calling  at  Dunlop  House  as  soon  as  convenient. 
This  was  the  beginning  of  a  correspondence  which  ended  only 
with  the  Poet's  life.  The  last  use  he  made  of  his  pen  was 
writing  a  short  letter  to  this  lady  a  few  days  before  his  death. 

'  Colonel  Fullarton,  who  afterwards  paid  a  very  particular 
attention  to  the  Poet,  was  not  in  the  country  at  the  time  of  his 
first  commencing  author.  At  this  distance  of  time,  and  in  the 
hurry  of  a  wet  day,  snatched  from  laborious  occupations,  I 
may  have  forgot  some  persons  who  ought  to  have  been  men- 
tioned on  this  occasion;  for  which,  if  it  come  to  my  know- 
ledge, I  shall  be  heartily  sorry.' 

1  This  gentleman  was  his  lordship's  factor;  according  to 
others,  Mr  Dalrymple  of  Orangefield  was  the  medium  of  the 
Poet's  introduction  to  this  influential  nobleman. 
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DUGALD  STEWART'S  ACCOUNT  OF  HIM. 


could  introduce  him  into  the  circles  of  literature 
as  well  as  of  fashion,  aud  his  own  manners  and 
appearance  exceeding  -every  expectation  that 
could  have  been  formed  of  them,  he  soon  became 
an  object  of  general  curiosity  and  admiration. 
The  following  circumstance  contributed  to  this  in 
a  considerable  degree. — At  the  time  when  Burns 
arrived  in  Edinburgh,  the  periodical  paper,  en- 
titled '  The  Lounger,'  was  publishing,  every  Satur- 
day producing  a  successive  number.  His  poems 
had  attracted  the  notice  of  the  gentlemen  engaged 
in  that  undertaking,  and  the  ninety-seventh  num- 
ber of  those  unequal,  though  frequently  beautiful 
essays,  is  devoted  to  '  An  Account  of  Robert 
Burns,  the  Ayrshire  Ploughman,  with  extracts 
from  his  Poems,'  written  by  the  elegant  pen  of  Mr 
Mackenzie. 1  '  The  Lounger'  had  an  extensive 
circulation  among  persons  of  taste  and  literature, 
not  in  Scotland  only,  but  in  various  parts  of  Eng- 
land, to  whose  acquaintance  therefore  our  bard 
was  immediately  introduced.  The  paper  of  Mr 
Mackenzie  was  calculated  to  introduce  him  advan- 
tageously. The  extracts  are  well  selected ;  the 
criticisms  and  reflections  arc  judicious  as  well  as 
generous.}  and  in  the  style  and  sentiments  there 
is  that  happy  delicacy,  by  which  the  writings  of 
the  author  are  so  eminently  distinguished.  The 
extracts  from  Burns'  poems  in  the  ninety-seventh 
number  of  the  '  The  Lounger'  were  copied  into 
the  London  as  well  as  into  many  of  the  provincial 
papers,  and  the  fame  of  our  bard  spread  through- 
out the  island.  Of  the  manners,  character,  and 
conduct  of  Burns  at  this  period,  the  following 
account  has  been  given  by  Mr  Stewart,  Professor 
of  Moral  Philosophy  in  the  university  of  Edin- 
burgh, in  a  letter  to  the  editor,  which  he  is  par- 
ticularly happy  to  have  obtained  permission  to 
insert  in  these  memoirs. 

"  The  first  time  I  saw  Robert  Burns  was  on  the 
23d  of  October,  1786,  when  he  dined  at  my  house 
in  Ayrshire,  together  with  our  common  friend  Mr 
John  Mackenzie,  surgeon,  in  Mauchline,  to  whom 
I  am  indebted  for  the  pleasure  of  his  acquaintance. 
I  am  enabled  to  mention  the  date  particularly,  by 
some  verses  which  Burns  wrote  after  he  returned 
home,  and  in  which  the  day  of  our  meeting  is 
recorded. — My  excellent  and  much  lamented 
friend,  the  late  Basil,  Lord  Daer,  happened  to 
arrive  at  Catrine  the  same  day,  and,  by  the  kind- 
ness and  frankness  of  his  manners,  left  an  impres- 
sion on  the  mind  of  the  Poet  which  never  was 
effaced.  The  verses  I  allude  to  are  among  the 
most  imperfect  of  his  pieces ;  but  a  few  stanzas 
may  perhaps  be  an  object  of  curiosity  to  you, 

1  Tliis  paper  has  been  attributed,  but  improperly,  to  Lord 
Craig,  one  of  the  Scottish  judges,  author  of  the  very  interest- 
ing account  of  Michael  Bruce  in  the  36th  number  of  '  The 
Mirror.' 


both  on  account  of  the  character  to  which  they 
relate,  and  of  the  light  which  they  throw  on  the 
situation  and  feelings  of  the  writer,  before  his 
name  was  known  to  the  public.3 

"  I  cannot  positively  say,  at  this  distance  of 
time,  whether  at  the  period  of  our  first  acquain- 
tance, the  Kilmarnock  edition  of  his  poems  had 
been  just  published,  or  was  yet  in  the  press.  I 
suspect  that  the  latter  was  the  case,  as  I  have 
still  in  my  possession  copies  in  his  own  handwrit- 
ing of  some  of  his  favourite  performances;  par- 
ticularly of  his  verses  '  On  the  turning  up  a  Mouse 
with  his  Plough ;'  — '  On  the  Mountain  Daisy ;' 
and  '  The  Lament.'  On  my  return  to  Edinburgh, 
I  showed  the  volume,  and  mentioned  what  I  knew 
of  the  author's  history  to  several  of  my  friends; 
and,  among  others,  to  Mr  Henry  Mackenzie,  who 
first  recommended  him  to  public  notice  in  the  97th 
number  of  '  The  Lounger.' 

"  At  this  time  Burns's  prospects  in  life  were  so 
extremely  gloomy,  that  he  had  seriously  formed  a 
plan  of  going  out  to  Jamaica  in  a  very  humble  sit- 
uation, not  however  without  lamenting  that  his 
want  of  patronage  should  force  him  to  think  of  a 
project  so  repugnant  to  his  feelings,  when  his 
ambition  aimed  at  no  higher  an  object  than  the 
station  of  an  exciseman  or  gauger  in  his  own 
country. 

"  His  manners  were  then,  as  they  continued 
ever  afterwards,  simple,  manly,  and  independent ; 
strongly  expressive  of  conscious  genius  and  worth ; 
but  without  any  thing  that  indicated  forwardness, 
arrogance,  or  vanity.  He  took  his  share  in  con- 
versation, but  not  more  than  belonged  to  him; 
and  listened  with  apparent  attention  and  defe- 
rence on  subjects  where  his  want  of  education 
deprived  him  of  the  means  of  information.  If 
there  had  been  a  little  more  gentleness  and  accom- 
modation in  his  temper,  he  would,  I  think,  have 
been  still  more  interesting;  but  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  give  law  in  the  circle  of  his  ordi- 
nary acquaintance;  and  his  dread  of  any  thing 
approaching  to  meanness  or  servility  rendered  his 
manner  somewhat  decided  and  hard.  Nothing, 
perhaps,  was  more  remarkable  among  his  various 
attainments,  than  the  fluency,  and  precision,  and 
originality  of  his  language,  when  he  spoke  in  com- 
pany ;  more  particularly  as  he  aimed  at  purity  in 
his  turn  of  expression,  and  avoided  more  success- 
fully than  most  Scotchmen,  the  peculiarities  of 
Scottish  phraseology. 

-  "  He  came  to  Edinburgh  early  in  the  winter 
following,  and  remained  there  for  several  months. 
By  whose  advice  he  took  this  step,  I  am  unable 
to  say.  Perhaps  it  was  suggested  only  by  his  own 
curiosity  to  see  a  little  more  of  the  world;  but,  I 


2  See  the  poem  entitled  '  Lines  on  Meeting  Lor 
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confess,  I  dreaded  the  consequences  from  the 
first,  and  always  wished  that  his  pursuits  and 
habits  should  continue  the  same  as  in  the  former 
part  of  life;  with  the  addition  of,  what  I  consid- 
ered as  then  completely  within  his  reach,  a  good 
farm  on  moderate  terms,  in  a  part  of  the  country 
agreeable  to  his  taste. 

"  The  attentions  he  received  during  his  stay  in 
town,  from  all  ranks  and  descriptions  of  persons, 
were  such  as  would  have  turned  any  head  but 
his  own.  I  cannot  say  that  I  could  perceive  any 
unfavourable  effect  which  they  left  on  his  mind. 
He  retained  the  same  simplicity  of  manners  and 
appearance  which  had  struck  me  so  forcibly  when 
I  first  saw  him  in  the  country ;  nor  did  he  seem  to 
feel  any  additional  self-importance  from  the  num- 
ber and  rank  of  his  new  acquaintance.  His  dress 
was  perfectly  suited  to  his  station,  plain,  and 
unpretending,  with  a  sufficient  attention  to  neat- 
ness. If  I  recollect  right,  he  always  wore  boots ; 
and,  when  on  more  than  usual  ceremony,  buck- 
skin breeches. 

"  The  variety  of  his  engagements,  while  in 
Edinburgh,  prevented  me  from  seeing  him  so 
often  as  I  could  have  wished.  In  the  course  of 
the  spring,  he  called  on  me  once  or  twice,  at  my 
request,  early  in  the  morning,  and  walked  with 
me  to  Braid-Hills,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
town,  when  he  charmed  me  still  more  by  his  pri- 
vate conversation,  than  he  had  ever  done  in  com- 
pany. He  was  passionately  fond  of  the  beauties 
of  nature ;  and  I  recollect  once  he  told  me,  when 
I  was  admiring  a  distant  prospect  in  one  of  our 
morning  walks,  that  the  sight  of  so  many  smoking 
cottages  gave  a  pleasure  to  his  mind,  which  none 
could  understand  who  had  not  witnessed,  like 
himself,  the  happiness  and  the  worth  which  they 
contained. 

"  In  his  political  principles  he  was  then  a  Jaco- 
bite; which  was  perhaps  owing  partly  to  this, 
that  his  father  was  originally  from  the  estate  of 
Lord  Mareschal.  Indeed,  he  did  not  appear  to 
have  thought  much  on  such  subjects,  nor  very 
consistently.  He  had  a  very  strong  sense  of  reli- 
gion, and  expressed  deep  regret  at  the  levity  with 
which  he  had  heard  it  treated  occasionally  in  some 
convivial  meetings  which  he  frequented.  I  speak 
of  him  as  he  was  in  the  winter  of  1786-7;  for 
afterwards  we  met  but  seldom,  and  our  conversa- 
tions turned  chiefly  on  his  literary  projects,  or  his 
private  affairs. 

"  I  do  not  recollect  whether  it  appears  or  not 
from  any  of  your  letters  to  me,  that  you  had  ever 
seen  Burns. l  If  you  have,  it  is  superfluous  for  me 
to  add,  that  the  idea  which  his  conversation  con- 
veyed of  the  powers  of  his  mind,  exceeded,  if 


possible,  that  which  is  suggested  by  his  writings. 
Among  the  poets  whom  I  have  happened  to  know 
I  have  been  struck,  in  more  than  one  instance, 
with  the  unaccountable  disparity  between  their 
general  talents,  and  the  Occasional  inspirations  of 
their  more  favourable  moments.  But  all  the 
faculties  of  Burns's  mind  were,  as  far  as  I  could 
judge,  equally  vigorous;  and  his  predilection  for 
poetry  was  rather  the  result  of  his  own  enthusias- 
tic and  impassioned  temper,  than  a  genius  exclu- 
sively adapted  to  that  species  of  composition. 
From  his  conversation  I  should  have  pronounced 
him  to  be  fitted  to  excel  in  whatever  walk  of 
ambition  he  had  chosen  to  exert  his  abilities. 

"  Among  the  subjects  on  which  he  was  accus- 
tomed to  dwell,  the  characters  of  the  individuals 
with  whom  he  happened  to  meet,  was  plainly  a 
favourite  one.  The  remarks  he  made  on  them 
were  always  shrewd  and  pointed,  though  fre- 
!  quently  inclining  too  much  to  sarcasm.  His 
j  praise  of  those  he  loved  was  sometimes  indiscri- 
minate and  extravagant;  but  this,  I  suspect,  pro- 
ceeded rather  from  the  caprice  and  humour  of  the 
moment,  than  from  the  effects  of  attachment  in 
blinding  his  judgment.  His  wit  was  ready,  and 
always  impressed  with  the  marks  of  a  vigorous 
understanding;  but  to  my  taste,  not  often  pleas- 
ing or  happy.  His  attempts  at  epigram,  in  his 
printed  works,  are  the  only  performances,  perhaps, 
that  he  has  produced,  totally  unworthy  of  his 
genius. 

"  In  summer,  1787,  I  passed  some  weeks  in 
Ayrshire,  and  saw  Burns  occasionally.  I  think 
that  he  made  a  pretty  long  excursion  that  season 
to  the  Highlands,  and  that  he  also  visited  what 
Beattie  calls  the  Arcadian  ground  of  Scotland, 
upon  the  banks,  of  the  Tiviot  and  the  Tweed. 

"  I  should  have  mentioned  before,  that  not- 
withstanding various  reports  I  heard  during  the 
preceding  winter,  of  Burns's  predilection  for  con- 
vivial, and  not  very  select  society,  I  should  have 
concluded  in  favour  of  his  habits  of  sobriety,  from 
all  of  him  that  ever  fell  under  my  own  observa- 
tion. He  told  me  indeed  himself,  that  the  weak- 
ness of  his  stomach  was  such  as  to  deprive  him 
entirely  of  any  merit  in  his  temperance.  I  was, 
however,  somewhat  alarmed  about  the  effect  of 
his  now  comparatively  sedentary  and  luxurious 
life,  when  he  confessed  to  me,  the  first  night  he 
spent  in  my  house  after  his  winter's  campaign  in 
town,  that  he  had  been  much  disturbed  when  <  in 
bed,  by  a  palpitation  at  his  heart,  which,  he  said, 
was  a  complaint  to  which  he  had  of  late  become 
subject.2 

"  In  the  course  of  the  same  season,  I  was  led  by 
curiosity  to  attend  for  an  hour  or  two  a  Mason- 


Dr  Currie  had  «een  and  conversed  with  Burns. 


2  According  to  Gilbert's  narrative,  the  Poet  had  been  subject 
to  this  complaint  from  his  earliest  years. 

cbciv  „ 


lodge  in  Mauchline,  where  Burns  presided.  He 
had  occasion  to  make  some  short,  unpremeditated 
compliments  to  different  individuals  from  whom 
he  had  no  reason  to  expect  a  visit,  and  every 
thing  he  said  was  happily  conceived,  and  forcibly 
as  well  as  fluently  expressed.  If  I  am  not  mis- 
taken, he  told  me,  that  in  that  village,  before 
going  to  Edinburgh,  he  had  belonged  to  a  small 
club  of  such  of  the  inhabitants  as  had  a  taste  for 
books,  when  they  used  to  converse  and  debate  on 
any  interesting  questions  that  occurred  to  them  in 
the  course  of  their  reading.  His  manner  of  speak- 
ing in  public  had  evidently  the  marks  of  some 
practice  in  extempore  elocution.  x 

"  I  must  not  omit  to  mention,  what  I  have 
always  considered  as  characteristical  in  a  high 
degree  of  true  genius,  the  extreme  facility  and 
good-nature  of  his  taste,  in  judging  of  the  compo- 
sitions of  others,  where  there  was  any  real  ground 
for  praise.  I  repeated  to  Mm  many  passages  of 
English  poetry  with  which  he  was  unacquainted, 
and  have  more  than  once  witnessed  the  tears  of 
admiration  and  rapture  with  which  he  heard 
them.  The  collection  of  songs  by  Dr  Aiken, 
which  I  first  put  into  his  hands,  he  read  with 
unmixed  delight,  notwithstanding  his  former 
efforts  in  that  very  difficult  species  of  writing; 
nnd  I  have  little  doubt  that  it  had  some  effect  in 
polishing  liis  subsequent  compositions. 

"  In  judging  of  prose,  I  do  not  think  his  taste 
was  equally  sound.  I  once  read  to  him  a  passage 
or  two  in  Franklin's  Works,  which  I  thought  very 
happily  executed,  upon  the  model  of  Addison ; 
but  he  did  not  appear  to  relish,  or  to  perceive  the 
beauty  which  they  derived  from  their  exquisite 
simplicity,  and  spoke  of  them  with  indifference, 
when  compared  with  the  point,  and  antithesis, 
and  quaintness  of  Junius.  The  influence  of  this 
taste  is  very  perceptible  in  his  own  prose  compo- 
sitions, although  their  great  and  various  excellen- 
cies render  some  of  them  scarcely  less  objects  of 
wonder  than  his  poetical  performances.  The  late 
Dr  Robertson  used  to  say,  that,  considering  his 
education,  the  forn:er  seemed  to  him  the  more 
extraordinary  of  the  two. 

"  His  memory  was  uncommonly  retentive,  at 
least  for  poetry,  of  wMch  he  recited  to  me  fre- 
quently long  compositions  with  the  most  minute 
accuracy.  They  were  chiefly  ballads,  and  other 
pieces  in  o\ir  Scottish  dialect ;  great  part  of  them, 
he  told  me,  he  had  learned  in  his  childhood  from 
his  mother,  who  delighted  in  such  recitations, 
and  whose  poetical  taste,  rude  as  it  probably  was, 
gave,  it  is  presumable,  the  first  direction  to  her 
son's  genius. 

"  Of  the  more  polished  verses  wMch  acciden- 
tally fell  into  his  hands  in  his  early  years, 
he  mentioned  particularly  the  recommendatory 


poems,  by  different  authors,  prefixed  to  Hervey's 
Meditations ;  a  book  which  has  always  had  a  very 
wide  circulation  among  such  of  the  country  peo- 
ple of  Scotland  as  affect  to  unite  some  degree 
of  taste  with  their  religious  studies.  And  these 
poems  (although  they  are  certainly  below  medio- 
crity) he  continued  to  read  with  a  degree  of  rap- 
ture beyond  expression.  He  took  notice  of  this 
fact  himself,  as  a  proof  how  much  the  taste  is 
liable  to  be  influenced  by  accidental  circum- 
stances. 

"  His  father  appeared  to  me  from  the  account 
he  gave  of  him,  to  have  been  a  respectable  and 
worthy  character,  possessed  of  a  mind  superior  to 
what  might  have  been  expected  from  his  station 
in  life.  He  ascribed  much  of  his  own  principles 
and  feelings  to  the  early  impressions  he  had 
received  from  his  instruction  and  example.  I 
recollect  that  he  once  applied  to  him  (and  he 
added,  that  the  passage  was  a  literal  statement  of 
fact)  the  two  last  lines  of  the  following  passage  in 
the  'Minstrel:'  the  whole  of  which  he  repeated 
with  great  enthusiasm : — 

"  Shall  I  be  left  forgotten  in  the  dust. 

When  fate,  relenting,  lets  the  flower  revive, 
Shall  nature's  voice,  to  roan  alone  unjust, 

Bid  him,  though  doom'd  to  perish,  hope  to  live  ? 
Is  it  for  this  fair  virtue  oft  imi-t  strive, 

With  disappointment,  penury,  and  pain  ? 
No !  Heaven's  immortal  spring  shall  yet  arrive ; 

And  man's  majestic  beauty  bloom  again, 
Bright  thro'  the  eternal  year  of  love's  triumphant  reign. 

"  TTiis  truth  sublime,  his  simple  sire  had  taught : 
In  sooth,  'twas  almost  all  the  shepherd  knew." 

"With  respect  to  Burns's  early  education,  I 
cannot  say  any  thing  with  certainty.  He  always 
spoke  with  respect  and  gratitude  of  the  school- 
master who  had  taught  him  to  read  English ;  and 
who,  finding  in  his  scholar  a  more  than  ordinary 
ardour  for  knowledge,  had  been  at  pains  to  instruct 
him  in  the  grammatical  principles  of  the  language. 
He  began  the  study  of  Latin,  but  dropt  it  before 
he  had  finished  the  verbs.  I  have  sometimes 
heard  him  quote  a  few  Latin  words,  such  as  omnia 
vincit  amor,  §c.,  but  they  seemed  to  be  such  as 
he  had  caught  from  conversation,  and  which  he 
repeated  by  rote.  I  think  he  had  a  project,  after 
he  came  to  Edinburgh,  of  prosecuting  the  study 
under  his  intimate  friend,  the  late  Mr  Nicol,  one 
of  the  masters  of  the  grammar-school  here;  but  I 
do  not  know  that  he  ever  proceeded  so  far  as  to 
make  the  attempt. . 

"  He  certainly  possessed  a  smattering  of  French ; 
and,  if  he  had  an  affectation  in  any  thing,  it  was 
in  introducing  occasionally  a  word  or  phrase  from 
that  language.  It  is  possible  that  his  knowledge 
in  this  respect  might  be  more  extensive  than  I 
suppose  it  to  be;  but  this  you  can  learn  from  his 
more  intimate  acquaintance.  It  would  be  worth 
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wliilo  to  inquire,  whether  he  was  able  to  read  the 
French  authors  with  such  facility  as  to  receive 
from  them  any  improvement  to  his  taste.  For  my 
own  part,  I  doubt  it  much;  nor  would  I  believe 
it,  but  on  very  strong  and  pointed  evidence. 

"  If  my  memory  does  not  fail  me,  he  was  well 
instructed  in  arithmetic,  and  knew  something  of 
practical  geometry,  particularly  of  surveying. — 
All  his  other  attainments  were  entirely  his  own. 

"The  last  time  I  saw  him  was  during  the 
winter,  1788-89, '  when  he  passed  an  evening  with 
me  at  Drumseugh,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Edin- 
burgh, where  I  Avas  then  living.  My  friend  Mr 
Alison  was  the  only  other  person  in  company.  I 
never  saw  him  more  agreeable  or  interesting.  A 
present  which  Mr  Alison  sent  him  afterwards  of 
his  '  Essays  on  Taste,'  drew  from  Burns  a  letter 
of  acknowledgement  which  I  remember  to  have 
read  with  some  degree  of  surprise  at  the  distinct 
conception  he  .appeared  from  it  to  have  formed  of 
the  general  principles  of  the  doctrine  of  associa- 
tion. When  I  saw  Mr  Alison  in  Shropshire  last 
autumn,  I  forgot  to  inquire  if  the  letter  be  still  in 
existence.  If  it  is,  you  may  easily  procure  it,  by 
means  of  our  friend  Mr  Houlbrooke."2 


The  scene  that  opened  on  our  bard  in  Edin- 
burgh was  altogether  new,  and  in  a  variety  of 
other  respects  highly  interesting,  especially  to  one 
of  his  disposition  of  mind.  To  use  an  expression 
of  his  own,  lie  found  himself,  "suddenly  translated 
from  the  veriest  shades  of  life,"  into  the  presence, 
and,  indeed,  into  the  society  of  a  number  of  per- 
sons, previously  known  to  him  by  report  as  of  the 
highest  distinction  in  his  country,  and  whose  char- 
acters it  was  natural  for  him  to  examine  with  no 
common  curiosity. 

[Mr  Robert  Chambers  has  collected  some  inter- 
esting details  regarding  Burns'  first  visit  to 
Edinburgh.  The  recollections,  he  says,  of  Mr 
John  Richmond,  writer  in  Mauchline,  respecting 
Burns'  arrival,  and  the  earlier  period  of  his  resi- 
dence, in  Edinburgh,  are  curious.  Mr  Richmond, 
who  had  been  brought  up  in  the  office  of  a  country 
writer,  or  attorney,  and  was  now  perfecting  his 
studies  in  that  of  a  metropolitan  practitioner, 
occupied  a  room  in  the  Lawnmarket,  at  the  rent 
of  three  shillings  a- week.  His  circumstances,  as 


1  "  Or  rather  1789-90.     I  cannot  speak  with  confidence  with 
r«»spect  to  the  particular  year.    Some  of  tny  other  dates  may 
poss:bly  require  correction,  as  I  keep  no  journal  of  such  occur- 
rences." 

2  The  Letter  referred  to  will  be  found  among  the  Poet's  cor- 
respondence, No.  CCVII.  vol.  il.  p.  259. 
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a  youth  just  entering  the  world,  made  Mm  willing 
to  share  his  apartment  and  bed  with  any  agree- 
able companion,  who  might  be  disposed  to  take 
part  in  the  expense.  These  terms  suited  his  old 
Mauchline  acquaintance,  Burns,  who  accordingly 
lived  with  him,  from  his  arrival  in  November  till 
his  leaving  town  in  May,  on  his  southern  excur- 
sion. Mr  Richmond  mentions  that  the  poet  was 
so  knocked  up  by  his  walk  from  Mauchline  to 
Edinburgh,  that  he  could  not  leave  his  room  for 
the  next  two  days.  During  the  whole  time  of  his 
residence  there,  his  habits  were  temperate  and 
regular.  Much  of  his  time  was  necessarily  occu- 
pied in  preparing  his  poems  for  the  press — a  task 
in  which,  as  far  as  transcription  was  concerned, 
Mr  Richmond  aided  him,  when  not  engaged  in  his 
own  office  duties.  Burns,  though  frequently 
invited  out  into  company,  usually  returned  at 
good  hours,  and  went  soberly  to  bed,  where  he 
would  prevail  upon  his  companion,  by  little  bribes, 
to  read  to  him  till  he  fell  asleep.  Mr  Lockhart 
draws  an  unfavourable  inference  from  his  after- 
wards removing  to  the  house  of  his  friend  Nicol ; 
but  for  this  removal  Mr  Richmond  supplies  -a 
reason  which  exculpates  the  bard.  During  Burns' 
absence  in  the  south  and  at  Mauchline,  Mr  Rich- 
mond took  in  another  fellow-lodger;  so  that, 
when  the  poet  came  back,  and  applied  for  re-ad- 
mission to  Mrs  Carfrae's  humble  menage,  he  found 
his  place  filled  up,  and  was  compelled  to  go  else- 
where. 

The  exterior  of  Burns,  for  some  time  after  his 
arrival  in  Edinburgh,  was  little  superior  to  that 
of  his  rustic  compeers.  "What  a  clod-hopper!" 
was  the  descriptive  exclamation  of  a  lady  to  whom 
he  was  abruptly  pointed  out  one  day  in  the  Lawn- 
market.  In  the  course  of  a  few  weeks,  he  got 
into  comparatively  fashionable  attire — a  blue  coat 
with  metal  buttons,  a  yellow  and  blue  striped 
vest  (being  the  livery  of  Mr  Fox),  a  pair  of  buck- 
skins, so  tight  that  he  seemed  to  have  grown  into 
them,  and  top-boots,  meeting  the  buckskins  under 
the  knee.  His  neckcloth,  of  white  cambric,  was 
neatly  arranged,  and  his  whole  appearance  was 
clean  and  respectable,  though  the  taste  in  which 
he  was  dressed  was  still  obviously  a  rustic  taste. 

Though  his  habits  during  the  winter  of  1786-7 
were  upon  the  whole  good,  he  was  not  altogether 
exempt  from  the  bacchanalianism  which  at  this 
period  reigned  in  Edinburgh.  Mr  William  Nicol 
of  the  High  School,  arid  Mr  John  Gray,  city-clerk, 
were  among  his  most  intimate  convivial  friends. 
Nicol  lived  in  the  top  of  a  house  over  what  is 
called  Buccleuch  Pend,  in  the  lowest  floor  of 
which  there  was  a  tavern,  kept  by  a  certain  Lucky 
Pringle,  having  a  back  entry  from  the  pend, 
through  which  visiters  could  be  admitted,  umvotted 
of  by  a  censorious  world.  There  Burns  was  much 
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with  Nicol,  both  before  and  after  his  taking  up 
his  abode  in  that  gentleman's  house.  He  also 
attended  pretty  frequently  the  meetings  of  the 
Crochallan  Fencibles,  at  their  howff  in  the  Anchor 
Close ;  and  of  Johnnie  Dowie's  tavern,  in  Libber- 
ton's  Wyml,  he  was  also  a  frequent  visiter.  Mr 
Alexander  Cunningham,  jeweller,  and  Mr  Robert 
Cleghorn,  farmer  at  Saughton  Mills,  may  be  said 
to  complete  the  list  of  Burns's  convivial  acquaint- 
ance in  Edinburgh.  The  intimacy  he  formed 
with  Mr  Robert  Ainslie,  then  a  young  writer's 
apprentice,  appears  to  have  been  of  a  different 
character. 

Mr  Dalrymple  of  Orangefield,  and  the  Hon. 
Henry  Erskine,  may  be  mentioned  as  individuals 
who  exerted  themselves  in  behalf  of  Burns, 
immediately  after  his  arrival  in  Edinburgh.  Dr 
Adam  Fergusson,  author  of  the  History  of  the 
Roman  Republic,  may  also  be  added  to  Dr  Currie's 
list  of  his  literary  and  philosophical  patrons.  At 
the  house  of  the  latter  gentleman,  Sir  Walter 
Scott  met  with  Burns,  of  whom  he  has  given  his 
recollections  in  the  following  interesting  letter  to 
Mr  Lockhart: — 

"As  for  Burns,  I  may  truly  say,  Virgilium 
vidi  tantum.  I  was  a  lad  of  fifteen,  in  1786-7, 
when  he  came  first  to  Edinburgh,  but  had  sense 
and  feeling  enough  to  be  much  interested  in  his 
poetry,  and  would  have  given  the  world  to  know 
liim ;  but  I  had  very  little  acquaintance  with  any 
literary  people,  and  still  less  with  the  gentry  of 
the  west  country,  the  two  sets  whom  he  most  fre- 
quented. Mr  Thomas  Grierson  was  at  that  time 
a  clerk  of  my  father's.  He  knew  Burns,  and 
promised  to  ask  him  to  his  lodgings  to  dinner,  but 
had  no  opportunity  to  keep  his  word;  otherwise 
I  might  have  seen  more  of  this  distinguished  man. 
As  it  was,  I  saw  him  one  day  at  the  late  venerable 
Professor  Fergusson 's,  where  there  were  several 
gentlemen  of  literary  reputation,  among  whom  I 
remember  the  celebrated  Mr  Dugald  Stewart. 
Of  course,  we  youngsters  sat  silent,  looked,  and 
listened.  The  only  thing  I  remember,  which  was 
remarkable  in  Burns's  manner,  was  the  effect 
produced  upon  him  by  a  print  of  Bunbury's  repre- 
senting a  soldier  lying  dead  on  the  snow,  his  dog 
sitting  in  misery  on  one  side, — on  the  other,  his 
widow,  with  a  child  in  her  arms.  These  lines 
were  written  beneath : — 

Cold  on  Canadian  hills,  or  Minden's  plain. 
Perhaps  that  parent  wept  her  soldier  slain- 
Bent  o'er  her  babe,  her  eye  dissolved  in  dew. 
The  biff  drops  mingling  with  the  milk  he  drew. 
Gave  the  gad  presage  of  his  fut  ire  years. 
The  child  of  mUcry  baptized  in  tears.' 

"  Burns  seemed  much  affected  by  the  print,  or 
rather  the  ideas  which  it  suggested  to  his  mind. 
He  actually  shed  tears.  He  asked  whose  the 


lines  were,  and  it  chanced  that  nobody  but  myself 
remembered,  that  they  occur  in  a  half-forgotten 
poem  of  Langhorne's,  called  by  the  unpromising 
title  of '  The  Justice  of  Peace.'  I  whispered  my 
information  to  a  friend  present,  who  mentioned  it 
to  Burns,  who  rewarded  me  with  a  look  and  a 
word,  which,  though  of  mere  civility,  I  then 
received,  and  still  recollect,  with  very  great 
pleasure. 

"  His  person  was  strong  and  robust ;  his  man- 
ners rustic,  not  clownish ;  a  sort  of  dignified 
plainness  and  simplicity,  which  received  part  of 
its  effect,  perhaps,  from  one's  knowledge  of  his 
extraordinary  talents.  His  features  are  repre- 
sented in  Mr  Nasmyth's  picture;  but  to  me  it 
conveys  the  idea  that  they  are  diminished,  as  if 
seen  in  perspective.  I  think  his  countenance  was 
more  massive  than  it  looks  in  any  of  the  portraits. 
I  would  have  taken  the  poet,  had  I  not  known 
what  he  was,  for  a  very  sagacious  country  farmer 
of  the  old  Scotch  school ;  t.  e.  none  of  your  modern 
agriculturists,  who  keep  labourers  for  their 
drudgery,  but  the  douce  gudeman  who  held  his 
own  plough.  There  was  a  strong  expression  of 
sense  and  shrewdness  in  all  his  lineaments ;  the 
eye  alone,  I  think,  indicated  the  poetical  character 
and  temperament.  It  was  large,  and  of  a  dark 
cast,  which  glowed  (I  say  literally  glowed)  when 
he  spoke  with  feeling  or  interest.  I  never  saw 
such  another  eye  in  a  human  head,  though  I  have 
seen  the  most  distinguished  men  of  my  time.  His 
conversation  expressed  perfect  self-confidence, 
without  the  slightest  presumption.  Among  the 
men  who  were  the  most  learned  of  their  time  and 
country,  he  expressed  himself  with  perfect  firm- 
ness, but  without  the  least  intrusive  forwardness; 
and  when  he  differed  in  opinion,  he  did  not  hesi- 
tate to  express  it  firmly,  yet,  at  the  same  time, 
with  modesty.  I  do  not  remember  any  part  of 
his  conversation  distinctly  enough  to  be  quoted ; 
nor  did  I  ever  see  him  again,  except  in  the  street, 
where  he  did  not  recognize  me,  as  I  could  not 
expect  he  should.  He  was  much  caressed  in 
Edinburgh,  but  (considering  what  literary  emo- 
luments have  been  since  his  day)  the  efforts  made 
for  his  relief  were  extremely  trifling. 

"  I  remember,  on  this  occasion,  I  thought  Burns's 
acquaintance  with  English  poetry  was  rather 
limited,  and  also,  that  having  twenty  times  the 
abilities  of  Allan  Ramsay  and  of  Fergusson,  he 
talked  of  them  with  too  much  humility  as  his 
models:  there  was,  doubtless,  national  predilec- 
tion in  his  estimate. 

"  This  is  all  I  can  tell  you  about  Burns.  I  have 
only  to  add,  that  his  dress  corresponded  with  his 
manner.  He  was  like  a  farmer  dressed  in  his  best 
to  dine  with  the  laird.  I  do  not  speak  in  malam 
par  tern,  when  I  say,  I  never  saw  a  man  in  com  ^ 
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pany  with  his  superiors  in  station  and  information, 
more  perfectly  free  from  either  the  reality  or  the 
affectation  of  embarrassment.  I  was  told,  but 
did  not  observe  it,  that  his  address  to  females  was 
extremely  deferential,  and  always  with  a  turn 
either  to  the  pathetic  or  humorous,  which  engaged 
their  attention  particularly.  I  have  heard  the 
late  Duchess  of  Gordon  remark  this. — I  do  not 
know  any  thing  I  can  add  to  these  recollections 
of  forty  years  since."] 

From  the  men  of  letters,  in  general,  his  recep- 
tion was  particularly  flattering.  The  late  Dr 
Robertson,  Dr  Blair,  Dr  Gregory,  Mr  Stewart, 
Mr  Mackenzie,  and  Mr  Frazer  Tytler,  may  be 
mentioned  in  the  list  of  those  who  perceived  his 
uncommon  talents,  who  acknowledged  more  espe- 
cially his  powers  in  conversation,  and  who  inter- 
ested themselves  in  the  cultivation  of  his  genius. 
In  Edinburgh  literary  and  fashionable  society  are 
a  good  deal  mixed.  Our  bard  was  an  acceptable 
guest  in  the  gayest  and  most  elevated  circles,  and 
frequently  received  from  female  beauty  and  ele- 
gance those  attentions  above  all  others  most 
grateful  to  him.  At  the  table  of  Lord  Monboddo 
he  was  a  frequent  guest ;  and  while  he  enjoyed 
the  society,  and  partook  of  the  hospitalities  of  the 
venerable  judge,  he  experienced  the  kindness  and 
condescension  of  his  lovely  and  accomplished 
daughter.  The  singular  beauty  of  this  young 
lady  was  illuminated  by  that  happy  expression  of 
countenance  which  results  from  the  union  of  cul- 
tivated taste  and  superior  understanding  with  the 
finest  affections  of  the  mind.  The  influence  of 
such  attractions  was  not  unfelt  by  our  poet. 
"  There  has  not  been  any  thing  like  Miss  Burnet, 
(said  he  in  a  letter  to  a  friend,)  in  all  the  com- 
bination of  beauty,  grace,  and  goodness  the 
Creator  has  formed,  since  Milton's  Eve  on  the 
first  day  of  her  existence."  In  his  'Address  to 
Edinburgh,'  she  is  celebrated  in  a  strain  of  still 
greater  elevation: — 

"  Fair  Burnet  strikes  th*  adoring  eye, 

Heaven's  beauties  on  my  fancy  shine ! 
I  see  the  Sire  of  Love  on  high, 
And  own  his  work  indeed  divine  !" 

This  lovely  woman  died  a  few  years  afterwards 
m  the  flower  of  youth.  Our  bard  expressed  his 
sensibility  on  that  occasion,  in  verses  addressed  to 
her  memory. ' 

Among  the  men  of  rank  and  fashion,  Burns  was 
particularly  distinguished  by  James  Earl  of  Glen- 
cairn.  On  the  motion  of  this  nobleman,  the 
Caledonian  Hunt,  an  association  of  the  principal 
of  the  nobility  and  gentry  of  Scotland,  extended 
their  patronage  to  our  bard,  and  admitted  him  to 
their  gay  orgies.  He  repaid  their  notice  by  a 
dedication  of  the  enlarged  and  improved  edition 


1  See  the  Address  to  Edinburgh,  p.  83,  and  the  Elegy,  p.  125. 
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of  his  poems,  in  which  he  has  celebrated  their 
patriotism  and  independence  in  very  animated 
terms. 

"  I  congratulate  my  country  that  the  blood  of 
her  ancient  heroes  runs  uncontaminated ;  and 
that,  from  your  courage,  knowledge,  and  public 
spirit,  she  may  expect  protection,  wealth,  and 
liberty.  *  *  *  *  May  corruption  shrink 
at  your  kindling  indignant  glance ;  and  may 
tyranny  in  the  Ruler,  and  licentiousness  in  the 
People,  equally  find  in  you  an  inexorable  foe  !"2 

It  is  to  be  presumed  that  these  generous  senti- 
ments, uttered  at  an  era  singularly  propitious  to 
independence  of  character  and  conduct,  were 
favourably  received  by  the  persons  to  whom  they 
were  addressed,  and  that  they  were  echoed  from 
every  bosom,  as  well  as  from  that  of  the  Earl  of 
Glencairn.  This  accomplished  nobleman,  a  scholar, 
a  man  of  taste  and  sensibility,  died  soon  after- 
wards. Had  he  lived,  and  had  his  power  equalled 
his  wishes,  Scotland  might  still  have  exulted  in 
the  genius,  instead  of  lamenting  the  early  fate  of 
her  favourite  bard. 

A  taste  for  letters  is  not  always  conjoined  with 
habits  of  temperance  and  regularity;  and  Edin- 
burgh, at  the  period  of  which  we  speak,  contained 
perhaps  an  uncommon  proportion  of  men  of  con- 
siderable talents,  devoted  to  social  excesses,  in 
which  their  talents  were  wasted  and  debased. 

Burns  entered  into  several  parties  of  this 
description,  with  the  usual  vehemence  of  his  cha- 
racter. His  generous  affections,  his  ardent  elo- 
quence, his  brilliant  and  daring  imagination, 
fitted  him  to  be  the  idol  of  such  associations ;  and 
accustoming  himself  to  conversation  of  unlimited 
range,  and  to  festive  indulgences  that  scorned 
restraint,  he  gradually  lost  some  portion  of  his 
relish  for  the  more  pure,  but  less  poignant  plea- 
sures, to  be  found  in  the  circles  of  taste,  elegance, 
and  literature.  The  sudden  alteration  in  his 
habits  of  life  operated  on  him  physically  as  well  as 
morally.  The  humble  fare  of  an  Ayrshire  pea- 
sant had  been  exchanged  for  the  luxuries  of  the 
Scottish  metropolis,  and  the  effects  of  this  change 
on  his  ardent  constitution  could  not  be  inconsider- 
able. But  whatever  influence  might  be  produced 
on  his  conduct,  his  excellent  understanding  suf- 
fered no  corresponding  debasement.  He  esti- 
mated his  friends  and  associates  of  every  descrip- 
tion at  their  proper  value,  and  appreciated  his 
own  conduct  with  a  precision  that  might  give 
scope  to  much  curious  and  melancholy  reflection. 
He  saw  his  danger,  and  at  times  formed  resolu- 
tions to  guard  against  it;  but  he  had  embarked 
on  the  tide  of  dissipation,  and  was  borne  along  its 
stream. 3 


2  See  Dedication  prefixed  to  the  Poems. 

3  Lockhart's  description  of  Burns'  intercourse  with  the  elitr 
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Of  the  state  of  his  mind  at  this  time,  an 
authentic  though  imperfect  document  remains,  in 
a  book  which  lie  procured  in  the  spring  of  1787, 
for  the  purpose,  as  he  himself  informs  us,  of 


of  Edinburgh  society  is  extremely  graphic.  "It  needs  no 
effort,"  he  says,  "of  imagination  to  conceive  what  the  sensa- 
tions of  an  isolated  set  of  scholars  (almost  all  either  clergymen 
or  professors)  must  have  been  in  the  presence  of  this  big-boned, 
black -browed,  brawny  stranger,  with  his  great  flashing  eyes, 
who,  having  forced  his  way  among  them  from  the  plough-tail, 
at  a  single  stride,  manifested,  in  the  whole  strain  of  liis  bearing 
and  conversation,  a  most  thorough  conviction  that,  in  the 
society  of  the  most  eminent  men  of  his  nation,  he  was  exactly 
where  he  was  entitled  to  be;  hardly  deigned  to  flatter  them 
by  exhibiting  even  an  occasional  symptom  of  bein^  flattered  by 
their  notice;  by  turns  calmly  measured  himself  against  the 
most  cultivated  understandings  of  his  time  in  discussion  ;  over- 
powered the  bon  mots  of  the  most  celebrated  convivialish  by 
broad  floods  of  merriment,  impregnated  with  all  the  burning 
life  of  genius:  astounded  bosoms  habitually  enveloped  in  the 
thrice-piled  folds  of  social  reserve,  by  compelling  them  to 
tremble— nay,  to  tremble  visibly — beneath  the  fearless  touch  of 
natural  pathos;  and  all  this  without  indicating  the  smallest 
willingness  to  be  ranked  among  those  professional  ministers  of 
excitement,  who  nre  content  to  he  paid  in  money  and  smiles, 
for  doing  what  the  spectators  and  auditors  would  be  ashamed 
of  doing  in  their  own  persons,  even  if  they  had  the  power  of 
doing  it :  and— last,  and  probably  worst  of  all,— who  was  known 
to  be  in  the  habit  of  enlivening  societies,  which  they  would 
have  scorned  to  approach,  still  more  frequently  than  their  own, 
with  eloquence  no  less  magnificent ;  with  wit,  in  all  likelihood, 
still  more  daring;  often  enough,  as  the  superiors  whom  he 
fronted  without  alarm  might  have  guessed  from  the  beginning, 
and  had,  ere  long,  no  occasion  to  guess,  with  wit  pointed  at 
themselves. 

"The  lawyers  of  Edinburgh,  in  whose  wider  circle  Burns 
figured  at  his  outset,  with  at  least  as  mmh  success  as  among 
the  professional  literati,  were  a  very  different  race  of  men  from 
these :  they  would  neither,  I  take  it,  have  pardoned  rudeness, 
nor  been  alarmed  by  wit.  But  being,  in  those  days,  with 
scarcely  an  exception,  members  of  the  landed  aristocracy  of  the 
country,  and  forming  by  far  the  most  influential  body  (as, 
indeed,  they  still  do)  in  the  society  of  Scotland,  they  were,  per- 
haps, as  proud  a  set  of  men  as  ever  enjoyed  the  tranquil  plea- 
sures of  unquestioned  superiority.  What  their  haughtiness,  as 
a  body,  was.  may  be  guessed,  when  we  know  that  inferior  birth 
was  reckoned  a  fair  and  legitimate  ground  for  excluding  any 
man  from  the  bar.  In  one  remarkable  instance,  about  this 
very  time,  a  man  of  very  extraordinary  talents  and  accomplish- 
ments was  chiefly  opposed  in  a  long  and  painful  struggle  for 
admission,  and  in  reality,  for  no  reasons  but  those  I  have  been 
alluding  to,  by  gentlemen,  who,  in  the  sequel,  stood  at  the  very  i 
head  of  the  Whig  party  in  Edinburgh ;  and  the  game  aristocra- 
ticalpre.iudice  has,  within  the  memory  of  the  present  generation, 
kept  more  persons  of  eminent  qualifications  in  the  back-ground, 
for  a  season,  than  any  English  reader  would  easily  believe.  To 
this  body  belonged  nineteen  out  of  twenty  of  those  •  patricians,' 
whose  stateliness  Burns  so  long  remembered,  and  so  bitterly 
resented.  It  might,  perhaps,  have  been  well  for  him  had  state- 
liness been  the  worst  fault  of  their  manners.  Wine-bibbing 
appears  to  be  in  most  regions  a  favourite  indulgence  with  those 
whose  I. rains  and  lungs  are  subjected  to  the  severe  exercises 
of  legal  study  and  forensic  practice.  To  this  day,  more  traces 
of  these  old  habits  linger  about  the  inns  of  courts  than  in  any 
other  sections  of  London.  In  Dublin  and  Edinburgh,  the  bar- 
risters are  even  now  eminently  convivial  bodies  of  men;  but 
among  the  Scotch  lawyers  of  the  time  of  Burns,  the  principle 
of  jollity  was  indeed  in  its  •  high  and  palmy  state.'  He  partook 
largely  in  those  tavern  scenes  of  audacious  hilarity,  which  then 
toothed,  as  a  matter  of  course,  the  arid  labours  of  the  northern 
tioWf»»«  de  la  robe  (so  they  are  well  called  in  Kedgauntlet.) 
and  of  which  we  are  favoured  with  a  specimen  in  the  '  High 
Jinks'  chapter  of  Guy  Mannering. 

The  tavern-life  is  noiv-a-daj s  nearly  extinct  every  where  ; 
but  it  was  then  in  full  vigour  in  Edinburgh,  and  there  can  be 
no  doubt  that  Burns  rapidly  familiarized  himself  with  it  during 
his  residence.  He  had,  after  all,  tasted  but  rarely  of  such 
,  excesses  while  in  Ayrshire." 


recording  in  it  whatever  seemed  worthy  of  obser- 
vation, l 

The  intentions  of  the  Poet  in  procuring  this 
book,  so  fully  described  by  himself,  were  very 
imperfectly  executed.  He  has  inserted  in  it  fe\r 
or  no  incidents,  but  several  observations  and 
reflections,  of  which  the  greater  part  that  are 
proper  for  the  public  eye  will  be  found  interwo- 
ven with  his  letter.  The  most  curious  particulars 
in  the  book  are  the  delineations  of  the  characters 
he  met  with.  These  are  not  numerous;  but  they 
are  chiefly  of  persons  of  distinction  in  the  republic 
of  letters,  and  nothing  but  the  delicacy  and  respect 
due  to  living  characters  prevents  us  from  com- 
mitting them  to  the  press.  Though  it  appears 
that  in  his  conversation  he  was  sometimes  dis- 
posed to  sarcastic  remarks  on  the  men  with  whom 
he  lived,  nothing  of  this  kind  is  discoverable  in 
these  more  deliberate  efforts  of  his  understanding, 
which,  while  they  exhibit  great  clearness  of  dis- 
crimination, manifest  also  the  wish,  as  well  as  the 
power,  to  bestow  high  and  generous  praise. 

As  a  specimen  of  these  delineations,  we  give 
the  character  of  Dr  Blair,  who  has  now  paid 
the  debt  of  nature,  in  the  full  confidence  that  this 
freedom  will  not  be  found  inconsistent  with  the 
respect  and  veneration  due  to  that  excellent  man, 
the  la;t  star  in  the  literary  constellation,  by 
which  the  metropolis  of  Scotland  was,  in  the  ear- 
lier part  of  the  present  reign  [George  HI.]  so 
beautifully  illuminated. 

"  It  is  not  easy  forming  an  exact  judgment  of 
any  one;  but,  in  my  opinion,  Dr  Blair  is  merely 
an  astonishing  proof  of  what  industry  and  appli- 
cation can  do.  Natural  parts  like  his  are  fre- 
quently to  be  met  with;  his  vanity  is  proverbially 
known  among  his  acquaintance ;  but  he  is  justly 
at  the  head  of  Avhat  may  be  called  fine  writing; 
and  a  critic  of  the  first,  the  very  first,  rank  in 
prose ;  even  in  poetry,  a  bard  of  Nature's  making 
can  only  take  the  pas  of  him.  He  has  a  heart, 
not  of  the  very  finest  water,  but  far  from  being 
an  ordinary  one.  In  short,  he  is  truly  a  worthy, 
and  most  respectable  character." 

By   the   new   edition   of    his   poems,2    Burna 
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1  Extracts  from  what  remain*  of  this  Common-place  Book  will 
be  found  towards  the  close  of  the  second  volume. 

2  The  second  edition  of  his'Poems  was  published  by  Creech 
early  in  March,  1787.  To  the  credit  of  his  countrymen,  they  were 
not  slow  in  subscribing.     Upwards  of  fifteen  hundred  names, 
and  among  them  those  of  the  highest  and  most  distinguished  in 
Scotland,  appear  on  the  list;  and,  as  mnny  of  the  subscriber* 
took  more  than  one  copy,  and  paid  more  than  shop  price.  (6».) 
and  as  Burns  had  stipulated  for  the  profit  on  the  subscription 
copies  besides  the  payment  of  one  hundred  pounds,  his  gain  waa 
considerable.     Nearly  three  thousand  copies  were  soon  dis- 
persed over  the  country — many  of  them  went  to  England,  to 
gladden  the  hearts  of  the  exiled  sons  of  Scotland  ;  some  went 
abroad,  for  the  Scots  colleges  of  Valladolld,  Unnay,  Paris,  and 
Ratisbon  appear  in  the  list  of  subscribers ;  east,  west,  north, 
and  south  flew  the  effusions  of  •  Coila's  Bard,'  and  every  where 


acquired  a  sum  of  money  that  enabled  him  not 
only  to  partake  of  the  pleasures  of  Edinburgh, 
but  to  gratify  a  desire  he  had  long  entertained, 
of  visiting  those  parts  of  his  native  country,  most 
attractive  by  their  beauty  or  their  grandeur;  a 
desire  which  the  return  of  summer  naturally 
revived.  The  scenery  on  the  banks  of  the 
Tweed,  and  of  its  tributary  streams,  strongly 
interested  his  fancy;  and  accordingly  he  left 
Edinburgh  on  the  6th  of  May,  1787,  011  a  tour 
through  a  country  so  much  celebrated  hi  the  rural 
songs  of  Scotland.  He  travelled  on  horseback, 
and  was  accompanied,  during  some  parts  of  his 
journey,  by  Mr  Ainslie,  now  writer  to  the  signet, 
a  gentleman  who  enjoyed  much  of  his  friend- 
ship and  of  his  confidence.  Of  this  tour  a 
journal  remains,  wliich,  however,  contains  only 
occasional  remarks  on  the  scenery,  and  which 
is  chiefly  occupied  with  an  account  of  the 
author's  different  stages,  and  with  his  observa- 
tions on  the  various  characters  to  whom  he  was 
introduced.  In  the  course  of  this  tour  he  visited 
Mr  Ainslie  of  Berrywell,  the  father  of  his  com- 
panion; Mr  Brydone,  the  celebrated  traveller,  to 
whom  he  carried  a  letter  of  introduction  from  Mr 
Mackenzie ;  the  Rev.  Dr  Somerville  of  Jedburgh, 
the  historian ;  Mr  and  Mrs  Scott,  of  Wauchope ; 
Dr  Elliot,  a  physician,  retired  to  a  romantic  spot 
on  the  banks  of  the  Roole ;  Sir  Alexander  Don ; 
Sir  James  Hall  of  Dunglass ;  and  a  great  variety 
of  other  respectable  characters.  Every  where 
the  fame  of  the  poet  had  spread  before  him,  and 
every  where  he  received  the  most  hospitable  and 
flattering  attentions.  At  Jedburgh  he  continued 
several  days,  and  was  honoured  by  the  magis- 
trates with  the  freedom  of  their  borough.  The 
following  may  serve  as  a  specimen  of  this  tour, 
which  the  perpetual  reference  to  living  characters 
prevents  our  giving  at  large. ' 

BORDER  TOUR. 

MAY  6— JUNE  1,  1787. 

LEFT  Edinburgh  (May  6,  1787) — Lammermuir-hills 
miserably  dreary,  but  at  times  very  picturesque.  Lan- 
ton-edge,  a  glorious  view  of  the  Merse — Reach  Berry- 
well  2 — old  Mr  Ainslie  an  uncommon  character ; — his 
hobbies,  agriculture,  natural  philosophy,  and  politics. 
In  the  first  he  is  unexceptionably  the  clearest  headed, 
best-informed  man  I  ever  met  with  ;  in  the  other  two, 
very  intelligent : — as  a  man  of  business  he  has  uncom- 


were  they  received  with  the  same  warm  and  affectionate  wel- 
oome. 

1  We  give  Burns'  memoranda  here  at  large,  as  the  reason 
which  existed  in  Dr  Currie's  day  for  suppressing  portions  of  it 
does  not  now  hold. 

2  The  residence  of  Me  Ainslie's  father,  who  acted  as  land- 
stewarrt  on  the  estates  of  Lord  Douglas,  in  Berwickshire.   See 
page  17&,  vol.  ii.  for  a  notice  of  the  younger  Mr  Ainslie. 

Ii,  . 
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mon  merit,  and  by  fairly  deserving  it  has  made  a  very 
decent  independence.  Mrs  Ainslie,  an  excellent,  sen- 
sible, cheerful,  amiable  old  woman.  Miss  Ainslie — her 
person  a  little  embonpoint,  but  handsome ;  her  face,  par- 
ticularly her  eyes,  full  of  sweetness  and  good  humour — 
she  unites  three  qualities  rarely  to  be  found  together; 
keen,  solid  penetration;  sly,  witty  observation  and 
remark ;  and  the  gentlest,  most  unaffected  female 
modesty.  Douglas,  a  clever,  fine,  promising  young 
fellow.  The  family-meeting  with  their  brother,  my 
compagnon  de  voyage,  very  charming;  particularly  the 
sister.  The  whole  family  remarkably  attached  to  their 
menials— Mrs  A.  full  of  stories  of  the  sagacity  and  sense 
of  the  little  girl  in  the  -  kitcheri.  Mr  A.  high  in  the 
praises  of  an  African,  his  house  servant — all  his  people 
old  in  his  service — Douglas's  old  nurse  came  to  Berry- 
well  yesterday  to  remind  them  of  its  being  his  birth-day. 

A  Mr  Dudgeon,  a  poet  at  times,3  a  worthy  remark- 
able character — natural  penetration,  a'  great  deal  of 
information,  some  genius,  and  extreme  modesty. 

SUNDAY — Went  to  church  at  Dunse  4 — Dr  Bowmaker 
a  man  of  strong  lungs  and  pretty  judicious  remark,  but 
ill  skilled  in  propriety,  and  altogether  unconscious  of 
his  want  of  it. 

MONDAY,  MAY  8. — Coldstream — went  over  to  England 
— Cornhill — glorious  river  Tweed — clear  and  majestic — 
fine  bridge.  Dine  at  Coldstream  with  Mr  Ainslie  and 
Mr  Foreman — beat  Mr  F in  a  dispute  about  Vol- 
taire. Tea  at  Lennel  House  with  Mr  Brydone  5 — Mr 
Brydone  a  most  excellent  heart,  kind,  joyous,  and 
benevolent,  but  a  good  deal  of  the  French  indiscrimi- 
nate complaisance — from  his  situation  past  and  present, 
an  admirer  of  every  thing  that  bears  a  splendid  title,  or 
that  possesses  a  large  estate — Mrs  Brydone  a  most  ele- 
gant woman  in  her  person  and  manners;  the  tones  of 
her  voice  remarkably  sweet — my  reception  extremely 
flattering — sleep  at  Coldstream. 

TUESDAY. — Breakfast  at  Kelso — charming  situation 
of  Kelso — fine  bridge  over  the  Tweed — enchanting 
views  and  prospects  on  both  sides  of  the  river,  particu- 
larly the  Scotch  side;  introduced  to  Mr  Scott  of  the 
Royal  Bank,  an  excellent  modest  fellow — fine  situation 
of  it— ruins  of  Roxburgh  Castle — a  holly-bush  growing 
where  James  II.  of  Scotland  was  accidentally  killed  by 
the  bursting  of  a  cannon.  A  small  old  religious  ruin 
and  a  fine  old  garden  planted  by  the  religious,  rooted 
out  and  destroyed  by  an  English  Hottentot,  a  maitre 
d'  hotel  of  the  duke's,  a  Mr  Cole — climate  and  soil  of  Ber- 
wickshire, and  even  Roxburghshire,  superior  to  Ayr- 
shire— bad  roads.  Turnip  and  sheep  husbandry,  their 
great  improvements — Mr  M'Dowal,  at  Caverton  Mill,  a 
friend  of  Mr  Ainslie's,  with  whom  I  dined  to-day,  sold 


3  Tlie  author  of  the  song,  '  Up  aiimng  yon  cliffy  rocks.     Bee 
it  given  in  the  "  Remarks  on  Scottish  Song,'1  vol.  ii. 

4  '  During  the  discourse  Burns  produced  a  neat  impromptu, 
conveying  an  elegant  compliment  to  Miss  Ainslie.    Dr  Bow- 
maker  had  selected  a  text  of  Scripture  that  contained  a  heavy 
denunciation  against  obstinate  sinners.     In  the  course  of  the 
sermon  Burns  observed  the  young  lady  turning  over  the  leaves 
of  her  Bible,  with  much  earnestness,  in  search  of  the  text.     H» 
took  out  a  slip  of  paper,  and  with  a  pencil  wrote  the  following 
lines  on  it,  which  he  immediately  presented  to  her: — 

"  Fair  maid,  you  need  not  take  the  hint, 

Nor  idle  texts  pursue  : 
'Twas  guilty  sinners  that  he  meant — 

Not  angels  such  as  you ! "  '  CROMBK. 

8  Patrick  Brydone,  Esq.,  author  of  the  well-known  tour  in 
Sirily  and  Malta.  His  wife  was  a  daughter  of,  1'riucipal 
Robertson. 
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his  sheep,  ewe  and  lamb  together,  at  two  guineas 
a-piece — wash  their  sheep  before  shearing — 7  or  81fe .  of 
•washing  wool  in  a  fleece — low  markets,  consequently 
low  rents — fine  lands  not  above  sixteen  shillings  a  Scotch 
acre— magnificence  of  fanners  and  farm-houses — come 
up  Teviot  and  up  Jed  to  Jedburgh  to  lie,  and  so  wish 
myself  a  good  night.  1 

WEDNESDAY. — Breakfast  with  Mr in  Jedburgh 

— a  squabble  between  Mrs  ,  a  crazed,  talkative 

slattern,  and  a  sister  of  hers,  an  old  maid,  respecting  a 
relief  minister — Miss  gives  Madam  the  lie;  and  Madam, 
by  way  of  revenge,  upbraids  her  that  she  laid  snares  to 
entangle  the  said  minister,  then  a  widower,  in  the  net 
of  matrimony — Go  about  two  miles  out  of  Jedburgh  to 
a  roup  of  parks — meet  a  polite  soldier-like  gentleman, 
Captain  Rutherford,  who  had  been  many  years  through 
the  wilds  of  America,  a  prisoner  among  the  Indians — 
charming,  romantic  situation  of  Jedburgh,  with  gardens, 
orchards,  &c.  intermingled  among  the  houses — fine  old 
ruins — a  once  magnificent  cathedral,  and  strong  castle. 
All  the  towns  here  have  the  appearance  of  old,  rude 


1  Jedburgh — This  fine  old  woodland  burgh  is  situated  on  Jed 
water,  a  tributary  of  the  Teviot,  at  the  distance  of  ten  miles 
from  Kt'lso  and  fifty  from  Edinburgh.  While  possessing-  gome 
distinction  as  the  head  town  of  Roxburghshire,  and  a  seat  of 
the  circuit  court  of  justiciary,  it  cannot  be  considered  as  a 
manufacturing  town  ;  and  the  population  scarcely  reaches  4000. 
The  abbey,  of  which  the  ruins  still  tower  above  all  the  existing 
domestic  buildings,  was  founded  early  in  the  twelfth  century  ; 
and  even  at  that  early  time  the  town  was  of  some  note.  lu  the 
time  of  Henry  VIII.  there  were  here  a  castle,  six  towers  or 
bastile  houses,  and,  if  we  can  believe  a  dispatch  of  Lord  Sur- 
rey's, twice  as  many  houses  as  in  Berwick-upon-Tweed.  The 
importance  of  the  town  is  supposed  to  have  declined  in  conse- 
quence of  the  union. 

The  town  occupies  the  slope  of  a  hill,  along  which  the  prin- 
cipal street  ranges,  terminating  in  an  eminence  formerly  the 
site  of  the  castle  of  Jedburgh,  but  now  that  of  the  county  jail. 
The  ruined  abbey  is  in  the  centre  of  the  town.  The  only  part 
of  this  structure  of  which  any  remains  exist,  is  the  church, 
which  has  been  in  the  form  of  a  cross,  230  feet  in  length.  The 
nave,  north  transept,  and  central  tower,  are  still  tolerably 
entire,  anrl  form,  in  the  opinion  of  the  late  Mr  Archibald  Elliot, 
architect,  the  most  perfect  and  beautiful  specimen  of  the  Saxon 
and  early  Gothic  in  Scotland.  The  lower  arches  are  all  in  the 
former  style,  while  the  upper,  apparently  of  considerably  later 
construction,  are  Gothic  •.  a  Norman  door  in  the  west  end  is 
much  admired  for  its  curious  mouldings,  and  a  St  Catherine's 
wheel  at  the  top  of  the  same  gable  is  a  conspicuous  feature 
On  the  south  side  of  the  choir  is  a  small  chapel,  once  used  as 
the  parish  school ;  it  possesses  some  interest  in  the  eyes  of 
strangers,  as  the  place  where  the  poet  of  the  Seasons  obtained 
liis  elementary  education.  The  environs  of  Jedburgh  are 
extremely  beautiful— sylvan  and  primitive.  The  Jed  rushes 
down  from  its  native  moon)  under  steep  scaurs  and  hanging 
woods,  the  remains  of  the  ancient  forest  of  Jedburgh,  from 
which  the  English  borders  were  erst  kept  in  trouble.  Here  a 
nodding  tower,  there  an  old  corn-mill ;  here  a  beautiful  glade, 
there  a  green  brae  :  scarcely  any  town  in  the  south  of  Scotland 
ran  he  said  to  be  more  delightfully  circumstanced.  Near  Fer- 
niehirst  Castle,  the  decaying  seat  of  the  old  Kerrs  of  Ferniehirst, 
so  renowned  in  border  story,  there  is  a  tree  named  the  King  of 
the  Wood,  and  well  so  named,  seeing  that  it  is  a  hundred  feet 
high,  and  fourteen  feet  in  girth  at  three  feet  from  the  ground. 
On  a  haugh  near  by,  there  is  another  capital  specimen  of  the 
old  forest,  named  the  Capon  Tree,  measuring  twenty-one  feet 
in  girth,  and  bourgeoning  out  into  a  surprising  complexity  of 
ramification. 

The  magistrates  of  Jedburgh  gave  Burns  the  freedom  of  their 
!  urgh,  with  its  usual  accompaniment  of  a  treat  at  the  inn.  It 
is  remembered  in  the  town  that,  while  this  treat  wa»  in  the 
course  of  being  discussed,  the  poet,  ever  jealous  of  his  inde- 
pendence, left  the  room,  and  endeavoured — need  we  add,  in 
vain' — to  prevail  on  the  landlord  to  accept  of  payment  of 
•  biu. 


grandeur,  but  the  people  extremely  idle— Jed  a  fine 
romantic  little  river. 

Dine  with  Captain  Rutherford — the  captain  a  polite 
fellow,  fond  of  money  in  his  farming  way;  showed  a 
particular  respect  to  my  hardship — his  lady  exactly  a 
proper  matrimonial  second  part  for  him.  Miss  Ruther- 
ford a  beautiful  girl,  but  too  far  gone  woman  to  expose 
so  much  of  a  fine  swelling  bosom — her  face  very  fine. 

Return  to  Jedburgh — walk  up  Jed  with  some  ladies 
to  be  shown  Love-lane  and  Blackburn,  two  fairy  scenes. 
Introduced  to  Mr  Potts,  writer,  a  very  clever  fellow; 
and  Mr  Somerville,  the  clergyman  of  the  place,  a  man, 
and  a  gentleman,  but  sadly  addicted  to  punning.  2  The 

walking  party  of  ladies,  Mrs  and  Miss her 

sister,  before  mentioned.  N.  B. — These  two  appear  still 
more  comfortably  ugly  and  stupid,  and  bore  me  most 

shockingly.    Two  Miss tolerably  agreeable.    Miss 

Hope,  a  tolerably  pretty  girl,  fond  of  laughing  and  fun. 
Miss  Lindsay,  a  good-humoured,  amiable  girl;  rather 
short  et  embonpoint,  but  handsome,  and  extremely  grace- 
ful—beautiful hazel  eyes,  full  of  spirit,  and  sparkling 
with  delicious  moisture — an  engaging  face — tin  tout 
ensemble  that  speaks  her  of  the  first  order  of  female 
minds — her  sister,  a  bonnie,  strapping  rosy,  sonsie  lass. 
Shake  myself  loose,  after  several  unsuccessful  efforts,  of 

Mrs and  Miss  ,  and,  somehow  or  other,  get 

hold  of  Miss  Lindsay's  arm.  My  heart  is  thawed  into 
melting  pleasure  after  being  so  long  frozen  up  in  the 
Greenland  bay  of  indifference,  amid  the  noise  and  non- 
sense of  Edinburgh.  Miss  seems  very  well  pleased 
with  my  hardship's  distinguishing  her,  and  after  some 
slight  qualms,  which  I  could  easily  mark,  she  sets  the 
titter  round  at  defiance,  and  kindly  allows  me  to  keep 
my  hold;  and  when  parted  by  the  ceremony  of  my 
introduction  to  Mr  Somerville,  she  met  me  half,  to 
resume  my  situation.  Nota  Bene — The  poet  within  a 

point  and  a  half  of  being in  love— I  am  afraid 

my  bosom  is  still  nearly  as  much  tinder  as  ever. 

The*  old,  cross-grained,  whiggish,  ugly,  slanderous 
Miss  ,  with  all  the  poisonous  spleen  of  a  disap- 
pointed, ancient  maid,  stops  me  very  unseasonably  to 
ease  her  bursting  breast,  by  falling  abusively  foul  on  the 
Miss  Lindsays,  particularly  on  my  Dtilcinea; — I  hardly 
refrain  from  cursing  her  to  her  face  for  daring  to  mouth 
her  calumnious  slander  on  one  of  the  finest  pieces  of 
the  workmanship  of  Almighty  Excellence!  Sup  at  Mr 

's;  vexed  that  the  Miss  Lindsays  are  not  of  the 

supper  party,  as  they  only  are  wanting.     Mrs and 

Miss still  improve  infernally  on  my  hands. 

Set  oat  next  morning  for  "Wauchope,  the  seat  of  my 
correspondent,  Mrs  Scott  —  breakfast  by  the  way  with 
Dr  Elliot,  an  agreeable,  good-hearted,  climate-beaten, 
old  veteran,  in  the  medical  line,  now  retired  to  a 
romantic,  but  rather  moorish  place,  on  the  banks  of  the 
Roole — ho  accompanies  us  almost  to  Wauchope— we 
traverse  the  country  to  the  top  of  Bochester,  the  scene 
of  an  old  encampment,  and  Woolee  Hill. 

Wauchope— Mr  Scott  exactly  the  figure  and  fare 
commonly  given  to  Sancho  Panza — very  shrewd  in  his 
fanning  matters,  and  not  unfrequently  stumbles  on  what 


2  Dr  Somerville  was  author  of  two  laborious  works  on 
British  history,  and  survived  to  be  the  oldest  minister  of  the 
Chun  h  of  Scotland  in  his  day,  dying  in  1830,  at  theage  nf  ninety, 
and  when  he  had  officiated  as  minister  of  Jedbnrgh  for  fifty- 
seven  years.  It  is  said,  that,  after  seeing  Burns'  reference  to 
his  habit  of  punning,  Dr  Somerville  never  punned  more.  A 
«on  of  Dr  Somerville  is  husband  to  the  well-known  Mrt-  .Smnrr. 
ville,  the  writer  on  astronomy. 
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may  be  called  a  strong  thing  rather  than  a  good  thing.  [  MONDAY.— Come  to  Invcrleithing,  a  famous  shaw 
Mrs  Scctt  all  the  sense,  taste,  intrepidity  of  face,  and  and  in  the  vicinity  of  the  palace  of  Traquair,  where 
bold,  critical  decision,  which  usually  distinguish  female  having  dined,  and  drunk  some  Galloway-whey,  I  hera 
authors.  Sup  with  Mr  Potts— agreeable  party.  Break-  j  remain  till  to-morrow— saw  Elibanks  and  Elibraes,  on 
fast  next  morning  with  Mr  Somerville — the  bruit  of  the  other  side  of  the  Tweed. 


Miss  Lindsay  and  my  hardship,  by  means  of  the  inven- 
tion and  malice  of  Miss .  Mr  Somerville  sends  to 

Dr  Lindsay,  begging  him  and  family  to  bre.-ikfast  if 
convenient,  but  at  all  events  to  send  Miss  Lindsay; 
accordingly,  Miss  Lindsay  only  comes.  I  find  Miss 
Lindsay  would  soon  play  the  devil  with  me — I  met  with 
some  little  flattering  attentions  from  her.  Mrs  Somer- 
ville an  excellent,  motherly,  agreeable  woman,  and  a 

fine  family.  Mr  Ainslie  and  Mrs  S ,  junrs.,  with 

Mr ,  Miss  Lindsay,  and  myself,  go  to  see  Estluir,  a 

very  remarkable  woman  for  reciting  poetry  of  all  kinds, 
and  sometimes  making  Scotch  doggerel  herself — she 
can  repeat  by  heart  almost  every  thing  she  has  ever 
read,  particularly  Pope's  Homer  from  end  to  end  —  has 
studied  Euclid  by  herself,  and,  in  short,  is  a  woman  of 
very  extraordinary  abilities.  On  conversing  with  her  I 
find  her  fully  equal  to  the  character  given  of  her.  I  She 
is  very  much  flattered  that  I  send  for  her,  and  that  she 
sees  a  poet  who  has  put  out  a  book,  as  she  says.  She  is, 
among  other  things,  a  great  florist,  and  is  rather  past 
the  meridian  of  once  celebrated  beauty. 

I  walk  in  Esther's  garden  witli  Miss  Lindsay,  and 
after  some  little  chit-chat  of  the  tender  kind,  I  pre- 
sented her  with  a  proof  print  of  my  nob,  which  she 
accepted  with  something  more  tender  than  gratitude. 

She  told  me  many  little  stories  which  Miss had 

retailed  concerning  her  and  me,  with  prolonging 
pleasure — God  bless  her !  Was  waited  on  by  the 
magistrates,  and  presented  with  the  freedom  of  the 
burgh. 

Took  farewell  of  Jedburgh,  with  some  melancholy, 
disagreeable  sensations.  Jed,  pure  be  thy  crystal 
streams,  and  hallowed  thy  sylvan  banks  !  Sweet  Isa- 
bella Lindsay,  may  peace  dwell  in  thy  bosom,  uninter- 
rupted, except  by  the  tumultuous  throbbings  of  raptur- 
ous love !  That  love-kindling  eye  must  beam  on  another, 
not  on  me— that  graceful  form  must  bless  another's 
arms,  not  mine ! 

KELSO. — Dine  with  the  farmers'  club— all  gentlemen, 
talking  of  high  matters — each  of  them  keeps  a  hunter 
from  £30  to  £.50  value,  and  attends  the  fox-huntings  in 
the  county — go  out  with  Mr  Ker,  one  of  the  club,  and 
a  friend  of  Mr  Ainslie's,  to  lie — Mr  Ker,  a  most  gentle- 
manly, clever,  handsome  fellow,  a  widower,  with  some 
fine  children — his  mind  and  manner  astonishingly  like 
my  dear  old  friend  Robert  Muir,  in  Kilmarnock — every 
thing  in  Mr  Ker's  most  elegant — he  offers  to  accompany 
me  in  my  English  tour.  Dine  with  Sir  Alexander  Don 
—a  pretty  clever  fellow,  but  fur  from  being  a  match  for 
his  divine  lady  2  A  very  wet  day  *  *  *.  Sleep  at 
Stodrig  again,  and  set  out  for  Melrose— visit  Dryburgh, 
a  fine  old  ruined  abbey — still  bad  weather — cross 
Leader,  and  come  up  Tweed  to  Melrose— dine  there, 
and  visit  that  far-famed,  glorious  ruin— come  to  Selkirk, 
up  Ettrick— the  whole  country  hereabout,  both  on 
Tweed  and  Ettrick,  remarkably  stony. 


1  '  This  extraordinary  woman  then  moved  in  a  very  humble 
walk  of  life -the  wife  of  a  common  working  gardentr.  She  is 
etill  living;  ami,  if  1  am  rightly  informed,  her  time  is  principally 
occupied  in  her  attentions  to  n  little  day-school,  which  not  being 
sufficient  for  her  subsistence,  she  it  obliged  to  solicit  the  charity 
of  her  benevolent  neighbours.  "Ah,  who  would  love  the 
tyre!"'— CROMRK.  1808. 

•2  Lady  Harriet  Don,  sister  of  the  Karl  of  Glencairn. 


TUESDAY. — Drnnk  tea  yesternight  at  Pirn,  with  Mr 
Horsburgh.  Breakfasted  to  day  with  Mr  Ballantyne 
of  Hollowlee.  Proposal  for  a  four-horse  team,  to  con- 
sist of  Mr  Scott  of  Wauchope,  Fittieland;  Logan  of 
Logan,  Fittiefur:  Ballantyne  of  Hollowlee,  Forewynd; 
Horsburgh  of  Horsburgh.  Dine  at  a  country  inn,  kept 
by  a  miller,  in  Earlston,  the  birth-place  and  residence 
of  the  celebrated  Thomas  a  Rhymer — saw  the  ruins  of 
his  castle— come  to  Berry  well. 

WEDNESDAY. — Dine  at  Dunse  with  the  farmers'  club 
company — impossible  to  do  them  justice — Rev.  Mr 
Smith  a  famous  punster,  and  Mr  Meikle  a  celebrated 
mechanic,  and  inventor  of  the  thrashing-mill. 

THURSDAY. — Breakfast  at  Berrywell,  and  walk  into 
Dunse  to  see  a  famous  knife  made  by  a  cutler  there, 
and  to  be  presented  to  an  Italian  prince.  A  plensant 
ride  with  my  friend  MrlRobert  Ainslie,  and  his  sister, 
to  Mr  Thomson's,  a  man  who  has  newly  commenced 
farmer,  and  has  married  a  Miss  Patty  Grieve,  formerly 
a  flame  of  Mr  Robert  Ainslie's.  Company — Miss  Jacky 
Grieve,  an  amiable  sister  of  Mrs  Thomson's,  and  Mr 
Hood,  an  honest,  worthy,  facetious  farmer  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. 

FRIDAY. — Ride  to  Berwick— an  idle  town,  rudely 
picturesque.  Meet  Lord  Errol  in  walking  round  the 
walls — his  Lordship's  flattering  notice  of  me.  Dine 
with  Mr  Clunzle,  merchant  —  nothing  particular  in 
company  or  conversation.  Come  up  a  bold  shore,  and 
over  a  wild  country,  to  Eyemputh — sup  and  sleep  at 
Mr  Grieve's. 

SATURDAY. — Spend  the  day  at  Mr  Grieve's— made  a 
royal  arch  mason  of  St  Abb's  Lodge.  3  Mr  William 
Grieve,  the  eldest  brother,  a  joyous,  warm-heartedjolly. 
clever  fellow — takes  a  hearty  glass,  and  sings  a  good 
song.  Mr  Robert,  his  brother,  and  partner  in  tnide,  a 
good  fellow,  but  says  little.  Take  a  sail  after  dinner. 
Fishing  of  all  kinds  pays  tythes  at  Eyemouth. 

SUNDAY. — A  Mr  Robinson,  brewer  at  Ednam,  sets  out 
with  us  to  Dunbar. 

The  Miss  Grieves  very  good  girls.  My  hardship's 
heart  got  a  brush  from  Miss  Betsy. 

Mr  William  Grieve's  attachment  to  the  family-circle; 
so  fond,  that  when  he  is  out,  which  by  the  bye  is  often 
the  case,  he  cannot  go  to  bed  till  he  see  if  all  his  sisters 
are  sleeping  well.  Pass  the  famous  Abbey  of  Cohling- 
ham,  and  Pease-bridge.  Call  at  Mr  Sheriff's,  where 
Mr  A.  and  I  dine.  Mr  S.  talkative  and  conceited.  I 
talk  of  love  to  Nancy  the  whole  evening,  while  her 
brother  escorts  home  some  companions  like  himself. 
Sir  James  Hall  of  Dunglass,  having  heard  of  my  being 
in  the  neighbourhood,  comes  to  Mr  Sheriff's  to  break- 


3  The  entry  made  on  this  occasion  in  the  Lodge  books  is  as 
follows: — 

"EYFMOUTH,  19TH  MAY,  1787. 

"  At  a  general  encampment  lield  this  day.  the  following 
brethren  were  made  Royal  Arch  Masons,  viz. — Robert  Burns, 
from  the  Lodge  of  St  James's,  Tarbolton,  Ayrshire,  and  Robert 
Ainslie,  from  the  Lodge  of  St  Luke's,  Edinburgh,  by  JHIIIUS 
Carmichael,  Win.  Grieve,  Daniel  Dow.  John  Clay,  Robert 
Grieve.  &c.  &c.  Robert  Ainslie  paid  one  guinea  admission 
dues ;  but  on  account  of  R.  Bnrns's  remarkable  poetical  genius, 
the  enc.'impment  unanimously  agreed  to  admit  him  gratis,  and 

I  Considered  themselves  honoured  by  having-  a  man  of  such  shiu- 

!  ing  abilities  for  one  of  their  companions." 
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fast — takes  me  to  see  his  fine  scenery  on  the  stream  of    may  thy  bosom  never  be  wrung  by  the  evils  of  this  life 

Dunglass  — Ditngl.tss  the  most  romantic  sweet  place  I     of  sorrows,  or  by  the  viliany  of  this  world's  sons! 

ever  saw — Sir  James  and  his  lady  a  pleasant  happy  !      THURSDAY. — Mr  Ker  and  I  set  out  to  dinner  at  Mr 

couple.     He  points  out  a  walk  for  which  he  has  nn  '  Hood's,  on  our  way  to  England. 

uncommon  respect,  as  it  was  made  by  an  nunt  of  his  to         I  am  taken  extremely  ill  with  strong  feverish  symp- 

whom  he  owes  much.  toms,  and  take  a  servant  of  Mr  Hood's  to  watch  me  all 

Miss will  accompany  me  to  Dunbar,  by  way  of    night — embittering  remorse  scares  my  fancy   at   the 

making  a  parade  of  me  as  a  sweetheart  of  hers,  among  !  gloomy  forebodings  of  death.    I  am  determined  to  live 


her  relations.  She  mounts  an  old  cart- horse,  as  huge 
and  as  lean  as  a  house;  a  rusty  old  side  saddle  without 
girth,  or  stirrup,  but  fastened  on  with  an  old  pillion- 
girth — herself  as  fine  as  hands  could  make  her,  in 
cream-coloured  riJing  clothes,  hat  and  feather,  &c.  I, 
ashamed  of  my  situation,  ride  like  the  devil,  and  almost 
shake  her  to  pieces  on  old  Jolly — get  rid  of  her  by 
refusing  to  call  at  her  uncle's  with  her. 

Passed  through  the  most  glorious  corn  country  I  ever 
saw,  till  I  reach  Dunbar,  a  neat  little  town.  Dine  with 
Provost  Fall,  an  eminent  merchant,  and  most  respect- 
able character,  but  undescribable,  as  he  exhibits  no 
marked  traits.  Mrs  Fall  a  genius  in  painting:  fully 
more  clever  in  the  fine  arts  and  sciences  than  my  friend 
Lady  Wauchope,  without  her  consummate  assurance 
of  her  own  abilities.  Call  with  Mr  Robinson  (who,  by 
the  bye,  I  find  to  be  a  worthy,  much  respected  man, 
very  modest;  warm,  social  heart,  which  with  less  good 
sense  than  his  would  be,  perhaps,  with  the  children  of 
prim  precision  and  pride,  rather  inimical  to  that  respect 
which  is  man's  due  from  man) — with  him  I  call  on  Miss 
Clarke,  a  maiden,  in  the  Scotch  phnse,  " yude  enough, 
Litt  no  brent  new:"  a  clever  woman,  with  tolerable  pre- 
•tensions  to  remark  and  wit;  while  time  had  blown  the 
blushing  bud  of  bashful  modesty  into  the  flower  of  easy 
confidence.  She  wanted  to  see  what  sort  of  raree  sliow 
an  author  was;  and  to  let  him  know,  that  though  Dunbar 
w;is  but  a  little  town,  yet  it  was  not  destitute  of  people 
of  parts. 

Breakfast  next  morning  at  Skateraw,  at  Mr  Lee's,  a 
farmer  of  great  note.  Mr  Lee  an  excellent,  hospitable, 
social  fellow,  rather  oldish — warm-hearted  and  chatty 
— a  most  judicious,  sensible  farmer.  Mr  Lee  detains 
me  till  next  morning.  Company  at  dinner — My  Rev. 
acquaintance  Dr  Bowmakcr,  a  reverend,  rattling  old 
fellow.  Two  sea  lieutenants;  a  cousin  of  the  landlord's, 
a  fellow  whose  looks  are  of  that  kind  which  deceived 
me  in  a  gentleman  at  Kelso,  and  has  often  deceived  me: 
a  goodly  handsome  figure  and  face,  which  incline  one 
to  give  them  credit  for  parts  which  they  have  not.  Mr 
Clarke  a  much  cleverer  fellow,  but  whose  looks  a  little 
cloudy,  and  his  appearance  rather  ungainly,  with  an 
every-day  observer  may  prejudice  the  opinion  against 
him.  Dr  Brown,  a  medical  young  gentleman  from 
Dunbar,  a  fellow  whose  face  and  manners  are  open  and 
engaging.  Leave  Skateraw  for  Dunse  next  day,  along 
with  collector ,  a  lad  of  slender  abilities,  and  bash- 
fully diffident  to  an  extreme. 

Found  Miss  Ainslie,  the  amiable,  the  sensible,  the 
good-humoured,  the  sweet  Miss  Ainslie,  all  alone  at 
Bi-rrywell.  Heavenly  powers,  who  know  the  weakness 
of  human  hearts,  support  mine!  What  happiness  must 
I  see,  only  to  remind  me  that  I  cannot  enjoy  it! 

Lammcr-mnir  hills,  from  East  Lothian  to  Dunse,  very 
wild.  Dine  with  the  farmers' club  at  Kelso.  Sir  John 
Hume  and  Mr  Lumsden  there,  but  nothing  worth 
remembrance  when  the  following  circumstance  is  con- 
sidered— I  walk  into  Dunse  before  dinner,  and  out  to 
Berrywell  in  the  evening  witli  Miss  Ainslie — how  well- 
bred,  how  frank, how  good  she  is!  Charming  I'awhae,!! 


for  the  future  in  such  a  manner  as  not  to  be  scared  at 
the  approach  of  death — I  am  sure  I  could  meet  him 
with  indifference,  but  for  "  the  something  beyond  the 
grave."  Mr  Hood  agrees  to  accompany  us  to  England 
if  we  will  wait  till  Sunday. 

FRIDAY. — I  go  with  Mr  Hood  to  see  a  roup  of  an 
unfortunate  farmer's  stock — rigid  economy,  and  decent 
industry,  do  you  preserve  me  from  being  the  principal 
dramatis  persona  in  such  a  scene  of  horror  ! 

Meet  my  good  old  friend  Mr  Aiuslie,  who  calls  on 
Mr  Hood  in  the  evening  to  take  farewell  of  my  bard- 
ship.  This  day  I  feel  myself  warm  with  sentiments  of 
gratitude  to  the  Great  Preserver  of  men,  who  has  kindly 
restored  me  to  health  and  strength  once  more. 

A  pleasant  walk  with  my  young  friend,  Douglas 
Ainslie,  a  sweet,  modest,  clever  young  fellow. 

SUNDAY. — Cross  Tweed,  and  traverse  the  moors, 
through  a  wild  country,  till  I  reacli  Alnwick — Alnwick 
Castle,  a  seat  of  the  Duke  of  Northumberland,  furnished 
in  a  most  princely  manner.  A  Mr  Wilkin,  agent  of  his 
grace's,  shows  us  the  house  and  policies.  Mr  Wilkiu  a 
discreet,  sensible,  ingenious  man. 

MONDAY. — Come,  still  through  by-ways,  to  Wark- 
worth,  where  we  dine.  Hermitage  and  old  castle. 
Warkworth  situated  very  picturesque,  with  Coquet 
Island,  a  small  rocky  spot,  the  seat  of  an  old  monastery, 
facing  it  a  little  in  the  sea,  and  the  small  but  romantic 
river  Coquet  running  through  it.  Sleep  at  Morpeth,  a 
pleasant  enough  little  town,  and  on  next  day  to  New- 
castle. Meet  with  a  very  agreeable,  sensible  fellow,  a 
Mr  Chattox,  who  shows  us  a  great  many  civilities,  and 
who  dines  and  sups  with  us. 

WEDNESDAY. — I -eft  Newcastle  early  in  the  morning, 
and  rode  over  a  fine  country  to  Hexham  to  breakfast — 
from  Hexham  to  Wardrue,  the  celebrated  Spa,  where 
we  slept. 

THURSDAY. — Reach  Longtown  to  dine,  and  part  there 
with  my  good  friends,  Messrs  Hood  and  Ker.  A  hiring 
day  in  Longtown.  I  am  uncommonly  happy  to  see  so 
many  young  folks  enjoying  life.  I  come  to  Carlisle. 
(Meet  a  strange  enough  romantic  adventure  by  the  way, 
in  falling  in  with  a  girl  and  her  married  sister — the  girl, 
after  some  overtures  of  gallantry  on  my  side,  sees  me  a 
little  cut  with  the  bottle,  and  offers  to  take  me  in  for  a 
Gretna-green  affair.  I,  not  -being  quite  such  a  gull  as 
she  imagines,  make  an  appointment  with  her,  by  way 
of  vice  la  bagatelle,  to  hold  a  conference  on  it  when 
we  reach  town.  I  meet  her  in  town,  and  give  her  .1 
brush  of  caressing,  and  a  bottle  of  cider;  but  finding 
herself  tin  pen  trompe  in  her  man,  she  sheers  off  )  Next 
day  I  meet  my  good  friend,  Mr  Mitchell,  and  walk 
with  him  round  the  town  and  its  environs,  and  through 
his  printing-works,  &c. — four  or  five  hundred  people 
employed,  many  of  them  women  and  children.  Dir.e 
with  Mr  Mitchell,  and  leave  Carlisle.  Come  by  the 
coast  to  Annan.  Overtaken  on  the  way  by  a  curious 
old  fish  of  a  shoemaker,  and  miner,  from  Cumberland 
mines. 


[Here  the  manuscript  abruptly 
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Having  spent  three  weeks  in  exploring  this  in- 
teresting scenery,  Burns  crossed  over  into  North- 
umberland. Mr  Ker  and  Mr  Hood,  two  gentle- 
men with  whom  he  had  become  acquainted  in 
the  course  of  his  tour,  accompanied  him.  He 
visited  Alnwick-Castle,  the  princely  seat  of  the 
Duke  of  Northumberland;  the  hermitage  and  old 
castle  of  Warkworth  ;  Morpeth,  and  Newcastle. 

In  this  last  town  he  spent  two  days,  and  then 

proceeded  to  the  south-west  by  Hexham  and 
Wardrue,  to  Carlisle. — After  spending  a  few  days 
at  Carlisle  with  his  friend  Mr  Mitchell,  he  re- 
turned into  Scotland,  and  at  Annan  his  journal 
terminates  abruptly. 

Of  the  various  persons  with  whom  he  became 
acquainted  in  the  course  of  this  journey,  he  has,  in 
general,  given  some  account;  and  almost  always 
a  favourable  one.  That  on  the  banks  of  the  Tweed, 
and  of  the  Tiviot,  our  bard  should  find  nymphs 
that  were  beautiful,  is  what  might  be  confidently 
presumed.  Two  of  these  are  particularly  described 
in  his  journal.  But  it  does  not  appear  that  the 
scenery,  or  its  inhabitants,  produced  any  effort  of 
his  muse,  as  was  to  have  been  wished  and  ex- 
pected. From  Annan,  Burns  proceeded  to  Dum- 
fries, and  thence  through  Sanquhar,  to  Mossgiel, 
near  Mauchline,  in  Ayrshire,  where  he  arrived 
about  the  8th  of  June,  1787,  after  a  long  absence 
of  six  busy  and  eventful  months.  It  will  easily 
be  conceived  with  what  pleasure  and  pride  he  was 
received  by  his  mother,  his  brothers,  and  sisters. 
He  had  left  them  poor,  and  comparatively  friend- 
less: he  returned  to  them  high  in  public  estima- 
tion, and  easy  in  his  circumstances.  He  returned 
to  them  unchanged  in  his  ardent  affections,  and 
ready  to  share  with  them  to  the  uttermost  far- 
thing, the  pittance  that  fortune  had  bestowed. 

Having  remained  with  them  a  few  days,  he 
proceeded  again  to  Edinburgh,  and  immediately  set 
out  on  a  journey  to  the  Highlands.  Of  this  tour 
no  particulars  have  been  found  among  his  manu- 
scripts. A  letter  to  his  friend  Mr  Ainslie,  dated 
Arrochar,  June  28,  1787,  commences  as  follows: 

"  I  write  you  this  on  my  tour  through  a  country 
where  savage  streams  tumble  over  savage  moun- 
tains, thinly  overspread  with  savage  flocks,  which 
starvingly  support  as  savage  inhabitants.  My 
last  stage  was  Inverary — to-morrow  night's  stage, 
Dumbarton.  I  ought  sooner  to  have  answered 
your  kind  letter,  but  you  know  I  am  a  man  of 
many  sins." 

Part  of  a  letter  from  our  Bard  to  a  friend, 
giving  some  account  of  his  journey,  has  been 
communicated  to  the  Editor  since  the  publication 
of  the  last  edition.  The  reader  will  be  amused 
with  the  following  extract:1 

1  See  the  letter  given  in  full  in  the  General  Correspondence, 
No.  LXX.  v 


From  this  journey  Burns  returned  to  his  friends 
in  Ayrshire,  with  whom  he  spent  the  month  of 
July,  renewing  his  friendships,  and  extending  his 
acquaintance  throughout  the  county,  where  he 
was  now  very  generally  known  and  admired.  In 
August  he  again  visited  Edinburgh,  whence  he 
undertook  another  journey  towards  the  middle  of 
this  month,  in  company  with  Mr  M.  Adair,  now 
Dr  Adair,  of  Harrowgate,  of  which  this  gentle- 
man has  favoured  us  with  the  following  account. 

"  Burns  and  Heft  Edinburgh  together  in  August, 
1787.  We  rode  by  Linlithgow  and  Carron,  to 
Stirling.  We  visited  the  iron- works  at  Carron, 
with  which  the  poet  was  forcibly  struck.  The 
resemblance  between  that  place  and  its  inhabi- 
tants, to  the  cave  of  the  Cyclops,  which  must  have 
occurred  to  every  classical  reader,  presented  itself 
to  Burns.  At  Stirling  the  prospect  from  the 
castle  strongly  interested  him;  in  a  former  visit 
to  which,  his  national  feelings  had  been  power- 
fully excited  by  the  ruinous  and  roofless  state  of 
the  hall  in  which  the  Scottish  parliaments  had 
been  held.  His  indignation  had  vented  itself  in 
some  imprudent,  but  not  unpoetical  lines,  which 
had  given  much  offence,  and  which  he  took  this 
opportunity  of  erasing,  by  breaking  the  pane  of 
the  window  at  the  inn  on  which  they  were 
written. 

"  At  Stirling  we  met  with  a  company  of  travel- 
lers from  Edinburgh,  among  whom  was  a  char- 
acter in  many  respects  congenial  to  that  of  Burns. 
This  was  Nicol,  one  of  the  teachers  of  the  High 
Grammar- School  at  Edinburgh — the  same  wit 
and  power  of  conversation ;  the  same  fondness 
for  convivial  society,  and  thoughtlessness  of  to- 
morrow, characterized  both.  Jacobitical  principles 
in  politics  were  common  to  both  of  them ;  and  these 
have  been  suspected,  since  the  revolution  of 
France,  to  have  given  place  in  each,  to  opinions 
apparently  opposite.  I  regret  that  I  have  pre- 
served no  memorabilia  of  their  conversation, 
either  on  this  or  on  other  occasions,  when  I  hap- 
pened to  meet  them  together.  Many  songs  were 
sung;  which  I  mention  for  the  sake  of  observing, 
that  when  Burns  was  called  on  in  his  turn,  he  was 
accustomed,  instead  of  singing,  to  recite  one  or 
other  of  his  own  shorter  poems,  with  a  tone  and 
emphasis,  which,  though  not  correct,  or  harmoni- 
ous, were  impressive  and  pathetic.  This  he  did 
on  the  present  occasion. 

"  From  Stirling  we  went  next  morning  through 
the  romantic  and  fertile  vale  of  Devon  to  Harvie- 
ston  in  Clackmannanfihire,  then  inhabited  by  Mrs 
Hamilton,  with  the  younger  part  of  whose  family 
Burns  had  been  previously  acquainted.  He  intro- 
duced me  to  the  family,  and  there  was  formed  my 
first  acquaintance  with  Mrs  Hamilton's  eldest 
daughter,  to  whom  I  have  been  married  for  nine 
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years.1  Thus  was  I  indebted  to  Burns  for  a  con- 
nexion from  which  I  have  derived,  and  expect 
further  to  derive,  much  happiness. 

"During  a  residence  of  about  ten  days  at 
Ilarvieston,  we  made  excursions  to  visit  various 
parts  of  the  surrounding  scenery,  inferior  to  none 
in  Scotland,  in  beauty,  sublimity,  and  romantic 
interest;  particularly  Castle  Campbell,  the  ancient 
seat  of  the  family  of  Argyle;  and  the  famous 
Cataract  of  the  Devon,  called  the  Caldron  Linn ; 
and  the  Rumbling  Bridge,  a  single  broad  arch, 
thrown  by  the  Devil,  if  tradition  is  to  be  believed, 
across  the  river,  at  about  the  height  of  a  hundred 
feet  above  its  bed 2  I  am  surprised  that  none  of 
these  scenes  should  have  called  forth  an  exertion 
of  Burns'  muse.  But  I  doubt  if  he  had  much 
taste  for  the  picturesque.  I  well  remember,  that 
the  ladies  at  Harvieston,  who  accompanied  us  on 
this  jaunt,  expressed  their  disappointment  at  his 
not  expressing  in  more  glowing  and  fervid  lan- 
guage, his  impressions  of  the  Caldron  Linn  scene, 
certainly  highly  sublime,  and  somewhat  horrible. 

"  A  visit  to  Mrs  Bruce  of  Clackmannan,  a  lady 
above  ninety,  the  lineal  descendant  of  that  race 
which  gave  the  Scottish  throne  its  brightest  orna- 
ment, interested  his  feelings  more  powerfully.  3 


1  See  a  notice  of  this  lady  at  page  20,  vol.  ii. 

2  See  a  description  of  this  bridge  in  Note  to  p.  185,  vol.  ii. 

3  It  will  not  be,  we  trust,  without  interest  that  the  reader 
beholds  a  genuine  portrait  of   this  fine  old  country  gentle- 
woman, engraved  from  a  painting  executed  in  1777,  when  she 
was  eighty-one  years  of  age,  and  which  is  now  the  property  of 
Hobert  Scott  Moncrieff,  Esq.,  of  Edinburgh. 

Catherine  Bruce  was  the  daughter  of  Alexander  Bruce,  Esq., 
of  the  family  of  Newton,  and  in  early  life  became  the  wife  of 
Henry  Bruce,  Esq.,  of  Clackmannan,  the  acknowledged  chief 
of  the  family  in  Scotland.  It  is  a  pity  that  her  superb  boast  as 
to  ancestry  is  not  supported  by  historical  antiquaries.  By 
these  scrupulous  gentlemen,  the  descent  of  her  father,  husband, 
and  other  landed  men  of  the  name,  cannot  be  traced  farther 
back  than  to  a  Sir  Robert  Bruce,  who  lived  in  the  age  follow- 
ing that  of  the  restorer  of  Scottish  independence,  and  whom 
King  David  II.,  in  a  charter  bestowing  on  him  the  lands  of 
Clackmannan  and  others,  styles  as  his  cousin.  Douglas,  indeed, 
in  his  Baronage,  states  tliat  this  first  Bruce  of  Clackmannan 
was  descended  of  John  Bruce,  a  younger  son  of  Robert,  usually 
styled  the  Competitor,  and  consequently  uncle  of  King  Robert; 
but  this,  being  unsupported  by  any  authority,  has  been  dropped 
by  Wood :  nor,  even  though  proved,  would  it  make  out  the 
king  to  have  been  less  than  the  chief  of  a  race,  of  which  the 
house  of  Clackmannan  were  cadets.  There  is  little  reason, 
however,  to  doubt  that  from  Sir  Robert,  first  of  Clackmannan, 
were  descended  the  families  of  Airth,  Kennet,  Kinnaird  (of 
whom  came  the  Abyssinian  traveller),  Kinloss  (of  whom  are 
the  Earls  of  Elgin),  Kinross,  Carnock  (of  whom  were  the  Earls 
of  Kincardine),  and  many  other  honourable  houses,  productive 
of  eminent  historical  men. 

On  the  death  of  Henry  Bruce  of  Clackmannan.  July  8,  1772, 


This  venerable  dame,  with  characteristical  dignity, 
informed  me,  on  my  observing  that  I  believed  she 
was  descended  from  the  family  of  Robert  Bruce, 
that  Robert  Bruce  was  sprung  from  her  family. 
Though  almost  deprived  of  speech  by  a  paralytic 
affection,  she  preserved  her  hospitality  and 
urbanity.  She  was  in  possession  of  the  hero's 
helmet  and  two-handed  sword,  with  which  she  con- 
ferred on  Burns  and  myself  the  honour  of  knight- 
hood, remarking,  that  she  had  a  better  right  to 
confer  that  title  than  some  people.  *  *  You 
will,  of  course,  conclude  that  the  old  lady's  politi- 
cal tenets  were  as  Jacobitical  as  the  poet's,  a  con- 
formity which  contributed  not  a  little  to  the 
cordiality  of  our  reception  and  entertainment. — 
She  gave  us  as  her  first  toast  after  dinner,  Awa.' 
Uncos,  or  Away  with  the  Strangers. — Who  these 
strangers  were,  you  will  readily  understand.  Mrs 
A.  corrects  me  by  saying  it  should  be  Hooi,  or 
Hooi  Uncos,  a  sound  used  by  shepherds  to  direct 
their  dogs  to  drive  away  the  sheep. 

"  We  returned  to  Edinburgh  by  Kinross  (on  the 
shore  of  Lochleven)  and  Queensferry.  I  am 
inclined  to  think  Burns  knew  nothing  of  poor 
Michael  Bruce,  who  was  then  alive  at  Kinross,  or 
had  died  there  a  short  while  before.  A  meeting 
between  the  bards,  or  a  visit  to  the  deserted  cot- 
tage and  early  grave  of  poor  Bruce,  would  have 
been  highly  interesting.  4 

"  At  Dunfermline  we  visited  the  ruined  abbey 
and  the  abbey  church,  now  consecrated  to  Pres- 
byterian worship.  Here  I  mounted  the  cutty  stool, 
or  stool  of  repentance,  assuming  the  character  of 
a  penitent  for  fornication  ;  while  Burns  from  the 
pulpit  addressed  to  me  a  ludicrous  reproof  and 
exhortation,  parodied  from  that  which  had  been 
delivered  to  himself  in  Ayrshire,  where  he  had, 
as  he  assured  me,  once  been  one  of  seven  who 
mounted  the  seat  of  shame  together. 

"  In  the  church-yard  two  broad  flag-stones 
marked  the  grave  of  Robert  Bruce,  for  whose 
memory  Burns  had  more  than  common  venera- 
tion. He  knelt  and  kissed  the  stone  with  sacred 
fervour,  and  heartily  (suus  ut  mos  erat)  execrated 
the  worse  than  Gothic  neglect  of  the  first  of 
Scottish  heroes." 

The  surprise  expressed  by  Dr  Adair,  in  his 
excellent  letter,  that  the  romantic  scenery  of  the 
Devon  should  have  failed  to  call  forth  any  exer- 
tion of  the  poet's  muse,  is  not  in  its  nature  singu- 
without  surviving  issue,  the  main  line  of  his  family  became  j  &nd  the  disappointment  felt  at  his  not  expres- 
extinct.  His  widow  continued  to  reside  in  the  massive  old 


tower  of  the  family,  situated  on  a  hill  at  the  west  end  of  the 
town  of  ClHckmannan,  where  she  kept  the  sword  and  helmet 
said  to  have  been  worn  by  king  Robert  at  the  battle  of  Ban- 


she  had  regarded  as  the  chief  of  the  family  since  her  husband's 
death,  and  who  still  preserves  these  curiosities  with  great  carp 

nockburn.  The  vigour  of  body  and  enthusiasm  of  mind,  which  i  at  his  seat  of  Broomhall.  The  tower  where  the  family  flour- 
she  retained  in  old  age,  are  strikingly  indicated  in  the  fine  erect  ,  ished  so  lonir,  and  where  Burns  was  entertained,  has,  since  the 
carriage  of  the  accompanying  figure,  and  by  the  white  row  death  of  Mrs  Bruce,  fallen  into  ruin. 

planted  in  her  bosom.  She  survived  to  the  4tb  of  November,  |  4  Brace  died  twenty  years  before  this,  namely  in  1767.  Burn* 
1791,  when  she  had  reached  the  age  of  ninety-five.  The  sword  j  was  a  reader  of '  The  Mirror,'  and  could  not  but  know  of  Bruce, 
and  helmet  then  passed,  by  her  will,  to  the  Earl  of  Elgin,  whom  See,  besides  his  Letter,  No.  CCVIII.  p.  SCO,  vol.  11. 
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Bin- in  more  glowing  language  his  emotions  on  the  pleasure  was  greatly  heightened  in  his  mind,  as 
si-ht  of  the  famous  cataract  of  that  river,  is  might  be  expected,  when  combined  with  moral 
similar  to  what  was  felt  by  the  friends  of  Burns  emotions  of  a  kind  with  which  it  happily  unites. 
on  other  occasions  of  the  same  nature.  Yet  the  That  under  this  association  Burns  contemplated 
inference  that  Dr  Adair  seems  inclined  to  draw  the  scenery  of  the  Devon  with  the  eye  of  a 
from  it,  that  he  had  little  taste  for  the  picturesque,  genuine  poet,  some  lines  which  he  wrote  at  this 
might  be  questioned,  even  if  it  stood  uncontro-  j  very  period,  may  bear  witness.  3 
verted  by  other  evidence.  The  muse  of  Burns  |  The  different  journeys  already  mentioned  did 
was  in  a  high  degree  capricious;  she  came  uncalled,  '  not  satisfy  the  curiosity  of  Burns.  About  the 
and  often  refused  to  attend  at  his  bidding.  Of  beginning  of  September,  he  again  set  out  from 
all  the  numerous  subjects  suggested  to  him  by  his  j  Edinburgh  on  a  more  extended  tour  to  the  High- 
friends  and  correspondents,  there  is  scarcely  one  j  lands,  in  company  with  Mr  Nicol,  with  whom  he 
that  he  adopted.  The  very  expectation  that  a  !  had  now  contracted  a  particular  intimacy,  which 
particular  occasion  would  excite  the  energies  of  ]asted  during  the  remainder  of  his  life.  Mr  Nicol 


fancy,  if  communicated  to  Burns,  seemed  to  him, 
as  in  other  poets,  destructive  of  the  effect  expected. 
Hence  perhaps  may  be  explained,  why  the  banks 
of  the  Devon  and  of  the  Tweed  form  no  part  of 
the  subjects  of  his  song. 

A  similar  train  of  reasoning  may  perhaps  explain 
the  want  of  emotion  with  which  he  viewed  the 


was  of  Dumfriesshire,  of  a  descent  equally  humble 
with  our  poet.  Like  him  he  rose  by  the  strength 
of  his  talents,  and  fell  by  the  strength  of  his  pas- 
sions. He  died  in  the  summer  of  1797.  Having 
received  the  elements  of  a  classical  instruction  at 
his  parish-school,  Mr  Nicol  made  a  very  rapid  and 
singular  proficiency;  and  by  early  undertaking 


Caldron  Linn.  Certainly  there  are  no  affections  '  the  office  of  an  instructor  himself,  he  acquired 
of  the  mind  more  deadened  by  the  influence  of  i  the  means  of  entering  himself  at  the  Univer- 
previous  expectation,  than  those  arising  from  the  '  sity  of  Edinburgh.  There  he  was  first  a  student 
sight  of  natural  objects,  and  more  especially  of  of  theology,  then  a  student  of  medicine,  and  was 
objects  of  grandeur.  Minute  descriptions  of  '  afterwards  employed  in  the  assistance  and  instruc- 
scenes,  of  a  sublime  nature,  should  never  be  given  |  tion  of  graduates  in  medicine,  in  those  parts  of 
to  those  who  are  about  to  view  them,  particularly  j  their  exercises  in  which  the  Latirr  language  is 
if  they  are  persons  of  great  strength  and  sensibil-  j  employed.  In  this  situation  he  was  the  contem- 
ity  of  imagination.  Language  seldom  or  never  !  porary  and  rival  of  the  celebrated  Dr  Brown, 
conveys  an  adequate  idea  of  such  objects,  but  in  j  whom  he  resembled  in  the  particulars  of  his  his- 
the  mind  of  a  great  poet  it  may  excite  a  picture  !  tory,  as  well  as  in  the  leading  features  of  his  char- 
that  far  transcends  them.  The  imagination  of  j  acter.  The  office  of  assistant- teacher  in  the 
Burns  might  form  a  cataract,  in  comparison  with  j  High-school  being  vacant,  it  was,  as  usual,  filled 
which  the  Caldron  Linn  should  seem  the  purling  '  "P  by  competition :  and  in  the  face  of  some  pre- 
of  a  rill,  and  even  the  mighty  falls  of  Niagara,  an  judices,  and  perhaps  of  some  well-founded  objec- 
humble  cascade. l  tions,  Mr  Nicol,  by  superior  learning,  carried  it 

Whether  these  suggestions  may  assist  in  explain-    from  all  the  other  candidates.     This   office  he 
ing  our  Bard's  deficiency  of  impression  on  the  j  filled  at  the  period  of  which  we  speak, 
occasion  referred  to,  or  whether  it  ought  rather  |       It  is  to  be  lamented,  that  an  acquaintance  with 
to  be  imputed  to  some  pre-occupation,  or  indis-  j  the  writers  of  Greece  and  Rome  does  not  always 
position  of  mind,  we  presume  not  to  decide ;  but 

Currie,  surprised  with  the  calm  manner  in  which  Burns  con. 
templated  their  fine  scenery  on  Devon  Water ;  and  the  Doctor 
enters  into  a  little  dissertation  oh  the  subject,  showing  that  a 
man  of  Burns*  livi-ly  imagination  might  probably  have  formed 
anticipations,  which  the  realities  of  the  prospect  might  rather 
disappoint.  This  is  possible  enough  ;  but  I  suppose  few  will 
take  it  for  granted  that  Burns  surveyed  any  scenes,  either  ol 
beauty  or  of  grandeur,  without  emotion,  merely  because  he  did 
not  choose  to  be  ecstatic  for  the  benefit  of  a  company  of  ynung 
ladies.  He  was,  indeed,  very  impatient  of  interruption  on  such 
occasions.  I  have  heard  that,  riding  one  dark  night  near  Carron, 
his  companion  teased  him  with  noisy  exclamations  of  delight 
and  wonder,  whenever  an  opening  in  the  wood  permitted  them 
to  see  the  magnificent  blaze  of  the  furnaces.  •'  Look,  Burns ! 
Good  Heaven  !  look  !  look*!  what  a  glorious  sight !  "  "  Sir,'' 
said  Burns,  clapping  spurs  to  Jenny  Geddes,  "1  would  not 
look— look  at  your  bidding,  if  it  were  the  mouth  of  hell."'— 

J.  G.  LOCKHART. 

3  See  the  song  beginning, 

"  How  pleasant  the  banks  of  Ihe  clear  winding  Devon," 
p.  CO.  vol.  ii. 


that  he  was  in  general  feelingly  alive  to  the 
beautiful  or  sublime  in  scenery,  may  be  sup- 
ported by  irresistible  evidence.2  It  is  true  this 

1  This  reasoning-  might  be  extended,  with  some  modifications, 
to  objects  of  sight  of  every  kind.    To  have  formed  before-hand 
a  distinct  picture  in  the  mind,  of  any  interesting  person  or 
tiling,  generally  lessens  the  pleasure  of  the  first  meeting  with 
them.     Though  this  picture  be  not  superior,  or  even  equal  to 
the  reality,  still  it  can  never  be  expected  to  be  an  exact  resem- 
blance ;  and  the  disappointment  felt  at  finding  the  object  some- 
thing different  from  what  was  expected,  interrupts  and  dimin- 
ishes the  emotions  that  would  otherwise  be  produced.     In  such 
cases,  the  second  or  third  interview  gives  more  pleasure  than 
the  first. -See  "The  Elements  ot  the  Philosophy  of  the  Human 
Mind,"  by  Mr  Stewart,  p.  484.      Such  publications  as  "The 
Guide  to  the  Lakes,"  where  every  scene  is  described  in  the 
most  minute  manner,  and  sometimes  with  considerable  exag- 
geration of  language,  are  in  this  point  of  view  objectionable.— 
CUBRIE. 

2  'The  young  ladies  of  Harvieston  were,  according  to  Dr 
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supply  an  original  want  of  taste  and  correctness  fertile  coast  of  Fife,  as  we  go  down  to  that  dirty  ugly 

in  manners  and  conduct ;  and  where  it  fails  of  P^ce,  Borrowstoness— see  a  horse-race,  and  call  on  a 

this  effect,  it  sometimes  inflames  the  native  pride  ?*"££*?  ^col's,  a  Bailie  Cowan  of  whom  I  know 

,, .  too  little  to  attempt  Ins  portrait.     Come  through  the 


of  temper,  which  treats  with  disdain  those  delica- 
cies in  which  it  has  not  learned  to  excel.  It  was 
thus  with  the  fellow-traveller  of  Burns.  Formed 
by  nature  in  a  model  of  great  strength,  neither 
his  person  nor  his  manners  had  any  tincture  of 
taste  or  elegance ;  and  his  coarseness  was  not  com- 
pensated by  that  romantic  sensibility,  and  those 
towering  flights  of  imagination  which  distinguished 
the  conversation  of  Burns,  in  the  blaze  of  whose 
genius  all  the  deficiencies  of  his  manners  were 
absorded  and  disappeared. 

[Of  his  third  Northern  Tour,  Burns  left  the 
following  memoranda,  which  does  not  seem  to 
have  met  the  eye  of  Dr  Currie. 

HIGHLAND  TOUR:  AUG.  25— SEPT.  16, 1787. 
25TH  AUGUST,  1787. 

I  LEAVE  Edinburgh  for  a  northern  tour,  in  company 
with  my  good  friend,  Mr  Nicol,  whose  originality  of 
humour  promises  me  much  entertainment.  Linlithgow 
—  a  fertile  improved  country  —  West  Lothian.  The 
more  elegance  and  luxury  among  the  farmers,  I  always 
observe,  in  equal  proportion,  the  rudeness  and  stupidity 
of  the  peasantry.  This  remark  I  have  made  all  over 
the  Lothians,  Merse,  Roxburgh,  &c.  For  this,  among 
other  reasons,  I  think  that  a  man  of  romantic  taste,  a 
"  Man  of  Feeling,"  will  be  better  pleased  with  the 
poverty,  but  intelligent  minds  of  the  peasantry  in  Ayr- 
shire (peasantry  they  are  all  below  the  justice  of  peace) 
than  the  opulence  of  a  club  of  Merse  farmers,  when  at 
the  same  time  he  considers  the  vandalism  of  their 
plough-folks,  &c.  I  carry  this  idea  so  far,  that  an 
unenclosed,  half-improven  country  is  to  me  actually 
more  agreeable,  and  gives  me  more  pleasure  as  a  pro- 
spect, than  a  country  cultivated  like  a  garden.  Soil 
about  Linlithgow  light  and  thin.  The  town  carries 
the  appearance  of  rude,  decayed  grandeur — charmingly 
rural,  retired  situation.  The  old  royal  palace  a  toler- 
ably fine,  but  melancholy  ruin — sweetly  situated  on  a 
small  elevation,  by  the  brink  of  a  loch.  Shown  the 
room  where  the  beautiful  injured  Mary  Queen  of  Scots 
was  born — a  pretty  good  old  Gothic  church.  The  infa- 
mous stool  of  repentance  standing,  in  the  old  Romish 
way,  on  a  lofty  situation. 

What  a  poor,  pimping  business,  is  a  Presbyterian 
place  of  worship  ;  dirty,  narrow,  and  squalid  ;  stuck  in 
a  corner  of  old  popish  grandeur  such  as  Linlithgow, 
and  much  more  Melrose  !  Ceremony  and  show,  if  judi- 
ciously thrown  in,  absolutely  necessary  for  the  bulk  of 
mankind,  both  in  religious  and  civil  matters.  Dine.  Go 
to  my  friend  Smith's  at  Avon-field — find  nobody  but 
Mrs  Miller,  an  agreeable,  sensible,  modest,  good  body, 
as  useful  but  not  so  ornamental  as  Fielding's  Miss  Wes- 
tern— not  rigidly  polite  a  la  Francois,  but  easy,  hospit- 
able, and  housewifely. 

An  old  lady  from  Paisley,  a  Mrs  Lawson,  whom  I 

promise  to  call  for  in  Paisley — like  old  lady  W , 

and  still  more  like  Mrs  C ,  her  conversation  is 


pregnant  with  strong  sense  and  just  remark,  but  like 
them,  a  certain  air  of  self-importance  and  a  duresse  in 
the  eye,  seem  to  indicate,  as  the  Ayrshire  wife  observed 
of  her  cow,  that  "  she  had  a  mind  o'  her  ain." 

Pleasant  view  of  Dunfermline,  and  the  rest  of  the 
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to  attempt  his  portrait.  Come  throug 
rich  carse  of  Falkirk  to  pass  the  night.  Falkirk  nothing 
remarkable  except  the  tombof  Sir  John  theGraham,over 
which,  in  the  succession  of  time,  four  stones  have  been 
placed.  Camelon,  the  ancient  metropolis  of  the  Piots, 
now  a  small  village  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Falkirk. 
Cross  the  grand  canal  to  Carron.  Come  past  Larbert, 
and  admire  a  fine  monument  of  cast-iron  erected  by  Mr 
Bruce,  the  African  traveller,  to  his  wife. 

Pass  Dunipace,  a  place  laid  out  with  fine  taste— a 
charming  amphitheatre  bounded  by  Denny  village,  and 
pleasant  seats  down  the  way  to  Dunipace.  The  Carron 
running  down  the  bosom  of  the  whole,  makes  it  one  of 
the  most  charming  little  prospects  I  have  seen. 

Dine  at  Auchinbowie — Mr  Munro  an  excellent  worthy 
old  man — Miss  Munro  an  amiable,  sensible,  sweet  young 
woman,  much  resembling  Mrs  Grierson.  Come  to  Ban- 
nockburn.  Shown  the  old  house  where  James  III. 
finished  so  tragically  his  unfortunate  life.  The  field  of 
Bannockburn — the  hole  where  glorious  Bruce  set  his 
standard.  Here  no  Scot  can  pass  uninterested.  I 
fancy  to  myself  that  I  see  my  gallant,  heroic  country- 
men, coming  o'er  the  hill  and  down  upon  the  plun- 
derers of  their  country,  the  murderers  of  their  fathers; 
noble  revenge,  and  just  hate,  glowing  in  every  vein, 
striding  more  and  more  eagerly  as  they  approach  the 
oppressive,  insulting,  blood-thirsty  foe !  I  see  them 
meet  in  gloriously-triumphant  congratulation  on  the 
victorious  field,  exulting  in  their  heroic  royal  leader,  and 
rescued  liberty  and  independence!  Come  to  Stirling. 

MONDAY. — Go  to  Harvieston.  Go  to  see  Caudron 
Linn,  and  Rumbling  Brig,  and  Deil's  Mill.  Return  in 
the  evening.  Supper — Messrs  Doig,  the  Schoolmaster; 
Bell;  and  Captain  Forrester  of  the  castle — Doig  a 
queerish  figure,  and  something  of  a  pedant — Bell  a  joy- 
ous fellow,  who  sings  a  good  song — Forrester  a  merry 
swearing  kind  of  man,  with  a  dash  of  the  sodger. 

TUESDAY  MORNING. — Breakfast  with  Captain  Forres- 
ter— Ochil  hills — Devon  river — Forth  andTdth — Allan 
river — Strathallan,  a  fine  country,  but  little  improved 
— Cross  Earn  to  Crieff — Dine  and  go  to  Arbmchil — 
cold  reception  at  Arbruchil — a  most  romantically  plea- 
sant ride  up  Earn,  by  Auchtertyre  and  Comrie,  to 
Arbruchil — Sup  at  Crieff. 

WEDNESDAY  MORNING. — Leave  Crieff— Glen  Almond 
— Almond  River — Ossian's  grave— Loch  Freuch— Glen- 
qnaich — Landlord  and  landlady  remarkable  characters 
— Taymouth  —  described  in  rhyme  —  Meet  the  Hon. 
diaries  Townshend. 

THURSDAY. — Come  down  Tay  to  Dunkeld — Glenlyon 
House — Lyon  river — Druid's  Temple — three  circles  of 
stones — the  outermost  sunk — the  second  has  thirteen 
stones  remaining — the  innermost  has  eight — two  larue 
detached  ones  like  a  gate,  to  the  south-east— say  prayers 
hi  it — pass  Taybridge — Aberfeldy — described  in  rhyme 
— Castle  Menzies — Inver — Dr  Stewart — Sup. 

FRIDAY. — Walk  with  Mrs  Stewart  and  Beard  to  Bir- 
nam  top — fine  prospect  down  Tay — Craigieburn  hills — 
hermitage  on  the  Branwater,  with  a  picture  of  Ossian 
— breakfast  with  Dr  Stewart — Neil  Gow  plays — a  short, 
stout-built,  honest  Highland  figure,  with  his  greyish 
hair  shed  on  his  honest  social  brow — an  interesting  face, 
marking  strong  sense,  kind  openheartedness,  mixed 
with  unmistrusting  simplicity— visit  his  house — Mar- 
garet Gow. 

Ride  up  Tummel  river  to  Blair — Fascally  a  beautiful 


THE  LIFE  OF  BURNS. 


romantic  nest— wild  grandeur  of  the  pass  of  Killicrankie 
—visit  the  gallant  Lord  Dundee's  stone. 

Blair — Sup  with  the  Duchess— easy  and  happy  from 
the  manners  of  the  family — confirmed  in  my  good 
opinion  of  my  friend  Walker. 

SATURDAY. — Visit  the  scenes  round  Blair — fine,  but 
spoiled  with  bad  taste — Tilt  and  Gairie  rivers— Falls  on 
the  Tilt  —  heather  seat — ride  in  company  with  Sir 
William  Murray  and  Mr  Walker,  to  Loch  Tummel  — 
meanderings  of  the  Rannach,  which  runs  through  quon- 
dam Struan  Robertson's  estate  from  Loch  Rannach  to 
Loch  Tummel  —  dine  at  Blah-.  Company  —  General 
Murray — Captain  Murray,  an  honest  tar — Sir  William 
Murray,  an  honest,  worthy  man,  but  tormented  with 
the  hypochondria — Mrs  Graham,  belle  et  amiable — Miss 
Cathcart — Mrs  Murray,  a  painter — Mrs  King — Duchess 
and  fine  family,  the  Marquis,  Lords  James,  Edward, 
and  Robert — Ladies  Charlotte,  Emilia,  and  children 
dance — Sup — -Mr  Graham  of  Fin  tray. 

Come  up  the  Gairie — Falls  of  Bruar — Daldecairoch — 
Palwhinnie — Dine — Snow  on  the  hills  seventeen  feet 
deep — no  corn  from  Loch  Gairie  to  Dalwhinnie — cross 
the  Spey,  and  come  down  the  stream  to  Pitnin — straths 
rich — les  environs  picturesque — Craigow  hill — Ruthven 
of  Badenoch — barracks — wild  and  magnificent — Rothe- 
murche  on  the  other  side,  and  Glenmore— Grant  of 
Rothemurche's  poetry — told  me  by  the  Duke  of  Gordon 
— Strathspey,  rich  and  romantic — breakfast  at  Avie- 
more,  a  wild  spot — dine  at  Sir  James  Grant's — Lady 
Grant,  a  sweet,  pleasant  body — come  through  mist  and 
darkness  to  Dulsie,  to  lie. 

TUESDAY. — Findhorn  river — rocky  banks — come  on 
to  Castle  Cawdor,  where  Macbeth  murdered  king  Dun- 
can— saw  the  bed  on  which  king  Duncan  was  stabbed 
— dine  at  Kilravock — Mrs  Rose,  sen.,  a  true  chieftain's 
wife — Fort  George — Inverness. 

WEDNESDAY. — Loch  Ness — Braes  of  Ness — General's 
hut— Fall  of  Fyers— Urquhart  Castle  and  Strath. 

THURSDAY. — Come  over  Culloden  Muir — reflections 
on  the  field  of  battle — breakfast  at  Kilravock — old  Mrs 
Rose,  sterling  sense,  warm  heart,  strong  passions,  and 
honest  pride,  all  in  an  uncommon  degree — Mrs  Rose, 
junr.,  a  little  milder  than  the  mother:  this,  perhaps, 
owing  to  her  being  younger — Mr  Grant,  minister  at 
Colder,  resembles  Mr  Scott  at  Inverleithing — Mrs  Rose 
and  Mrs  Grant  accompany  us  to  Kildrummie — two 
young  ladies — Miss  Rose,  who  sang  two  Gaelic  songs, 
beautiful  and  lovely — Miss  Sophia  Brodie,  most  agreea- 
ble and  amiable — both  of  them  gentle,  mild ;  the  sweetest 
creatureson  earth,and  happiness  bewith  them!  Dine  at 
Nairn — fall  in  with  a  pleasant  enough  gentleman,  Dr 
Stewart,  who  had  been  long  abroad  with  his  father  in 
the  forty-five;  and  Mr  Falconer, a  spare,  irascible,  warm- 
hearted Norland,  and  a  nonjuror — Brodie  house,  to 
lie. 

FRIDAY.— Forres — famous  stone  at  Forres — Mr  Bro- 
die tells  me  that  the  muir  where  Shakspeare  lays  Mac- 
beth's  witch  meeting  is  still  haunted — that  the  country 
folks  won't  pass  it  by  night. 

*  *  *  * 

Venerable  ruins  of  Elgin  Abbey— a  grander  effect, 
at  first  glance,  than  Melrose,  but  not  so  beautiful — 
cross  Spey  to  Fochabers— fine  palace,  worthy  of  the 
generous  proprietor  —  dine.  Company  —  Duke  and 
Duchess,  Ladies  Charlotte  and  Magdeline,  Col.  Aber- 
crombie  and  Lady,  Mr  Gordon,  and  Mr ,  a  clergy- 
man, a  venerable  aged  figure — the  Duke  makes  me 
happier  than  ever  great  man  did — noble,  princely,  yet 


mild,  condescending,  and  affable;  gay  and  kind— tho 
Duchess  witty  and  sensible — God  bless  them ! 

Come  to  Cullen  to  lie — hitherto  the  country  is  sadly 
poor  and  unimproven. 

Come  to  Aberdeen — meet  with  Mr  Chalmers,  printer, 
a  facetious  fellow — Mr  Ross,  a  fine  fellow,  like  Profes- 
sor Tytler — Mr  Marshall,  one  of  the  poetee  minores — Mr 
Sheriffs,  author  of  "  Jamie  and  Bess,"  a  little  decrepid 
body,  with  some  abilities — Bishop  Skinner,  a  nonjuror. 
son  of  the  author  of  "  Tnllochgorum,"  a  man  whose 
mild,  venerable  manner,  is  the  most  marked  of  any  in 
so  young  a  man — Professor  Gordon,  a  good-natured, 
jolly-looking  Professor — Aberdeen,  a  lazy  town — near 
Stonchive,  the  coast  a  good  deal  romantic — meet  my 
relations — Robert  Bums,  writer  in  Stoneliive,  one  of 
those  who  love  fun,  a  gill,  and  a  punning  joke,  and  have 
not  a  bad  heart  —his  wife  a  sweet,  hospitable  body ,  with- 
out any  affectation  of  what  is  called  town-breeding. 

TUESDAY.— Breakfast  with  Mr  Burns— lie  at  Law- 
rence-kirk— Album  library — Mrs ,  a  jolly,  frank, 

sensible,  love-inspiring  widow — Howe  of  the  Mearns,  a 
rich,  cultivated,  but  still  unenclosed  country. 

WEDNESDAY.— Cross  North  Esk  river  and  a  rich 
country  to  Craigow. 

*  *  *  * 

Go  to  Montrose ;  that  finely  situated  handsome  town 
— breakfast  at  Mnthie,  and  sail  along  that  wild,  rocky 
coast,  and  see  the  famous  caverns,  particularly  the 
Gairiepot — land  and  dine  at  Arbroath — stately  ruins  of 
Arbroath  Abbey — come  to  Dundee,  through  a  fertile 
country — Dundee  a  low-lying,  but  pleasant  town — old 
steeple— Tayfrith— Broughty  Castle,  a  finely  situated 
ruin,  jutting  into  the  Tay. 

FRIDAY. — Breakfast  with  the  Miss  Scotts — Miss  Bess 
Scott  like  Mrs  Greenfield — my  bardship  almost  in  love 
with  her  —  come  through  the  rich  harvests  and  fine 
hedge-rows  of  the  Carse  of  Gowrie,  along  the  romantic 
margin  of  the  Grampian  hills,  to  Perth— fine,  fruitful, 
hilly,  woody  country  round  Perth. 

SATURDAY  MORNING. — Leave  Perth — come  up  Strath- 
earn  to  Endermay— fine,  fruitful,  cultivated  Strath — 
the  scene  of  "  Bessy  Bell  and  Mary  Gray"  near  Perth 
— fine  scenery  on  the  banks  of  the  May — Mrs  Belches, 
gawcie,  frank,  affable,  fond  of  rural  sports,  hunting,  &c. 
— Lie  at  Kinross — reflections  in  a  fit  of  the  colic. 

SUNDAY  [Sept.  16.] — Pass  through  a  cold,  barren 
country  to  Queensferry— dine — cross  the  ferry,  and  on 
to  Edinburgh.] 

Mr  Nicol  and  our  poet  travelled  in  a  postchaise, 
which  they  engaged  for  the  journey,  and  passing 
through  the  heart  of  the  Highlands,  stretched 
northwards,  about  ten  miles  beyond  Inverness. 
Here  they  bent  their  course  eastward,  across  the 
island,  and  returned  by  the  shore  of  the  German 
sea  to  Edinburgh.  In  the  course  of  this  tour, 
some  particulars  of  which  will  bo  found  in  a  letter 
of  our  bard,  addressed  to  his  brother,1  they 
visited  a  number  of  remarkable  scenes,  and  the 
imagination  of  Burns  was  constantly  excited  by 
the  wild  and  sublime  scenery  through  which  he 
passed.  Of  this  several  proofs  may  be  found  in 
the  poems  composed  in  the  course  of  this  tour.  2 


1  See  General  Correspondence,  No.  L XXIX.  p.  187,  vol.  ii. 

2  See  "  Lines  on  gearing  some  water-fowl  iu  Lo«-h-Turit,  a 
clxxviii 
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Of  the  history  of  one  of  these  poems,  '  The  Hum- 
ble Petition  of  Bruar  Water,'  and  of  the  bard's 
visit  to  Athole  House,  some  particulars  will  be 
found  in  a  letter  dated  Inverness  5th  September, 
(No.  LXXVIII.  p.  336.)  and  by  the  favour  of  Mr 
Walker  of  Perth,  1  then  residing  in  the  family  of 
the  Duke  of  Athole,  we  are  enabled  to  give  the 
following  additional  account: — 

"  On  reaching  Blair,  he  sent  me  notice  of  his 
arrival  (as  I  had  been  previously  acquainted  with 
him,)  and  I  hastened  to  meet  him  at  the  inn. 
The  Duke,  to  whom  he  brought  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction, was  from  home ;  but  the  Duchess,  being 
informed  of  his  arrival,  gave  him  an  invitation  to 
eup  and  sleep  at  Athole  House.  He  accepted  the 
invitation;  but  as  the  hour  of  supper  was  at  some 
distance,  begged  I  would  in  the  interval  be  his 
guide  through  the  grounds.  It  was  already 
growing  dark  ;  yet  the  softened  though  faint  and 
uncertain  view  of  their  beauties,  which  the  moon- 
light afforded  us,  seemed  exactly  suited  to  the 
state  of  his  feelings  at  the  time.  I  had  often,  like 
others,  experienced  the  pleasures  which  arise 
from  the  sublime  or  elegant  landscape,  but  i  never 
saw  those  feelings  so  intense  as  in  Burns.  When 
we  reached  a  rustic  hut  on  the  river  Tilt,  where 
it  is  overhung  by  a  woody  precipice,  from  which 
there  is  a  noble  water-fall,  he  threw  himself  on 
the  heathy  seat,  and  gave  himself  up  to  a  tender, 
abstracted,  and  voluptuous  enthusiasm  of  imagi- 
nation. I  cannot  help  thinking  it  might  have  been 
here  that  he  conceived  the  idea  of  the  following 
lines,  which  he  afterwards  introduced  into  his 
poem  on  '  Bruar  Water,'  when  only  fancying  such 
a  combination  of  objects  as  were  now  present  to 
his  eye: — 

4  Or,  by  the  reaper's  nightly  beam, 

Mild,  chequering-  through  the  trees, 
Rave  to  my  darkly-dashing  stream, 
Hoarse-swelling  on  the  breete. 

"  It  was  with  much  difficulty  I  prevailed  on  him 
to  quit  this  spot,  and  to  be  introduced  in  proper 
time  to  supper. 

"  My  curiosity  was  great  to  see  how  he  would 
conduct  himself  in  company  so  different  from  what 
he  had  been  accustomed  to.2  His  manner  was 
unembarrassed,  plain,  and  firm.  He  appeared  to 
have  complete  reliance  on  his  own  native  good 
sense  for  directing  his  behaviour.  He  seemed  at 
once  to  perceive  and  to  appreciate  what  was  due 
to  the  company  and  to  liimself,  and  never  to  for- 
get a  proper  respect  for  the  separate  species  of 
dignity  belonging  to  each.  He  did  not  arrogate 


wild  scene  among  the  hills  of  Ohtertyre,-'  p.  89.  "  Lines 
u-ritten  with  a  pencil  over  the  Chimney-piece,  in  the  Inn  at 
Kenmore,  Taymouth," p.  SO.  "Lines  written  with  a  pencil 
standing-  by  the  fall  of  Fyers,  near  Lochness,"  p.  92. 

I  &se  a  notice  of  Mr  Josial.  Walker  in  Note  vol.H.  p.  186. 

9  In  the  preceding  winter,  Bums  had  been  in  company  of 


conversation,  but,  when  led  into  it,  he  spoke  with 
ease,  propriety,  and  manliness.  He  tried  to  exert 
his  abilities,  because  he  knew  it  was  ability  alone 
gave  him  a  title  to  be  there.  The  Duke's  fine 
young  family  attracted  much  of  his  admiration ; 
he  drank  their  healths  as  "honest  men  and  bonnie 
lasses,"  an  idea  which  was  much  applauded  by  the 
company,  and  with  which  he  has  very  felicitously 
closed  his  poem.3 

"  Next  day  I  took  a  ride  with  him  through 
some  of  the  most  romantic  parts  of  that  neigh- 
bourhood, and  was  highly  gratified  by  his  conver- 
sation. As  a  specimen  of  his  happiness  of  concep- 
tion and  strength  of  expression,  I  will  mention  a 
remark  which  he  made  on  his  fellow-traveller, 
who  was  walking  at  the  time  a  few  paces  before 
us.  He  was  a  man  of  a  robust  but  clumsy  person; 
and  while  Burns  was  expressing  to  me  the  value 
he  entertained  for  him  on  account  of  his  vigorous 
talents,  although  they  were  clouded  at  times  by 
coarseness  of  manners ;  '  in  short,'  he  added,  '  his 
mind  is  like  his  body,  he  has  a  confounded  strong 
in-knee'd  sort  of  a  soul.' 

"  Much  attention  was  paid  to  Burns  both  before 
and  after  the  Duke's  return,  of  which  he  was  per- 
fectly sensible,  without  being  vain;  and  at  his 
departure  I  recommended  to  him,  as  the  most 
appropriate  return  he  could  make,  to  write  some 
descriptive  verses  on  any  of  the  scenes  with  which 
he  had  been  so  much  delighted.  After  leaving 
Blair,  he,  by  the  Duke's  advice,  visited  the  Falls 
of  Bruar,  and  in  a  few  days  I  received  a  letter 
from  Inverness,  with  the  verses  inclosed." 

It  appears  that  the  impression  made  by  our 
poet  on  the  noble  family  of  Athole,  was  in  a  high 
degree  favourable ;  it  is  certain  he  was  charmed  • 
with  the  reception  he  received  from  them,  and 
he  often  mentioned  the  two  days  he  spent  at 
Athole  House  as  amongst  the  happiest  of  his  life. 
He  was  warmly  invited  to  prolong  his  stay,  but 
sacrificed  his  inclinations  to  his  engagement  with 
Mr  Nicol ;  which  is  the  more  to  be  regretted,  as  he 
would  otherwise  have  been  introduced  to  Mr  Dun- 
das4  (then  daily  expected  on  a  visit  to  the  Duke,) 
a  circumstance  that  might  have  had  a  favourable 
influence  on  Burns's  future  fortunes.  At  Athole 
House  he  met,  for  the  first  time,  Mr  Graham  of 
Fintray,  to  whom  he  was  afterwards  indebted  for 
his  office  in  the  Excise. 

The  letters  and  poems  which  he  addressed  to 
Mr  Graham,  bear  testimony  of  his  sensibility,  and 
justify  the  supposition,  that  he  would  not  have 
been  deficient  in  gratitude  had  he  been  elevated 


the  highest  rank  in  Edinburgh;  but  this  description  of  his  man. 
ners  is  perfectly  applicable  to  liis  first  appearance  in  such 
society.- CUBRIE. 

3  See  The  Humble  Petition  of  Brnar  \Vater,  p.  91. 

4  Afterwards  Lord  Melville — the  most  influential  member  i 
Pitt's  ministry. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  BURNS. 


to  a  situation  better  suited  to  his  disposition  and 
to  his  talents. 

A  few  days  after  leaving  Blair  of  Athole,  our 
poet  and  his  fellow-traveller  arrived  at  Fochabers. 
In  the  course  of  the  preceding  winter  Burns  had 
been  introduced  to  the  Duchess  of  Gordon  at 
Edinburgh,  and  presuming  on  this  acquaintance, 
he  proceeded  to  Gordon-Castle,  leaving  Mr  Nicol 
at  the  inn  in  the  village.  At  the  castle,  our  poet 
was  received  with  the  utmost  hospitality  and  kind- 
ness, and  the  family  being  about  to  sit  down  to 
dinner,  he  was  invited  to  take  his  place  at  table 
as  a  matter  of  course.  This  invitation  he  accepted, 
and  after  drinking  a  few  glasses  of  wine,  he  rose 
up,  and  proposed  to  withdraw.  On  being  pressed 
to  stay,  he  mentioned,  for  the  first  time,  his 
engagement  with  his  fellow-traveller;  and  his 
noble  host  offering  to  send  a  servant  to  conduct 
Mr  Nicol  to  the  castle,  Burns  insisted  on  under- 
taking that  office  himself.  He  was,  however, 
accompanied  by  a  gentleman,  a  particular  acquain- 
tance of  the  Duke,  by  whom  the  invitation  was 
delivered  in  all  the  forms  of  politeness.  The  invi- 
tation came  too  late;  the  pride  of  Nicol  was 
inflamed  into  a  high  degree  of  passion,  by  the 
neglect  which  he  had  already  suffered.  He  had 
ordered  the  horses  to  be  put  to  the  carriage,  being 
determined  to  proceed  on  his  journey  alone ;  and 
they  found  him  parading  the  streets  of  Fochabers, 
before  the  door  of  the  inn,  venting  his  anger  on 
the  postillion,  for  the  slowness  with  which  he 
obeyed  his  commands.  As  no  explanation  nor 
entreaty  could  change  the  purpose  of  his  fellow- 
traveller,  our  poet  was  reduced  to  the  necessity 
of  separating  from  him  entirely,  or  of  instantly 
proceeding  with  him  on  their  journey.  He  chose 
the  last  of  these  alternatives ;  and  seating  himself 
beside  Nicol  in  the  post-chaise,  with  mortification 
and  regret,  he  turned  his  back  on  Gordon  Castle, 
where  he  had  promised  himself  some  happy  days. 
Sensible,  however,  of  the  great  kindness  of  the 
noble  family,  he  made  the  best  return  in  his 
power,  by  the  poem  beginning, 

"  Streams  that  glide  in  orient  plains."  1 

Burns  remained  at  Edinburgh  during  the  greater 
part  of  the  winter,  1787-8,  and  again  entered  into 
the  society  and  dissipation  of  that  metropolis.  It 
appears  that  on  the  31st  day  of  December,  he 
attended  a  meeting  to  celebrate  the  birth-day  of 
the  lineal  descendant  of  the  Scottish  race  of  kings, 
the  late  unfortunate  Prince  Charles  Edward. 
Whatever  might  have  been  the  wish  or  purpose 
of  the  original  institutors  of  this  annual  meeting, 
there  is  no  reason  to  suppose  that  the  gentlemen 
of  whom  it  was  at  this  time  composed,  were  not 


1   See  vol.  ii.  p.  24. 


perfectly  loyal  to  the  King  on  the  throne.  It  is 
not  to  be  conceived  that  they  entertained  any 
hope  of,  any  wish  for,  the  restoration  of  the  House 
of  Stuart;  but,  over  their  sparkling  wine,  they 
indulged  the  generous  feelings  which  the  recollec- 
tion of  fallen  greatness  is  calculated  to  inspire; 
and  commemorated  the  heroic  valour  which  strove 
to  sustain  it  in  vain — valour  worthy  of  a  nobler 
cause,  and  a  happier  fortune.  On  this  occasion 
GUI*  bard  took  upon  himself  the  office  of  poet- 
laureate,  and  produced  an  ode,  which,  though 
deficient  in  the  complicated  rhythm  and  polished 
versification  that  such  compositions  require,  might 
on  a  fair  competition,  where  energy  of  feelings 
and  of  expression  were  alone  in  question,  have 
won  the  butt  of  Malmsey  from  the  real  laureate 
of  that  day. 

The  following  extracts  may  serve  as  a  specimen: 

False  flatterer,  Hope,  away  ? 
Nor  think  to  lure  us  as  in  days  of  yore : 

We  solemnize  this  sorrowing  natal  day, 
To  prove  our  loyal  truth — we  can  no  more  : 

And,  owning  Heaven's  mysterious  s.vay, 
Submissive,  low,  adore. 

Ye  honoured,  mighty  dead ! 
Who  nobly  perished  in  the  glorious  cause, 
Your  king,  your  country,  and  her  laws  ! 

From  great  Dundee,  who  smiling  victory  led, 
And  fell  a  martyr  in  her  arms, 
(What  breast  of  northern  ice  but  warms  ?) 

To  bold  Balmerino's  undying  name, 

Whose  soul  of  fire,  lighted  at  Heaven's  high  flame, 
Deserves  the  proudest  wreath  departed  heroes  claim.  2. 

Nor  unrevenged  your  fate  shall  be, 

It  only  lags  the  fatal  hour ; 
Your  blood  shall  with  incessant  cry 

Awake  at  last  th'  unsparing  power. 
As  from  the  cliff,  with  thundering  course, 

The  snowy  ruin  smokes  along, 
With  doubling  speed  and  gathering  force, 
Till  deep  it  crashing  whelms  the  cottage  in  the  vale  ! 

In  relating  the  incidents  of  our  poet's  life  in 
Edinburgh,  we  ought  to  have  mentioned  the  senti- 
ments of  respect  and  sympathy  with  Avhich  he 
traced  out  the  grave  of  his  predecessor  Fergusson, 
over  whose  ashes,  in  the  Canongate  church-yard, 
he  obtained  leave  to  erect  an  humble  monument, 
which  will  be  viewed  by  reflecting  minds  with  no 
common  interest,  and  which  will  awake  in  the 
bosom  of  kindred  genius,  many  a  high  emotion.  3 
Neither  should  we  pass  over  the  continued-friend- 


2  In  the  first  part  of  this  ode  there  is  some  beautiful  imagery, 
which  the  Poet  afterwards  interwove  in  a  happier  manner  in 
the  '  Chevalier's  Lament.'    But  if  there  were  no  other  reasons 
for  omitting  to  print  the  entire  poem,  the  want  of  originality 
would  be  sufficient.     A  considerable  part  of  it  ia  a  kind  of  rant, 
for  which  indeed  precedent  may  be  cited  in  various  other  birth- 
day odes,  but  with  which  it  is  impossible  to  go  along. — CURRIE. 

3  The  Correspondence  with  the  kirk-session  will  be  found 
among  the  Poet's  letters.    It  may  be  here  mentioned,  that  the 
monument  which  Burns  raised  to  the  unfortunate  Fergusson, 
cost  him  £5,  and  was  executed  by  Mr  Burn,  father  of  the  pre- 
sent distinguished  architect. 
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TAKES  THE  FARM  OF  ELLISLAND. 


chip  be  experienced  from  a  poet  then  living,  the  I  weft  nor  woof.'     He  said  he  had  not  changed  a 


amiable   and   accomplished    Blacklock. — To    his  I  word  except  one,  to  please  Dr  Blair."2 
encouraging  advice  it  was  owing  (as  lias  already 

appeared)  that  Burns,  instead  of  emigrating  to  the  Having  settled  with  his  publisher,  Mr  Creech, 
West  Indies,  repaired  to  Edinburgh.  He  received  in  February,  1788,  Burns  found  himself  master  of 
him  there  with  all  the  ardour  of  affectionate  ;  nearly  five  hundred  pounds,  after  discharging  all 
admiration ;  he  eagerly  introduced  him  to  the  his  expenses. 3  Two  hundred  pounds  he  immedi- 
respectable  circle  of  his  friends;  he  consulted  his  ;  ately  advanced  to  his  brother  Gilbert,  who  had 
interest;  he  blazoned  his  fame;  he  lavished  upon  taken  upon  himself  tho  support  of  their  aged 
him  all  the  kindness  of  a  generous  and  feeling  ,  mother,  and  was  struggling  with  many  difficulties 
heart,  into  which  nothing  selfish  or  envious  ever  in  the  farm  at  Mossgiel.  With  the  remainder  of 
found  admittance.1  Among  the  friends  to  whom  this  sum,  and  some  further  eventual  profits  from  his 

poems,  he  determined  on  settling  himself  for  life 
in  the  occupation  of  agriculture,  and  took  from 
Mr  Miller,  of  Dalswinton,  the  farm  of  Ellisland, 
on  the  banks  of  the  river  Nith,  six  miles  above 
Dumfries,  on  which  he  entered  at  Whitsunday, 
1788.  Having  been  previously  recommended  to 
the  Board  of  Excise,  his  name  had  been  put  on 


he  introduced  Burns  was  Mr  Ramsay  of  Ochter- 
tyre,  to  whom  our  poet  paid  a  visit  in  the  Autumn 
of  1787,  at  his  delightful  retirement  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Stirling,  and  on  the  banks  of  the 
Teith.  Of  tkis  visit  we  have  the  following  par- 
ticulars: 

"  I  have  been  in  the  company  of  many  men  of 
genius,"  says  Mr  Ramsay,  "  some  of  them  poets ; 
but  never  witnessed  such  flashes  of  intellectual 
brightness  as  from  him,  the  impulse  of  the  moment, 
sparks  of  celestial  fire !  I  never  was  more 
delighted,  therefore,  than  with  his  company  for 
two  days,  tete-a-tete.  In  a  mixed  company  I 
should  have  made  little  of  him ;  for,  in  the  game- 
ster's phrase,  he  did  not  always  know  when  to 
play  off  and  when  to  play  on.  *  *  *  I  not 
only  proposed  to  him  the  writing  of  a  play  similar 
to  the  Gentle  Shepherd,  qualem  decet  esse  sororem, 
but  Scottish  Oeorgics,  a  subject  which  Thomson 
has  by  no  means  exhausted  in  his  Seasons.  What 
beautiful  landscapes  of  rural  life  and  manners 
might  not  have  been  expected  from  a  pencil  so 
faithful  and  forcible  as  his,  which  could  have 
exhibited  scenes  as  familiar  and  interesting  as 
those  in  the  Gentle  Shepherd,  which  every  one 
who  knows  our  swains  in  their  unadulterated  state, 
instantly  recognises  as  true  to  nature.  But  to 
have  executed  either  of  these  plans,  steadiness 
and  abstraction  from  company  were  wanting,  not 
talents.  When  I  asked  him  whether  the  Edin- 
burgh literati  had  mended  his  poems  by  their 
criticisms.  '  Sir,'  said  he,  '  these  gentlemen 
remind  me  of  some  spinsters  in  my  country,  who 
spin  their  thread  so  fine  that  it  is  neither  fit  for 

1  '  There  was,  perhaps,  never  one  among  all  mankind,  whom 
you  might  more  truly  have  called  an  angel  upon  earth,  than  Dr 
Blacklock :  he  was  guileless  and  innocent  as  a  child,  yet 
endowed  with  manly  sagacity  and  penetration ;  his  heart  was 
%  perpetual  spring  of  overflowing  benignity  ;  his  feelings  were 
all  tremblingly  alive  to  the  sense  of  the  sublime,  the  beautiful,  the 
tender,  the  pious,  the  virtuous : — poetry  was  to  him  the  dear 
solace  of  perpetual  blindness ;  cheerfulness,  even  to  gaiety, 
was.  notwithstanding  that  irremediable  misfortune  under  which 
belaboured,  long  the  predominant  colour  of  his  mind  in  his 
latter  years ;  when  the  gloom  might  otherwise  have  thickened 
around  him,  hope,  faith,  devotion  the  most  fervent  and  sublime, 
exalted  his  mind  to  heaven,  and  made  him  maintain  his  wonted 
cheerfulness,  in  the  expectation  of  a  speedy  dissolution.' — 
ROBERT  UF.RON. 


the  list  of  candidates  for  the  humble  office  of  a 
gauger  or  exciseman  ;  and  he  immediately  applied 
to  acquiring  the  information  necessary  for  filling 
that  office,  when  the  honourable  Board  might 


2  This  incorrigibility  of  Burns  extended,  however,  only  to 
his   poems   printed   before   he   arrived  in   Edinburgh ;  for  in 
regard  to  his  unpublished  poems,  he  was  amenable  to  criticism, 
of  which  many  proofs  might  be  given. — CURKIE.    The  one 
word,  which  the  Poet  altered  to  please  his  reverend  mentor, 
has,  fortunately,  been  remembered.     One  day  when  Burns  was 
reading  over  his  '  Holy  Fair'  in  Dr  Blair's  presence,  the  latter 
stopped  him  at  the  couplet — 

For  Russel  speels  the  holy  door, 

Wi'  tidings  o'  Salvation 

•  Stay,'  said  the  Doctor,  'read  Damnation. '  'Burns,'  sn\§ 
Lockhart,  'improved  the  wit  of  this  verse  undoubtedly  by 
adopting  the  emendation ;  but  he  gave  another  strange  speci- 
men of  want  of  tact,  when  he  insisted  that  Dr  Blair,  one  of  the 
most  scrupulous  observers  of  clerical  propriety,  should  permit 
him  to  acknowledge  the  obligation  in  a  note.' 

3  Some  discrepancy  seems  to  exist  in  the  accounts  as  to  the 
emolument  which  Burns  derived  from  the  publication  of  hit 
poems. 

'  Mr  Niml  the  most  intimate  friend  Burns  had  at  this  time,1 
says  Lockhart,  '  writes  to  .Mr  John  Lewars,  excise  officer  at 
Dumfries,  immediately  on  hearing  of  the  Poet's  death : — "  He 
certainly  told  me,  that  he  received  £600  for  the  first  Edinburgh 
edition,  and  XI 00  afterwards  f»r  the  copy-right."  Dr  Currie 
states  the  gross  product  of  Creech's  edition  at  £500,  and  Burns 
himself,  in  one  of  his  printed  letters,  at  £400  only.  Nicol  hints, 
in  the  letter  already  referred  to,  that  Burns  had  contracted 
debts  while  in  Edinburgh,  which  he  might  not  wish  to  avow 
on  all  occasions;  and  if  we  are  to  believe  this,  and  as  it  is  pro- 
bable, the  expense  of  printing  the  subscription  edition,  should, 
moreover,  be  deducted  from  the  £700  stated  by  Mr  Nicol— the 
apparent  contradictions  in  these  stories  may  be  pretty  nearly 
reconciled.  There  appears  to  be  reason  for  thinking  that 
Creech  subsequently  paid  more  than  £100  for  the  copy-right. 
If  he  had  not,  how  came  Burns  to  realize,  as  Currie  states  it  at 
the  end  of  his  memoir,  "nearly  £900  in  all  by  his  poems.' " 

This  suggestion  appears  to  be  borne  out  by  a  statement  ol 
Heron's,  which  Lockhart  seems  to  have  overlooked.  '  Mr 
Creech  has  obligingly  informed  me,'  says  the  former,  'that  the 
whole  sum  paid  to  the  Poet,  for  the  copy-right,  and  for  the 
subscription  copies  of  his  book,  amounted  to  nearly  £1100.  Out 
of  this  sum,  indeed,  the  expenses  of  printing  the  edition  for  the 
subscribers,  were  to  be  deducted.  I  have  likewise  reason  to 
believe,  that  he  had  consumed  a  much  larger  proportion  of  these 
gains  than  prudence  could  approve,  while  he  superintended  th« 
impression,  paid  his  court  to  his  patrons,  and  waited  the  full 
payment  of  the  subscription  money.' 
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judge  it  proper  to  employ  him.  He  expected  to  [  ployed  two  of  his  friends,  skilled  in  the  value  ol 
be  called  into  service  in  the  district  in  which  his  land,  to  examine  it,  and  with  their  approbation 
farm  was  situated,  and  vainly  hoped  to  unite  with  offered  a  rent  to  Mr  Miller,  which  was  immedi- 
success  the  labours  of  the  farmer  with  the  duties  ately  accepted.  It  was  not  convenient  for  Mrs 
of  the  exciseman.  

When  Burns  had  in  this  manner  arranged  his 

was  composed !— at  the  extremity  of  the  other,  and  on  the  left 

plans  for  futurity,  his  generous  heart   turned   to     hand,  as  we  approach  the  house  by  its  ordinary  access.     There 

the   obiect   of  his  most   ardent   attachment,   and,     is  a  separate  garden  a  little  to  the  east ;  but  tl:is  is  said  to  have 

,  been  formed  since  Hums'  time.    From  the  front  of  the  house, 

listening  to  no  considerations  but  those  of  honour  ;  a  path.Way  winds  down  the  bank  towards  a  little  slip  of  holm 
and  affection,  he  joined  with  her  in  a  public  here  left  by  the  river,  a  spot  where  children  rejoice  to  weave 
declaration  of  marriage,  thus  legalizing  their 
union,  and  rendering  it  permanent  for  life. 

Before  Burns  was  known  in  Edinburgh,  a  speci- 

•   j  i.  •»«•        building  at  the  top  of  the  pathway ;  but  this  was  raised  by  the 

men  Ot  his  poetry  had  recommended   him  to   Mr     j,entleman  who  bought  the  farm  from  Mr  Miller,  several  years 
Miller    of    Dalswinton.        Understanding    that   he  j  after  it  had  been  deserted  by  Burns, 
intended  to  resume  the  life  of  a  farmer,  Mr  Miller 
had  invited  him,  in  the  spring  of  1787,  to  view 
his  estate  in  Nithsdale,  offering  him  at  the  same 
time  the  choice  of  any  of  his  farms  out  of  lease, 
at  such  a  rent  as  Burns  and  his  friends  might 


down  the  pathway,  a  copious  spring  spouts  out  into  a  basin,  for 
the  supply  of  the  family  with  water.     There  is  a  small  separate 


The  house  itself  has  a  projection  towards  the  north,  which 
has  also  been  added  since  the  days  of  Burns,  being  employed  as 
a  kitchen  by  the  present  occupants.  The  house  built  and  pos- 
sessed by  the  Poet,  consists  expressly  of  the  parallelogram 
above  described,  being  divided  into  four  apartments,  besides 
dormitories  for  servants  under  the  slates.  At  the  west  end, 
occupying  the  full  breadth  of  the  house,  but  enjoying  no  fine 


.     ,  T,  ,  .      .1  0  r>  outlook  in  any  direction,  is  the  best  room,  spence,  ben-end,  or 

judge  proper.     It  was  not  m  the  nature  of  Burns  !  by  whatever  other  name  it  might  be  called.  "A  corresponding 
to  take  an  undue  advantage  of  the  liberality  of 
Mr  Miller.     He  proceeded  in  this  business,  how- 


ever, with  more  than  usual  deliberation.     Having 
made  choice  of  the  farm  of  Ellisland,  *  he  em- 


1  The  farm  of  Ellisland  is  situated  on  the  banks  of  the  Nith, 
between  five  and  six  miles  from  Dumfries.  It  was  an  unin- 
closed  and  unimproved  piece  of  ground,  measuring  upwards  of 
a  hundred  acres ;  and  the  Poet  undertook  to  pay  a  rent  of  fifty 
pounds  for  three  years,  and  seventy  for  the  remainder  of  the 
lease,  which  extended  to  four  periods  of  nineteen  years,  or 
seventy-six  years  in  all.  Mr  Miller  at  the  same  time  agreed  to 
allow  the  Poet  £300  for  the  purpose  of  building  a  suitable 
onstead  (suit  of  farm  buildings)  and  enclosing  the  land.  The 
crop  of  that  summer  was  also  to  be  Burns',  while  he  was  not  to 
be  liable  to  payment  of  rent  till  Martinmas. 

The  Poet  seems  to  have  commenced  his  residence  on  the  farm 
on  the  12th  of  June,  1788,  occupying  a  small  smoky  cottage  on 
its  outskirts,  while  his  house  was  building.  His  recently  wedded 
Jean  at  this  time  remained  at  Mauchline,  with  the  one  surviv- 
ing child  of  four  which  she  had  already  borne  to  him.  At 
length,  in  December,  the  house  being  finished  and  furnished, 
his  family  was  removed  to  it,  and  he  lor  the  first  time  commenced 
house-keeping  as  a  married  man. 

The  (instead,  to  which,  while  it  survives,  some  interest  must 
ever  be  attached,  not  only  as  his  residence,  but  as  in  some 
measure  a  creation  of  his  taste,  is  situated  to  a  poet's  wish. 
Through  the  centre  of  a  fine  alluvial  plain  skirted  by  moun- 
tains of  considerable  elevation,  the  Nith,  a  broad  and  copious 
stream,  pursues  its  way  to  the  Sohvay.  The  right  or  west 
bank  here  rises  in  a  gravelly  precipice  about  forty  feet  above 
the  stream,  while  the  opposite  bank  consists  of  a  low  holm  or 
meadow,  out  of  which,  about  a  mile  from  Ellisland,  rise  the 
towers  of  Dalswinton.  Burns'  farm-buildings  were  situated 
near  the  verge  of  the  precipice  or  scaur  alluded  to,  in  such  a 
way  that,  as  Mr  Cunningham  remarks,  their  "  afternoon  shadow 
fell  across  the  river  upon  the  opposite  fields."  A  common 
minded  farmer  superintending  the  erection  of  an  onstead  in 
such  a  situation,  would  have  placed  the  dwelling  house  with  its 
bark  to  the  stream,  and  its  face  towards  the  approach  from  the 
public  road.  But  Burns  caused  it  to  face  the  river,  though 
that  was  to  the  north.  Even  in  this  little  arrangement  we  can 
see  something  characteristic  of  the  Poet.  The  house  was  a 
simple  parallelogram,  of  one  story  in  height,  about  sixty  feet 
long,  by  eighteen  in  breadth.  Behind  it  a  quadrangle  was 
formed  by  a  stable  and  cow-house  on  one  hand  (east),  and  a 
ham  (somewhat  too  small  for  the  farm)  on  the  other  (west),  a 
straw-yard  for  cattle  being  behind  the  one,  and  a  stack-yard— 
the  stack-yard  where  the  sublime  hymn  to  Mary  in  Hcavon 


room  at  the  east  end,  partly  occupied  by  beds,  was  the  parlour, 
or  ordinary  sitting  room  of  the  Poet,  the  other  being  reserved 
for  the  reception  of  strangers  who  required  to  be  treated  with 
ceremony.  The  former  room  has  a  pleasant  window  to  the 
easr,  commanding  a  view  of  the  Nith  downwards,  and  of  Dals- 
winton grounds  on  the  opposite  bank.  Some  of  the  panes  yet 
retain  traces  of  the  Poet's  love  of  glass-scribbling,  though  many 
which  he  had  written  upon  have  been  broken  or  otherwise 
removed.  Upon  one,  is  his  favourite  apothegm,  "  An  honest 
man's  the  noblest  work  of  God," — an  apothegm  which  he  is  said 
to  have  afterwards  written  upon  dozens  of  windows  in  Dum- 
fries. On  another  are  the  words,  erased,  "  Home  he  had  not — 
home  is  the  resort."  A  third  bears  the  names  of  Jean  Lorimer, 
(the  Chloris  of  his  songs)  and  her  early  lover,  John  Gillespie, 
the  former  being  probably  written  by  the  lady  herself,  as  it 
appears  to  be  in  a  female  hand.  Between  these  two  apart- 
ments, is  a  space  narrowed  by  the  passage  of  the  rooms,  and 
divided  into  two  small  apartments,  one  of  which  adjoining  to 
the  ordinary  sitting-room  was  Burns'  kitchen  (now  used  as  a 
lumber-room),  while  the  other  was  a  bed-room. 

The  Poet  cultivated  the  farm  during  the  seasons  of  1788, 1789, 
1790,  and  1791,  at  the  close  of  which  last  year,  he  removed  to 
Dumfries.  From  the  latter  part  of  1789,  he  also  acted  as  an 
officer  of  excise,  superintending  in  that  capacity  an  extensive 
district  of  ten  parish.es,  and  usually  riding  two  hundred  miles  a 
week.  Here  were  born  his  sons  Francis  and  William,  and  here 
he  wrote  his  Tarn  O'Shanter,  and  some  of  the  best  of  his  songs. 

William  Clarke,  a  respectable  old  farm-servant,  at  present 
residing  at  Enrick  near  Gatehouse,  has  some  interesting  recol- 
lections of  the  Poet,  which  have  been  reported  to  us  in  the  follow- 
ing terms.—"  He  lived  with  Burns  as  farm-servant  during  the 
winter  half  year,  he  thinks,  of  1789-90.  On  being  hired  in  the 
house  of  one  Alexander  Robson,  who  sold  ale  and  spirits  in  the 
village  of  Duncow,  Kirkraahoe,  he  was  treated  to  a  dram,  and 
got  a  shilling  as  (tries-penny — that  is,  earnest  money.  Burns 
kept  two  men  and  two  women  servants ;  but  he  invariably, 
when  at  home,  took  his  meals  with  his  wife  and  family  in  the 
little  parlour.  [By  this  we  are  to  understand  that  the  servants 
did  not  dine  with  him,  as  the  old  fashion  was  in  Scotland.] 
Clarke  thought  he  was  as  good  a  manager  of  land  as  the  gener- 
ality of  the  farmers  in  the  neighbourhood.  The  farm  of  Kllis- 
land  was  moderately  rented,  and  was  susceptible  of  much 
improvement,  had  improvement  been  in  repute.  Burns  some- 
times visited  the  neighbouring  farmers,  and  they  returned  the 
compliment ;  but  that  mode  of  spending  time  and  exchanging 
civilities  is  much  more  in  vogue  now-a-days  than  it  was  then ; 
and,  besides,  the  most  of  the  people  thereabouts  had  no  expec- 
tation that  Burns'  conduct  and  writings  would  be  so  much 
noticed  afterwards,  and  the  subject  of  so  many  wrangling  dis- 
putes. Bnrns  kept  nine  or  ten  milch  cows,  some  young  cattle, 
four  horses,  and  several  pet  sheep  the  latter  were  great 
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Burns  to  remove  immediately  from  Ayrshire,  and  ' 


our  poet  therefore  took  up  his  residence  alone  at 
Ellisland,  to  prepare  for  the  reception  of  his  wife 
and  children,  who  joined  him  towards  the  end  of 
the  year. 

The  situation  in  which  Burns  now  found  him- 
self was  calculated  to  awaken  reflection.  The 
different  steps  he  had  of  late  taken  were  in  their 
nature  highly  important,  and  might  be  suid  to 
have,  in  some  measure,  fixed  his  destiny.  He  had 
become  a  husband  and  a  father  ;  he  had  engaged 
in  the  management  of  a  considerable  farm,  a  diffi- 
cult and  laborious  undertaking ;  in  his  success  the 
happiness  of  his  family  was  involved :  it  was  time 
therefore  to  abandon  the  gaiety  and  dissipation  of 
wliich  he  had  been  too  much  enamoured ;  to  pon- 
der seriously  on  the  past,  and  to  form  virtuous 
resolutions  respecting  the  future.  That  such  was 
actually  the  state  of  his  mind,  the  following  ex- 
tract from  his  common-place  book  may  bear  wit- 
uess : — 

"ELLISLAND,  SUNDAY,  14Tn  JUNE,  1788. 

"  This  is  now  the  third  day  that  I  have  been  in 
this  country.  '  Lord,  what  is  man !'  What  a 
bustling  little  bundle  of  passions,  appetites,  ideas, 
and  fancies ;  and  what  a  capricious  kind  of  exist- 
ence he  has  here.  *  *  *  *  There  is  indeed 


an  elsewhere,  where,  as  Thomson  says, 
sole  survives.' 


'Tell  us,  ye  dea.l, 

Will  nonr>  of  you  in  pity  disclose  tlie  secret, 
What  '{>•>  you  are,  and  we  must  shortly  he? 

A  little  time 

Will  niiike  us  vviae  as  you  are,  and  as  close.' 


"I  am  such  a  coward  in  life,  so  tired  of  the 
service,  that  1  would  almost  at  any  time,  with 
Milton's  Adam, '  gladly  lay  me  in  my  mother's  lap, 
and  be  at  peace.' 

"  But  a  wife  and  children  bind  me  to  struggle 
with  the  stream,  till  some  sudden  squall  shall  over- 
set the  silly  vessel,  or,  in  the  listless  return  of 
years,  its  own  craziness  reduce  it  to  a  wreck. 
Farewell  now  to  those  giddy  follies,  those  var- 
nished vices,  which,  though  half  sanctified  by  the 
bewitching  levity  of  wit  and  humour,  are  at  best 
but  thriftless  idling  with  the  precious  current  of 
existence;  nay,  often  poisoning  the  whole,  that, 
like  the  plains  of  Jericho,  '  the  water  is  nought 
and  the  ground  barren,'  and  nothing  short  of  a 
supernaturally  gifted  Elisha  can  ever  after  heal 
the  evils. 

"  Wedlock,  the  circumstance  that  buckles  me 
hardest  to  care,  if  virtue  and  religion  were  to  be 
anything  with  me  but  names,  was  what,  in  a  few 


onrites  with  him.     During  the  winter  and  spring-time,  when     shepherds  and  many  other  persons  still  wear.     Mrs  Burns  was 


he  was  not  engaged  with  the  excise  business,  he  occasionally 
hold  the  plough  for  an  hour  or  so  for  Clarke,  and  was  a  fair 
workman,  though  the  mode  of  ploughing  now-a-days  is  much 
superior  in  many  respects,  and  the  land,  by  improved  cultiva- 
tion, is  far  more  productive.  During  seed-time,  Burns  might 
frequently  be  seen  early  in  the  mornings  in  the  fields,  with  his 
sowing  sheet ;  but,  as  business  often  required  his  attention  from 
home,  he  did  not  sow  the  whole  of  his  grain.  He  was  a  kind 
and  indulgent  master,  and  spoke  familiarly  to  his  servants,  both 
in  the  house,  and  out  of  it,  though,  if  anything  put  him  out  of 
humour,  he  was  '  gey  guldersome  for  a  wee  while ;'  but  the 
storm  was  soon  over,  and  there  never  was  a  word  of '  upcast ' 
Afterwards.  Clarke  never  saw  him  really  angry  but  once,  and 
it  was  occasioned  by  the  carelessness  of  one  of  the  women 
servants,  who  had  not  cut  the  potatoes  small  enough,  so  that  one 
of  the  cows  had  nearly  been  choked.  His  looks,  gesture,  and 
voice  on  that  occasion  were  terrible,  so  that  William  was  glad 
to  get  out  of  his  sight ;  when  they  met  again,  he  was  perfectly 
calm.  When  any  extra  work  was  done,  the  men  sometimes 
got  a  dram ;  but  Clarke  has  lived  with  masters  who  were  more 
'  Hush '  in  that  way  to  their  servants.  He  has  no  hesitation  in 
declaring  that,  during  the  six  months  he  was  at  Ellisland,  he 
never  saw  his  master  intoxicated,  or  incapable  of  transacting 
his  ordinary  business.  In  every  sense  of  the  word,  he  was  the 
poor  man's  friend.  It  was  rumoured  that  Alexander  Robson.  in 


a  good  and  prudent  housewife,  kept  everything  in  neat  and 
tidy  order,  was  well  liked  by  the  servants,  and  provided  plenty 
of  wholesome  food.  Before  Clarke  left  Ellisland,  ho  was 
pressed  to  stay  by  his  master,  and  when  he  came  away,  Burns 
gave  him  a  certificate  of  character,  which  he  has  unfortunately 
lost,  besides  paying  his  wages  in  full  and  giving  him  a  shilling 
as  a  fairing.  Clarke  has  seen  the  sculpture  in  Dumfries  church- 
yard, but  thinks  it  no  correct  representation  of  the  Poet  or  the 
plough." 

The  testimony  here  given  to  the  kindness  of  Burns'  nature 
is  striking  and  valuable,  though  it  is  far  from  solitary.  Accord- 
ing to  a  recollection  of  his  son  Robert,  the  Poet  gave  shelter 
and  succour  at  Ellisland  for  about  six  weeks  to  a  poor  broken- 
down  sailor,  who  had  come  begging  in  the  extremity  of  want 
and  wretchedness.  The  man  lay  in  an  out-house  until  he 
recovered  some  degree  of  health  and  strength,  when,  being 
able  once  more  to  take  the  road,  he  departed,  leaving  as  a 
token  of  his  gratitude  a  little  model  of  a  ship  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  the  Poet's  children.  A  female  cousin  of  the  Poet, 
Mrs  Fanny  Burns,  or  Armour,  now  residing  at  Mauchline,  has 
recollections  to  the  same  purpose.  On  the  harvest  field  at 
Mossgiel,  while  binding  behind  his  reapers,  he  v  as  always 
anxious  to  cheer  and  assist  the  younger  ones,  especially  those 
of  the  softer  sex.  When  Gilbert,  who  was  something  of  a 
severe  disciplinarian,  spoke  sharply  to  them,  Robert  would 


Duncow,  made  a  few  bushels  of  malt  in  a  clandestine  way  in, in  interpose  with,  "  Oh,  man.  ye  are  no  for  young  folk,"  and  never 
old  barn.  Some  person,  anxious  for  reward  or  lavour,  informed  |  failed  to  lend  a  helping  hand  or  a  look  of  encouragement.  We 
Burns  of  the  circumstances,  and,  on  the  following  night,  rather  have  here  a  powerful  trait  of  that  tenderness  for  the  feeble  and 


late,  a  card  was  thrust  under  Robson's  door,  intimating  that 
the  exciseman  would  probably  call  at  a  certain  hour  next  day, 
— a  hint  to  the  poor  man  to  put  his  malt  out  of  the  way. 
Clarke  recollects  hearing  Robson's  son  reading  this  curd  to  a 
group  of  villagers,  with  whom  it  mado  Burns  very  popular  : 
lliey  unanimously  declared  him  to  be  'a  kind-hearted  man, 
who  would  not  do  any  body  harm,  if  ho  could  help  it."  Burns, 
when  at  home,  usually  wore  a  broad  blue  bonnet,  a  blue  or  drab 
long-tailed  coat,  corduroy  breeches,  dark  blue  stockings  and 
cootikens  [short  spatterdashes]  :  and  in  cold  weather,  a  black 


and  white  checked  plaid,  wrapped  round  his  shoulders,  such  ns  I  to  man  by  the  psalmist. 
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the  lowly,  that  Jungenliebe,  as  the  Germans  call  it,  which 
prompted  the  verses  on  the  unhouselled  mouse,  those  on  "the 
owrie  cattle  and  the  silly  sheep"  in  the  Winter  Night,  and  the 
indignant  burst  in  behalf  of  the  wounded  hare. 

Hums'  expectations  from  Ellisland  ended  in  disappointment, 
and,  in  December  1791,  having1  sold  oft'  his  stock,  and  much 
useless  furniture,  and  having  obtained  a  better  excise  appoint- 
ment at  Dumfries,  he  removed  to  that  town  with  his  family: 
thus  abruptly  breaking  off',  at  a  four  years'  experience,  a  lease 
which  was  to  have  lasted  for  more  than  the  term  of  life  assigned 


THE  LIFE  OF  BURNS. 


seasons,  I  must  have  resolved  on ;  in  my  present 
situation  it  was  absolutely  necessary.  Humanity 
generosity,  honest  pride  of  character,  justice  to 
my  own  happiness  for  after-life,  so  far  as  it  could 
depend  (which  it  surely  will  a  great  deal)  on  inter- 
nal peace;  all  these  joined  their  warmest  suf- 
frages, their  most  powerful  solicitations,  with  a 
rooted  attachment,  to  urge  the  step  I  have  taken. 
Nor  have  I  any  reason  on  her  part  to  repent  it. — 
I  can  fancy  how,  but  I  have  never  seen  where,  I 
could  have  made  a  better  choice.  Come,  then, 
let  me  act  up  to  my  favourite  motto,  that  glorious 
passage  in  Young — 

'  On  reason  build  resolve, 
That  column  of  true  majesty  iu  man '.' " 

Under  the  impulse  of  these  reflections,  Burns 
immediately  engaged  in  rebuilding  the  dwelling- 
houses  on  his  farm,  which,  in  the  state  he  found  it, 
was  inadequate  to  the  accommodation  of  his 
family.  On  this  occasion,  he  himself  resumed  at 
times  the  occupation  of  a  labourer,  and  found  nei- 
ther his  strength  nor  his  skill  impaired. — Pleased 
with  surveying  the  grounds  he  was  about  to  cul- 
tivate, and  with  the  rearing  of  a  building  that 
should  give  shelter  to  his  wife  and  children,  and, 
as  he  fondly  hoped,  to  his  own  grey  hairs,  senti- 
ments of  independence  buoyed  up  his  mind,  pic- 
tures of  domestic  content  and  peace  rose  on  his 
imagination;  and  a  few  days  passed  away,  as  he 
himself  informs  us,  the  most  tranquil,  if  not  the 
happiest,  which  he  had  ever  experienced. l 

It  is  to  be  lamented  that  at  this  critical  period 
of  his  life,  our  poet  was  without  the  society  of  his 
wife  and  children.2  A  great  change  had  taken  place 
in  his  situation ;  his  old  habits  were  broken  ;  and 
the  new  circumstances  in  which  he  was  placed, 
were  calculated  to  give  a  new  direction  to  his 
thoughts  and  conduct.  But  his  application  to  the 
cares  and  labours  of  his  farm  were  interrupted  by 
several  visits  to  his  family  in  Ayrshire  ;  and  as 
the  distance  was  too  great  for  a  single  day's  jour- 


1  Animated  sentiments  of  any  kind  almost  always  gave  rise 
in  our  poet  to  some  production  of  his  muse.  His  sentiments 
on  this  occasion  were  in  part  expressed  by  the  vigorous  and 
characteristic,  though  not  very  delicate,  song,  beginning, 

'  I  ha'e  a  wife  o'  my  ain, 
I'll  partake  wi1  nae-body.'— CURRIE. 

'2  Mrs  Bums  was  about  to  be  confined  in  child-bed,  and  the 
house  of  Kllisland  was  rebuilding.— CURRIE.  The  ceremony  of 
what  is  called  a  Justice-of-Peace  marriage  took  place  in  the 
writing  chambers  of  Gavin  Hamilton,  not,  however,  before  the 
imprudence  of  the  lovers  had  once  more  subjected  Miss  Armour 
to  the  reproaches  of  her  family— she  having  a  second  time  given 
birth  to  twins.  It  appears  from  the  session  record,  that  the 
marriage  took  place  August  3d.  1788,  and  that  '  Mr  Burns  being 
informed  that  in  irregular  marriages  it  was  customary  for  the 
bridegroom  to  pay  a  small  fine  to  the  poor  of  the  parish,  he 
trave  a  guinea  for  that  purpore.1 


ney,  he  generally  spent  a  night  at  an  inn  on  the 
road.  On  such  occasions  he  sometimes  fell  into 
company,  and  forgot  the  resolutions  he  had  formed. 
In  a  little  while,  temptation  assailed  him  nearer 
home. 

His  fame  naturally  drew  upon  him  the  attention 
of  his  neighbours,  and  he  soon  formed  a  general 
acquaintance  in  the  district  in  which  he  lived. 
The  public  voice  had  now  pronounced  on  the 
subject  of  his  talents  ;  the  reception  he  had  met 
with  in  Edinburgh  had  given  him  the  currency 
which  fashion  bestows;  he  had  surmounted  the 
prejudices  arising  from  his  humble  birth,  and  he 
was  received  at  the  table  of  the  gentlemen  of 
Nithsdale  with  welcome,  with  kindness,  and  even 
with  respect.  Their  social  parties  too  often 
seduced  him  from  his  rustic  labours  and  his  rustic 
fare,  overthrew  the  unsteady  fabric  of  his  resolu- 
tions, and  inflamed  those  propensities  which  tem- 
perance might  have  weakened,  and  prudence  ulti- 
mately suppressed.3  It  was  not  long,  therefore, 
before  Burns  began  to  view  his  farm  with  dislike 
and  despondence,  if  not  with  disgust. 

Unfortunately,  he  had  for  several  years  looked 
to  an  ofiice  in  the  Excise,  as  a  certain  means  of 
livelihood,  should  his  other  expectations  fail.  As 
has  already  been  mentioned,  he  had  been  recom- 
mended to  the  Board  of  Excise,  and  had  received 
the  instructions  necessary  for  such  a  situation. 
He  now  applied  to  be  employed ;  and  by  the 
interest  of  Mr  Graham  of  Fin  tray,  was  appointed 
exciseman,  or,  as  it  is  vulgarly  called,  gauger,  of 
the  district  in  which  he  lived.  His  farm  was  after 
this,  in  a  great  measure,  abandoned  to  servants, 
while  he  betook  himself  to  the  duties  of  his 
new  appointment. 

He  might,  indeed,  still  be  seen  in  the  spring, 
directing  his  plough,  a  labour  in  which  he  excel- 
led ;  or  with  a  white  sheet,  containing  his  seed- 
corn,  slung  across  his  shoulders,  striding  with 
measured  steps  along  his  turned-up  furrows,  and 
scattering  the  grain  in  the  earth.  But  his  farm 
no  longer  occupied  the  principal  part  of  his  care 
or  his  thoughts.  It  was  not  at  Ellisland  that  he 
was  now  in  general  to  be  found.  Mounted  on 
horseback,  this  high-minded  poet  was  pursuing 
the  defaulters  of  the  revenue,  among  the  hills  and 


3  The  poem  of '  The  Whistle,'  celebrates  a  Bacchanalian  con- 
test among  three  gentlemen  of  Nithsdale, where  Burns  appears 
as  umpire.  Mr  Riddell  died  before  our  Bard,  and  some  elesfiac 
verses  to  his  memory  will  be  found,  entitled  '  Sonnet  on  the 
Death  of  Robert  Riddell.'  From  him,  and  from  all  the  mem- 
jers  of  his  family,  Burns  received  not  kindness  only,  but 
"riendship;  and  the  society  he  met  in  general  at  Friar's  Carse, 
was  calculated  to  improve  his  habits  as  well  as  his  manners, 
Mr  Fergusson  of  Craigdarroch,  so  well  known  for  his  eloquence 
and  social  talents,  died  soon  after  [shortly  before]  our  Poet.  Sii 
Robert  Laurie,  the  third  person  in  the  drama,  survives,  and  has 
since  been  engaged  in  contests  of  a  bloodier  nature  jLong  may 
ne  live  to  fight  the  battles  of  his  country  !  (1799.) — CURKIR. 
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dales  of  Nithsdale,  his  roving  eye  wandering  over 
the  charms  of  Nature  and  "  muttering  his  way- 
ward fancies  "  as  he  moved  along. 

**  I  had  an  adventure  with  him  in  the  year 
1790,"  says  Mr  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre,  in  a  letter 
to  the  editor,  "when  passing  through  Dumfries- 
shire, on  a  tour  to  the  south,  with  Dr  Stewart  of 
Luss.  Seeing  him  pass  quickly,  near  Closeburn, 
I  said  to  my  companion,  '  That  is  Burns.'  On 
coming  to  the  inn,  the  hostler  told  us  he  would  be 
back  in  a  few  hours  to  grant  permits;  that  where 
he  met  with  anything  seizuble  he  was  no  better 
than  any  other  gauger ;  in  every  thing  else,  that 
he  was  perfectly  a  gentleman.  After  leaving  a 
note  to  be  delivered  to  him  on  his  return,  I  pro- 
ceeded to  his  house,  being  curious  to  see  his 
Jean,  &c.  I  was  much  pleased  with  his  uxor 
Sabina  qualis,  and  the  poet's  modest  mansion,  so 
unlike  the  habitation  of  ordinary  rustics.  In  the 
evening  he  suddenly  bounced  in  upon  us,  and  said, 
as  he  entered,  '  I  come,  to  use  the  language  of 
Shakspeare,  "stewed  in  haste."  '  In  fact  he  had 
ridden  incredibly  fast  after  receiving  my  note. 
We  fell  into  conversation  directly,  and  soon  got 
into  the  mare  magnum  of  poetry.  He  told  me  that 
he  had  now  gotten  a  story  for  a  drama,  which  he 
was  to  call  'Rob  Macquechan's  Elshon,'  from  a 
popular  story  of  Robert  Bruce  being  defeated  on 
the  water  of  Caern,  when  the  heel  of  his  boot 
having  loosened  in  his  flight,  he  applied  to  Robert 
Macquechan  to  fit  it ;  who,  to  make  sure,  ran  his 
awl  nine  inches  up  the  king's  heel.  We  were 

now  going  on  at  a  great  rate,  when  Mr  S 

popped  in  his  head  ;  which  put  a  stop  to  our  dis- 
course, which  had  become  very  interesting.  Yet 
in  a  little  while  it  was  resumed ;  and  such  was 
the  force  and  versatility  of  the  bard's  genius,  that 

he  made  the  tears  run  down  Mr  S 's  cheeks, 

albeit  unused  to  the  poetic  strain.  *  *  *  * 
From  that  time  we  met  no  more,  and  I  was 
grieved  at  the  reports  of  him  afterwards.  Poor 
Burns !  we  shall  hardly  ever  see  his  like  again. 
He  was,  in  truth,  a  sort  of  comet  in  literature, 
irregular  in  its  motions,  which  did  not  do  good 
proportioned  to  the  blaze  of  light  it  displayed." 

In  the  summer  of  1791,  two  English  gentlemen 
who  had  before  met  with  him  in  Edinburgh,  paid  a 
visit  to  him  at  Ellisland.  On  calling  at  the  house, 
they  were  informed  that  he  had  walked  out  on 
the  banks  of  the  river ;  and  dismounting  from 
their  horses,  they  proceeded  in  search  of  him. 
On  a  rock  that  projected  into  the  stream,  they 
saw  a  man  employed  in  angling,  of  a  singular  ap- 
pearance. He  had  a  cap  made  of  a  fox's  skin  on 
his  head,  a  loose  great-coat  fixed  round  him  by  a 
belt,  from  which  depended  an  enormous  Highland 
broad-sword.  It  was  Burns.  He  received  them 
h-ith  great  cordiality,  and  asked  them  to  share 


his  humble  dinner — an  invitation  which  they 
accepted.  On  the  table  they  found  boiled  beef, 
with  vegetables,  and  barley-broth,  after  the  man- 
ner of  Scotland,  of  which  they  partook  heartily. 
After  dinner,  the  bard  told  them  ingenuously 
that  he  had  no  wine  to  offer  them,  nothing  better 
than  Highland  whiskey,  a  bottle  of  which  Mrs 
Burns  set  on  the  board.  He  produced  at  the 
same  tune  his  punch-bowl,  made  of  Inverary 
marble ;  and,  mixing  the  spirit  with  water  and 
sugar,  filled  their  glasses,  and  invited  them  to 
drink.1  The  travellers  were  in  haste,  and, 
besides,  the  flavour  of  the  wluskey  to  their 
sutliron  palates  was  scarcely  tolerable ;  but  the 
generous  poet  offered  them  his  best,  and  his 
ardent  hospitality  they  found  it  impossible  to 
resist.  Burns  was  in  his  happiest  mood,  and  the 
charms  of  his  conversation  were  altogether  fas- 
cinating. He  ranged  over  a  great  variety  of 
topics,  illuminating  whatever  he  touched.  He 
related  the  tales  of  his  infancy  and  of  his  youth  ; 
he  recited  some  of  the  gayest  and  some  of  the 
tenderest  of  his  poems  ;  in  the  wildest  of  his 
strains  of  mirth,  he  threw  in  some  touches  of 
melancholy,  and  spread  around  him  the  electric 
emotions  of  his  powerful  mind.  The  Highland 
whiskey  improved  in  its  flavour ;  the  marble  bowl 
was  again  and  again  emptied  and  replenished; 
the  guests  of  our  poet  forgot  the  flight  of  time, 
and  the  dictates  of  prudence :  at  the  hour  of  mid- 
night, they  lost  their  way  in  returning  to  Dumfries, 
and  could  scarcely  distinguish  it  when  assisted 
by  the  morning's  dawn. 2 

Besides  his  duties  in  the  excise  and  his  social 
pleasures,  other  circumstances  interfered  with  the 
attention  of  Burns  to  his  farm.  He  engaged  in 
the  formation  of  a  society  for  purchasing  and 
circulating  books  among  the  farmers  of  his 
neighbourhood,  of  which  he  undertook  the 
management,  and  he  occupied  himself  occasionally 
in  composing  songs  for  the  musical  work  of  Mr 
Johnson,  then  in  the  course  of  publication.  These 
engagements,  useful  and  honourable  in  themselves, 
contributed,  no  doubt,  to  the  abstraction  of  his 
thoughts  from  the  business  of  agriculture. 

The  consequences  may  be  easily  imagined. 
Notwithstanding  the  uniform  prudence  and  good 
management  of  Mrs  Burns,  and  though  his  rent 
was  moderate  and  reasonable,  our  poet  found  it 
convenient,  if  not  necessary,  to  resign  his  farm  to 
Mr  Miller;  after  having  occupied  it  tliree  years 
and  a  half.3  His  office  in  the  excise  had  oriirin- 


1  This  bowl  was  made  of  the  lapis  ottarb,  the  stone  of  which 
Invprary-honse  is  built,  the  mansion  of  the  family  of  Argyle 
— CI-RRIE.     It  was  the  nuptial  pifl  of  the  Poet's  father-in-lnw. 
fashioned  by  his  own  hands.     It  is  now  in  the  keeping  of  Alex- 
ander Hastie,  Esq.,  M.  P.  for  Paisley. 

2  Given  from  the  information  of  one  of  the  party. — CCBRIE. 

3  '  One  of  Burns'  biographers,  in  discussing  his  chance  of 
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Having  acquitted  himself  to  the  satisfaction  of  the 
board,  he  had  been  appointed  to  a  new  district, 
the  emoluments  of  which  rose  to  be  about  seventy 
pounds  per  annum.  Hoping  to  support  himself 
and  his  family  on  this  humble  income  till  promo- 
tion should  reach  hhn,  he  disposed  of  his  stock 
and  of  his  crop  on  Ellisland  by  public  auction, 
and  removed  to  a  small  house  which  he  had  taken 
in  Dumfries,  about  the  end  of  the  year  1791. 


CHAPTER  III. 

TKMPTATIONS  IN  DUMFRIES— EXCURSION  THROUGH  GALLOWAY 
— "BRUCE'S  ADDRESS"  —  HIS  POLITICAL  SENTIMENTS  AND 
THE  BOARD  OF  EXCISE— HIS  PATRIOTISM  —  "THE  DUMFRIES 
VOLUNTEERS" — "THE  SONG  op  DEATH" — HIS  DECLINING 

HEALTH  —  VISITS  BROW  —  MRS  RIDDELL's  ACCOUNT  OF  HIS 
APPEARANCE  —  RETURNS  TO  DUMFRIES  —  HIS  DEATH  AND 
FUNERAL — HIS  INDEPENDENCE  IN  PECUNIARY  MATTERS — PUB- 
LIC SUBSCRIPTION  FOR  HIS  FAMILY— PERSONAL  APPEARANCE— 
HIS  CONVERSATIONAL  POWERS  —  STRENGTH  OF  HIS  UNDER- 
STANDING—MRS RIDDELL'S  ESTIMATE  OF  HIS  CHARACTER. 

HITHERTO  Burns,  though  addicted  to  excess  in 
social  parties,  had  abstained  from  the  habitual 
use  of  strong  liquors,  and  his  constitution  had  not 
suffered  any  permanent  injury  from  the  irregu- 
larities of  his  conduct  In  Dumfries,  temptations 
to  "  the  sin  that  so  easily  beset  him,"  continually 
presented  themselves ;  and  his  irregularities  grew 
by  degrees  into  habits.  These  temptations 
unhappily  occurred  during  his  engagements  in 
the  business  of  his  office,  as  well  as  during  his 
hours  of  relaxation ;  and  though  he  clearly  fore- 
saw the  consequences  of  yielding  to  them,  his 
appetites  and  sensations,  which  could  not  prevent 
the  dictates  of  his  judgment,  finally  triumphed 
over  the  powers  of  his  will.  Yet  this  victory  was 
not  obtained  without  many  obstinate  struggles, 


and  at  times  temperance  and  virtue  seemed  to 
have  obtained  the  mastery.  Besides  his  engage- 
ments in  the  excise,  and  the  society  into  which 
they  led,  many  circumstances  contributed  to  the 
melancholy  fate  of  Burns.  His  great  celebrity 
made  him  an  object  of  interest  and  curiosity  to 
strangers,  and  few  persons  of  cultivated  minds 
passed  through  Dumfries  without  attempting  to 
see  our  poet,  and  to  enjoy  the  pleasure  of  his  con- 
versation. As  he  could  not  receive  them  under 
his  own  humble  roof,  these  interviews  passed  at 
the  inns  of  the  town,  and  often  terminated  in 
those  excesses  which  Burns  sometimes  provoked, 
and  was  seldom  able  to  resist.  And  among  the 
inhabitants  of  Dumfries  and  its  vicinity,  there 
were  never  wanting  persons  to  share  his  social 
pleasures ;  to  lead  or  accompany  him  to  the 
tavern ;  to  partake  in  the  wildest  sallies  of  his 
wit ;  to  witness  the  strength  and  the  degradation 
of  his  genius.  * 


success  in  Ellisland  remarks:— It  was  not  possible  for  Burns 
now  to  assume  that  soberness  of  fancy  and  passions,  that  sedate- 
ness  of  feeling,  those  habits  of  earnest  attention  to  gross  and 
vulgar  cares,  without  which,  success  in  his  new  situation  was 
not  to  be  expected.  A  thousand  difficulties  were  to  be  encoun- 
tered and  overcome,  much  money  was  to  be  expended,  much 
weary  toil  was  to  be  exercised,  before  his  farm  could  be  brought 
into  a  state  of  cultivation,  in  which  its  produce  might  enrich 
the  occupier. — The  prospect  before  him  was,  in  this  respect,  such 
as  might  well  have  discouraged  the  most  stubbornly  laborious 
peasant,  the  most  sanguine  projector  in  agriculture ;  and  much 
more,  therefore,  was  it  likely,  that  this  prospect  should  quickly 
dishearten  Burns,  who  had  never  loved  labour,  and  who  was, 
at  this  time,  certainly  not  at  all  disposed  to  enter  into  agricul- 
ture with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  projector.  Besides  all  this,  I  have 
reason  to  believe,  that  the  Poet  had  made  his  bargain  rashly, 
and  had  not  duly  availed  himself  of  his  patron's  generosity. 
His  friends,  from  Ayrshire,  were  little  acquainted  with  the 
toil,  with  the  manures,  with  the  markets,  with  the  dairies, 
with  the  modes  of  improvement,  in  Dumfries-shire.  They  had 
set  upon  his  farm  rather  such  a  value  of  rental,  as  it  might  have 
borne  in  Ayrshire,  than  that  which  it  could  easily  afford  in  the 
Jocal  circumstances  in  which  it  was  actually  placed.  He  him- 
self had  inconsiderately  submitted  to  their  judgment,  without 
once  doubting  whether  they  might  not  have  erred  against  his 
interests,  without  the  slightest  wish  to  make  a  bargain  artfully 
Advantageous  to  himself.' — ROBERT  HERON. 
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1  In  the  present  work,  two  views  are  given  of  Dumfries. 
One  of  them  is  drawn  from  a  spot  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Nith, 
looking  towards  the  south-east,  the  steeple  in  the  centre  of  th« 
view  (that  of  St  Michael's)  leading-  the  eye  to  the  spot  where 
the  ashes  of  the  bard  are  placed  Situated  on  a  fine  river, 
navigable  to  this  point,  and  containing  many  streets  regularly 
built  of  the  durable  red  sand-stone  of  the  district,  Dumfries  is 
a  town  of  agreeable  aspect.  Less  remarkable  as  a  place  of 
commerce  or  manufactures  than  as  a  great  rural  mart,  and  a 
place  of  residence  for  the  gentry  of  the  district,  it  boasts  a 
greater  degree  of  refinement  than  most  towns  of  its  size— the 
number  of  inhabitants  being  about  ten  thousand.  Burns 
removed  at  the  close  of  1791  to  Dumfries,  and  took  up  his  resi- 
dence in  a  street  named  the  Friar  Vennel,  now  Bank  Street. 
His  duties  as  an  officer  of  excise,  and  the  seductions  of  social 
life,  prevented  the  period  of  his  residence  in  Dumfries  from 
being  greatly  distinguished  by  literary  labour.  Yet  here  he 
wrote  his  songs  for  Mr  Thomson,  besides  some  other  composi- 
tions of  less  note. 

The  house  in  which  he  latterly  lived,  and  in  which  (July  21, 
1796)  he  died,  is  shown  in  a  narrow  street  near  the  church :  the 
place  is  now,  with  proper  respect,  named  Burns  Street.  It  is 
a  small  house  of  two  floors,  the  upper  of  which  contains  the 
chamber  in  which  the  Poet  breathed  his  last.  It  is  not 
unworthy  of  notice  that  in  the  town-hall,  the  spired  building 
aeen  in  the  middle  of  the  street  in  the  second  of  the  accom- 
panying views,  his  body  lay  for  some  time,  and  was  thence 
lifted  by  the  funeral  company  which  bore  it  to  the  grave.  Foi 
thirty-eight  years  after  his  death,  the  same  house  was  occupied 
by  his  modest  and  respectable  widow ;  it  has  since  been  ten- 
anted by  his  eldest  son.  We  need  not  remark  that  few 
strangers  visit  Dumfries  without  paying  a  visit  to  this  mansion 
of  departed  genius. 

The  life  of  Burns  in  Dumfries  was  unhappy ;  for,  with  a  nar- 
row income,  derived  from  an  office  beneath  his  talents  and 
character,  he  was  forbidden  by  his  narrow-spirited  superiors 
to  exercise  the  privilege  most  calculated  to  console  such  a  man 
as  he  for  all  common  evils — the  privilege  of  thinking  for  him- 
self. The  gloom  of  his  ordinary  hours  was  only  irradiated  by 
the  wild-fire  gleams  of  occasional  festive  indulgence.  This  is 
to  be  lamented ;  but  the  pain  and  grief  are  past,  and  we  now 
trace  the  tavern  haunts  of  the  Ayrshire  poet  with  much  the 
same  feelings  as  if  we  were  searching  in  Fleet  Street  for  the 
Mermaid  and  the  Mitre.  The  King's  Arms,  as  the  chief  or 
sole  hotel  of  its  day,  received  Burns,  of  course,  on  all  those 
occasions  when  he  was  sent  for  by  gentlemen  strangers,  who 
wished  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  and  conversing  with  him. 
But  his  own  favourite  haunt,  when  he  wished  to  meet  witli 
his  neighbours,  was  the  Globe  Tavern,  an  old  house  situated 
within  a  narrow  close  near  the  King's  Arms,  and  still  flourish- 
ing as  it  did  forty  or  fifty  years  ago.  The  windows  still  con- 
tain several  panes,  marked  with  stanzas  in  the  hand  of  Bums. 


• 

-; 


•  : 


VISIT  TO  KENMURE  CASTLE. 


Still,  however,  he  cultivated  the  society  of  per-  I  "  Here  is  a  genuine  baron's  seat.  The  ca>tU-,  an 
sons  of  taste  and  of  respectability,  and  in  their  old  building,  stands  on  a  large  natural  moat.  In 
company  could  impose  on  himself  the  restraints  '  front,  the  river  Ken  winds  for  several  miles 
of  temperance  and  decorum.  Nor  was  his  muse  through  the  most  fertile  and  beautiful  holm,*  till 
dormant.  In  the  four  years  which  he  lived  in  it  expands  into  a  lake  twelve  miles  long,  the 
Dumfries,  he  produced  many  of  his  beautiful  j  banks  of  which,  on  the  south,  present  a  fine  aud 
lyrics,  though  it  does  not  appear  that  he  attempted  j  soft  landscape  of  green  knolls,  natural  wood,  and 

here  and  there  a  gray  rock.  On  the  north,  the 
aspect  is  great,  wild,  and,  I  may  say,  tremendous. 
In  short,  I  can  scarcely  conceive  a  scene  more 
terribly  romantic  than  the  castle  of  Kenmure. 
Burns  thinks  so  highly  of  it,  that  he  meditates  a 
description  of  it  in  poetry.  Indeed,  I  believe  he 
has  begun  the  work.  We  spent  three  days  with 
Mr  Gordon,  whose  polished  hospitality  is  of  an 
original  and  endearing  kind.  Mrs  Gordon's  lap- 
dog,  Echo,  was  dead.  She  would  have  an  epi- 
taph for  him.  Several  had  been  made.  Burns 
was  asked  for  one.  This  was  setting  Hercules  to 
his  distaff.  He  disliked  the  subject:  but,  to  pleaso 
the  lady,  h  e  wo  uld  try.  Here  is  \vh  a  t  he  produced : 

•  In  wood  and  wild,  ye  warbling  throng. 

Your  heavy  loss  deplore. 
Now  half  extinct  your  powers  of  song, 
Sweet  Echo  is  no  more. 

'  Ye  jarring,  screeching  things  around, 

Scream  your  discordant  joys  1 
Now  half  your  din  of  tuneless  song 
With  Kcho  silent  lies.' 

"We  left  Kenmure,  and  went  to  Gatehouse.  I 
took  him  the  moor-road,  where  savage  aud  deso- 

scent  of  this  gentleman  from  a  noble  who  had  shed  his  blood  on 
the  scaffold  for  the  house  of  Stuart,  and  his  being  himself,  like 
Burns,  animated  by  liberal  feelings  on  modern  and  contempo- 
rary politics,  caused  the  visit  to  be  of  great  interest  to  the  bard. 
The  fine  situation  of  the  house  also  had  its  charm. 

The  family  of  Kc  nraure  are  descended  from  an  early  cadet 
of  the  great  house  of  Gordon.  William  Gordon,  second  son 
of  Sir  Adam  Gordon  of  Gordon,  a  contemporary  of  king  Kobert 
Bruce,  got  the  lands  of  Glenkens  from  his  father,  who  had 
acquired  them  from  a  gentleman  named  Maxwell  in  1297.  Sir 
John  Gordon  of  Lochinvar,  the  tenth  in  descent  from  William, 
was  created  Viscount  of  Kenmure  by  Charles  I.,  in  1C33. 
William,  the  sixth  viscount,  was  the  chief  person  engaged  in 
the  insurrection  of  1715-16,  in  the  south  of  Scotland ;  for  which 
unfortunate  adventure  he  was  beheaded  on  Towerhill,  in  com- 
pany with  the  lamented  Uerweutwater.  "He  was,"  says 
Smollett,  "  a  virtuous  nobleman,  calm,  sensible,  resolute,  and 
resigned."  It  is  said  by  tradition  that,  however  favourably 
affected  to  the  house  of  Stuart,  he  would  not  have  taken  up 
arms,  but  for  the  urgency  of  his  wife,  who  was  a  daughter  o 
the  deeply-dyed  Jacobite  family  of  the  Dalzells  of  Carnwath, 
and  a  woman  of  uncommon  spirit.  "After  her  husband's  exe- 
cution, she  posted  down  to  Scotland  by  herself,  and  reached 
Kenmure  Castle  in  time  to  secure  the  principal  papers.  When 
the  estate  was  put  up  to  sale,  she,  with  the  assistance  of  some 
friends,  was  enabled  to  purchase  it ;  and  being  an  excellent 
manager,  by  the  time  her  son  came  of  age  she  delivered  it  over 
to  him  free  of  debt,  reserving  only  a  small  nnnuity  to  herself. 
She  died  at  Terregles,  August  16,  1776,  having  survived  her 
husband  sixty-one  years  ''—Wood'*  Peerage.  The  present 
Lord  Kenmure,  to  whom  the  peerage  was  restored  in  1824,  is 
grandson  of  this  remarkable  lady. 

4  The  loTel  low  ground  on  the  banks  of  a  river  or  stream. 
This  word  should  be  adopted  from  the  Scottish,  as,  indeed, 
ought  several  others  of  the  same  nature.  That  dialect  :s  sin. 
gularly  copious  and  exact  in  the  denominations  of  natural 
objects. — CUUKII. 


any  poem  of  considerable  length.  During  this 
time  he  made  several  excursions  into  the  neighbour- 
ing country,  of  one  of  which,  through  Galloway, 
an  account  is  preserved  in  a  letter  of  Mr  Syme, l 
written  soon  after;  which,  as  it  gives  an  animated 
picture  of  him  by  a  correct  and  masterly  hand, 
we  shall  present  to  the  reader  : — 

"  I  got  Burns  a  gray  Highland  shelty  to  ride 
on.  We  dined  the  first  day,  27th  July,  1793,  at 
Glendenwynes  of  Parton  ;  a  beautiful  situation 
on  the  banks  of  the  Dee.  In  the  evening  we 
walked  out,  and  ascended  a  gentle  eminence,  from 
which  we  had  as  fine  a  view  of  Alpine  scenery  as 
can  well  be  imagined.  A  delightful  soft  evening 
showed  all  its  wilder  as  well  as  its  grander  graces. 
Immediately  opposite,  and  within  s,  mile  of  us, 
we  saw  Airds,  a  charming  romantic  place,  where 
dwelt  Low,  the  author  of  '  Mary,  weep  no  more 
for  me."  This  was  classical  ground  for  Burns. 
He  viewed  '  the  highest  hill  which  rises  o'er  the 
source  of  Dee  ; '  and  would  have  staid  till  *  the 
passing  spirit'  had  appeared,  had  we  not  resolved 
to  reach  Kenmure  that  night.  We  arrived  as  Mr 
and  Mrs  Gordon  were  sitting  down  to  supper.3 

There  is  a  small  wainscotted  room,  which  was  formerly  the 
bar.  There  the  landlady,  Mrs.  Hyslop,  used  to  git  on  one  side 
of  the  fire,  whilst  the  bard  would  sit  on  the  other,  for  he  was  a 
friend  of  the  family,  and  used  to  look  in  to  ask  how  they  did 
almost  every  day.  The  nook  on  the  left  side,  where  Mrs 
Hyslop's  arm-chair  was  placed,  is  now,  by  mistake,  called 
Burn*'  Corner,  and  shown  as  such  to  visitors.  "  Anna,"  the 
heroine  of  one  of  his  most  impassioned  songs,  was  a  sister  of 
Mrs  Hyslop,  whom  she  assisted  in  the  business  of  the  tavern. 
There  was  another  tavern  of  an  humbler  order,  called  the 
Coach  and  Horses,  which  the  Poet  occasionally  visited:  it  is 
nearer  the  east  end  of  the  High  Street.  There,  the  last  time 
that  Burns  was  out,  not  many  days  before  his  death,  he  called 
with  his  friend  Mr  Gabriel  Richardson,  brewer,  and  was  fur- 
nished by  the  landlady,  Mrs  Baird,  with  a  small  quantity  of 
mulled  port.  This  house  is  also  still  a  tavern. 

1  See  a  notice  of  Mr  Syme,  vol.  ii  p.  285. 

8  A  beautiful  and  well-known  ballad,  which  begins  thus: 

"  The  moon  had  climb  d  the  highest  hill, 

Which  rises  o'er  the  source  of  Dee, 

And,  from  the  eastern  summit,  shed 

Its  silver  light  on  tower  and  tree." 

3  In  the  south-western  province  of  Scotland,  there  is  no  tract 
of  scenery  more  famed  for  natural  and  acquired  beauty  than 
the  vale  of  the  Ken,  a  tributary  of  the  Dee,  flowing  through 
the  upper  part  of  the:stewartry  of  Kirkcudbright,  and  expanded 
during  a  great  part  of  its  course  into  a  beautiful  lake.  The 
Glenkens  is  the  popular  name  of  this  fine  district,  which  is 
divided  by  a  tract  of  hills  on  the  north  side  from  Nithsdale 
and  on  the  south  by  another  and  higher  range  from  the  coast 
district  of  Galloway.  Kenmure  Castle,  the  seat  of  Viscount 
Kenmure,  overlooks  this  beautiful  domain. 

At  Kenmure  Castle,  the  Poet  was  hospitably  entertained  for 
three  days  by  Mr  Gordon,  now  Viscount  Kenmure.  1  he  de- 
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late  regions  extended  wide  around.  The  sky  was 
sympathetic  with  the  wretchedness  of  the  soil ;  it 
became  lowering  and  dark.  The  hollow  winds 
sighed,  the  lightnings  gleamed,  the  thunder  rolled 
The  poet  enjoyed  the  awful  scene — he  spoke  not 
a  word,  but  seemed  wrapt  in  meditation.  In  a 
little  while  the  rain  began  to  fall ;  it  poured  in 
floods  upon  us.  For  three  hours  did  the  wild 
elements  'rumble  their  belly  full 'upon  our  defence- 
less heads.  Oh !  Oh !  'twas  foul.  We  got  utterly 
wet;  and,  to  revenge  ourselves,  Burns  insisted  at 
Gatehouse l  on  our  getting  utterly  drunk. 

"  From  Gatehouse,  we  went  next  day  to  Kirk- 
cudbright, through  a  fine  country.  But  here  I 
must  tell  you  that  Burns  had  got  a  pair  of  jemmy 
boots  for  the  country,  which  had  been  thoroughly 
wet,  and  which  had  been  dried  in  such  manner 
that  it  was  not  possible  to  get  them  on  again. 
The  brawny  poet  tried  force,  and  tore  them  to 
shreds.  A  whiffling  vexation  of  this  sort  is  more 
trying  to  the  temper  than  a  serious  calamity.  We 
were  going  to  Saint  Mary's  Isle,  the  seat  of  the 
Earl  of  Selkirk,  and  the  forlorn  Burns  was  dis- 
comfited at  the  thought  of  his  ruined  boots.  A 
sick  stomach,  and  a  head-ache,  lent  their  aid,  and 
the  man  of  verse  was  quite  accable.  I  attempted 
to  reason  with  him.  Mercy  on  us!  how  he  did 
fume  with  rage !  Nothing  could  reinstate  him  in 
temper.  I  tried  various  experiments,  and  at  last 
hit  on  one  that  succeeded.  I  showed  him  the 

house    of ,   across    the    bay   of    Wigton. 

Against ,  with  whom  he  was  oifended,  he 

expectorated  his  spleen,  and  regained  a  most 
agreeable  temper.  He  was  in  a  most  epigram- 
matic humour  indeed!  He  afterwards  fell  on 

humbler  game.     There  is  one  whom  he 

does  not  love.     He  had  a  passing  blow  at  him : — 

'  When  ,  deceased,  to  the  devil  went  down, 

'Tvras  nothing  would  serve  him  but  Satan's  own  crown : 
Thy  fool's  head,  quoth  Satan, that  crown  shall  wear  never, 
1  grant  thou'rt  as  wicked,  but  not  quite  so  clever.' 

"  Well,  I  am  to  bring  you  to  Kirkcudbright 
along  with  our  poet,  without  boots.  I  carried 
the  torn  ruins  across  my  saddle  in  spite  of  his  ful- 
minations,  and  in  contempt  of  appearances ;  and 


1  Gatehouse  is  a  borough  in  the  stewartry  of  Kirkcudbright, 
situated  on  the  Fleet,  near  the  confluence  of  the  river  with 
the  Sohvay.  A  view  of  it  is  given  in  the  present  work.  Its 
environs  afford  us  a  most  characteristic  specimen  of  that 
romantic  mixture  of  hill,  wood,  river,  and  creek,  which  gives 
the  coast  scenery  of  Kirkcudbright  its  fame,  and  of  which  we 
hnve  so  many  delightful  sketches  from  the  pen  of  the  great 
master  of  modern  prose  fiction.  The  solitary  tower,  seen 
presiding  ovi>r  the  opening  of  Fleet  Bay,  is  Cardoness  Castle, 
from  which  Scott  is  believed  to  have  depicted  Ellangowan. 
Cally  House,  the  seat  of  Mr  Murray  of  Broughton,  and  one  of 
the  principal  show-houses  in  the  stewartry,  is  situated  in  its 
splendid  park  to  the  left.  We  have  an  expressive  proof  of  the 
rapid  progress  of  this  district  in  wealth  and  population,  in  the 
fact  that,  seventy  years  ago,  Gatehouse  consisted  of  what  its 
name  literally  imports,  namely,  a  single  cottage  at  the  gate  of 
Cally  House:  it  now  contains  two  thousand  inhabitants. 


what  is  more,  Lord  Selkirk  carried  them  in  his 
coach  to  Dumfries.  He  insisted  they  were  worth 
mending. 

"  We  reached  Kirkcudbright  about  one  o'clock. 
I  had  promised  that  we  should  dine  with  one  of 
the  first  men  in  our  country,  J.  Dalzell.  But 
Burns  was  in  a  wild  and  obstreperous  humour, 
and  swore  he  w<5uld  not  dine  where  he  should  be 
under  the  smallest  restraint.  We  prevailed, 
therefore,  on  Mr  Dalzell  to  dine  with  us  in  the 
inn,  and  had  a  very  agreeable  party.  In  the 
evening  we  set  out  for  St  Mary's  Isle.  Robert 
had  not  absolutely  regained  the  milkiness  of  good 
temper,  and  it  occurred  once  or  twice  to  him,  as 
he  rode  along,  that  St  Mary's  Isle  was  the  seat  of 
a  lord;  yet  that  lord  was  not  an  aristocrat,  at 
least  in  his  sense  of  the  word.  We  arrived  about 
eight  o'clock,  as  the  family  were  at  tea  and  coffee. 
St  Mary's  Isle  is  one  of  the  most  delightful  places 
that  can,  in  my  opinion,  be  formed  by  the  assem- 
blage of  every  soft,  but  not  tame  object,  which 
constitutes  natural  and  cultivated  beauty.  But 
not  to  dwell  on  its  external  graces,  let  me  tell 
you  that  we  found  all  the  ladies  of  the  family  (all 
beautiful)  at  home,  and  some  strangers ;  and  among 
others,  who  but  Urbani!  The  Italian  sung  us 
many  Scottish  songs,  accompanied  with  instrumen- 
tal music.  The  two  young  ladies  of  Selkirk  sung 
also.  We  had  the  song  of  Lord  Gregory,  which 
I  asked  for,  to  have  an  opportunity  of  calling  on 
Burns  to  recite  his  ballad  to  that  tune.  He  did 
recite  it;  and  such  was  the  effect,  that  a  dead 
silence  ensued.  It  was  such  a  silence  as  a  mind 
of  feeling  naturally  preserves  when  it  is  touched 
with  that  enthusiasm  which  banishes  every  other 
thought  but  the  contemplation  and  indulgence  of 
the  sympathy  produced.  Burns's  '  Lord  Gregory' 
is,  in  my  opinion,  a  most  beautiful  and  affecting 
ballad.  The  fastidious  critic  may  perhaps  say, 
some  of  the  sentiments  and  imagery  are  of  too 
elevated  a  kind  for  such  a  style  of  composition ; 
for  instance,  '  Thou  bolt  of  heaven  that  passest 
by;' and  'Ye  mustering  thunder,'  &c.;  but  this 
is  a  cold-blooded  objection,  which  will  be  said 
rather  than  felt. 

"  We  enjoyed  a  most  happy  evening  at  Lord 
Selkirk's.  We  had,  in  every  sense  of  the  word, 
a  feast,  in  which  our  minds  and  our  senses  were 
equally  gratified.  The  Poet  was  delighted  with 
his  company,  and  acquitted  himself  to  admiration. 
The  lion  that  had  raged  so  violently  in  the  morn- 
ing, was  now  as  mild  and  gentle  as  a  lamb.  Next 
day  we  returned  to  Dumfries,  and  so  ends  our 
peregrination.  I  told  you,  that  in  the  midst  of 
the  storm,  on  the  wilds  of  Kenmure,  Burns  was 
wrapt  in  meditation.  What  do  you  think  he  was 
about  ?  He  was  charging  the  English  army,  along 
ith  Bruce,  at  Bannockburn.  He  was  engaged  in 
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the  same  manner  on  our  ride  home  from  St 
Mary's  Isle,  and  I  did  not  disturb  him.  Next 
day  he  produced  me  the  following  address  of 
Bruce  to  his  troops,  and  gave  me  a  copy  for 
Dalzell: 

•  Scots  wha  bae  wi'  Wallace  bled,'  &c."J 

Burns  had  entertained  hopes  of  promotion  in 
the  excise;  but  circumstances  occurred  which 
retarded  their  fulfilment,  and  which,  in  his  own 
mind,  destroyed  all  expectation  of  their  being 
ever  fulfilled.  The  extraordinary  events  which 
ushered  in  the  revolution  of  France,  interested  the 
feelings,  and  excited  the  hopes  of  men  in  every 
corner  of  Europe.  Prejudice  and  tyranny  seemed 
about  to  disappear  from  among  men,  and  the  day- 
star  of  reason  to  rise  upon  a  benighted  world.  In 
the  dawn  of  this  beautiful  morning,  the  genius  of 
French  freedom  appeared  on  our  southern  hori- 
zon with  the  countenance  of  an  angel,  but  speedily 
assumed  the  features  of  a  demon,  and  vanished  in 
a  shower  of  blood. 

Though  previously  a  Jacobite  and  a  cavalier, 
Burns  had  shared  in  the  original  hopes  enter- 
tained of  this  astonishing  revolution,  by  ardent 
and  benevolent  minds.  The  novelty  and  the 
hazard  of  the  attempt  meditated  by  the  First,  or 
Constituent  Assembly,  served  rather,  it  is  proba- 
ble, to  recommend  it  to  his  daring  temper  ;  and 
the  unfettered  scope  proposed  to  be  given  to  every 
kind  of  talents,  was  doubtless  gratifying  to  the 
feelings  of  conscious  but  indignant  genius.  Burns 
foresaw  not  the  mighty  ruin  that  was  to  be  the 
immediate  consequence  of  an  enterprise,  which,  on 
its  commencement,  promised  so  much  happiness 
to  the  human  race.  And  even  after  the  career  of 
guilt  and  blood  commenced,  he  could  not  imme- 
diately, it  may  be  presumed,  withdraw  his  partial 
gaze  from  a  people  who  had  so  lately  breathed 
the  sentiments  of  universal  peace  and  benignity; 
or  obliterate  in  his  bosom  the  pictures  of  hope 
and  of  happiness  to  which  those  sentiments  had 
given  birth.  Under  these  impressions,  he  did  not 
always  conduct  himself  with  the  circumspection 
and  prudence  which  his  dependent  situation 
seemed  to  demand.  He  engaged,  indeed,  in  no 


I  Unfortunately,  this  story  of  Mr  Syrae's  regarding  the  com- 
position of  Bruce'g  Addres,  receives  what  is  tantamount  to  a 
contradiction  from  Burns's  own  pen.  In  introducing  tliis 
nohle  lyric  to  the  notice  of  Thomson,  the  Poet  says,  '  There  is 
R  tradition,  which  1  have  met  with  in  many  places  in  Scotland, 
that  it  [the  air  of  Bey  tutti  taiti]  was  Robert  Bruce  's  march 
at  the  battle  of  Bannockburn.  This  thought,  in  my  yester- 
night  I  evening  walk,  warmed  me  to  a  pitch  of  enthusiasm  on 
the  theme  of  liberty  and  independence,  which  I  threw  into  a 
kind  of  Scottish  ode,  fitted  to  the  air,  that  one  might  suppose 
to  be  the  gallant  royal  Scot's  nddre«s  to  his  heroic  followers  on 
that  eventful  morning.'  The  date  of  this  letter  is  September, 
1793  :  the  journey  with  Mr  Syme  was  in  July.  .  See  note  to  p. 
106,  vol.  ii. 


popular  associations,  so  common  at  the  tune  of 
which  we  speak;  but  in  company  he  did  not  con- 
ceal his  opinions  of  public  measures,  or  of  the 
reforms  required  in  the  practice  of  our  govern- 
ment; and  sometimes  in  his  social  and  unguarded 
moments,  he  uttered  them  with  a  wild  and  unjus- 
tifiable vehemence.  Information  of  tliis  was  given 
to  the  Board  of  Excise,  with  the  exaggerations  so 
general  in  such  cases.  A  superior  officer  in  that 
department  was  authorised  to  inquire  into  his 
conduct.  Burns  defended  himself  hi  a  letter 
addressed  to  one  of  the  Board, 2  written  with  great 
independence  of  spirit,  and  with  more  than  his 
accustomed  eloquence.  The  oificer  appointed  to 
inquire  into  his  conduct  gave  a  favourable  report. 
His  steady  friend,  Mr  Graham  of  Fin  tray,  inter- 
posed his  good  offices  in  his  behalf;  and  the 
imprudent  gauger  was  suffered  to  retain  his  situ- 
ation, but  given  to  understand  that  his  promotion 
was  deferred,  and  must  depend  on  his  future 
behaviour. 

This  circumstance  made  a  deep  impression  on 
the  mind  of  Burns.  Fame  exaggerated  his  mis. 
conduct,  and  represented  him  as  actually  dis- 
missed from  his  office ;  and  this  report  induced  a 
gentleman  of  much  respectability3  to  propose  a 
subscription  in  his  favour.  The  offer  was  refused 
by  our  Poet  in  a  letter  of  great  elevation  of  sen- 
timent, in  which  he  gives  an  account  of  the  whole 
of  tliis  transaction,  and  defends  himself  from  the 
imputation  of  disloyal  sentiments  on  the  one 
hand,  and  on  the  other,  from  the  charge  of  hav- 
ing made  submissions  for  the  sake  of  his  office, 
unworthy  of  his  character. 

"  The  partiality  of  my  countrymen,"  he  observes, 
"  has  brought  me  forward  as  a  man  of  genius,  and 
has  given  me  a  character,  to  support.  In  the  poet 
I  have  avowed  manly  and  independent  sentiments, 
which  I  hope  have  been  found  in  the  man.  Rea- 
sons of  no  less  weight  than  the  support  of  a  wife 
and  children  have  pointed  out  my  present  occu- 
pation as  the  only  eligible  line  of  life  within  my 
reach.  Still  my  honest  fame  is  my  dearest  con- 
cern, and  a  thousand  times  have  I  trembled  at  the 
idea  of  the  degrading  epithets  that  malice  or  mis- 
representation may  affix  to  my  name.  Often  in 
blasting  anticipation  have  I  listened  to  some  future 
hackney  scribbler,  with  the  heavy  malice  of  savage 
stupidity,  exultingly  asserting  that  Burns,  not- 
withstanding the  fanfaronade  of  independence  to 
be  found  in  his  works,  and  after  having  been  held 
up  to  public  view,  and  to  public  estimation,  as  a 
man  of  some  genius,  yet,  quite  destitute  of  resour- 
ces within  himself  to  support  his  borrowed  dig- 


2  See  General  Correspondence,  No.  CCXXXV.vol.il.  p.275. 

3  Mr  Erskine  of  Mar.    See  (jenpral  Correspondence,  No 
CCXLI.vol.  ii.p.2T«. 
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nity,  dwindled  into  a  paltry  exciseman,  and  slunk 
out  the  rest  of  liis  insignificant  existence  in  the 
meanest  of  pursuits,  and  among  the  lowest  of  man- 
kind. 

"  In  your  illustrious  hands,  Sir,  permit  me  to 
lodge  my  strong  disavowal  and  defiance  of  such 
slanderous  falsehoods.  Burns  was  a  poor  man 
from  his  birth,  and  an  exciseman  by  necessity ; 
but — I  will  say  it ! — the  sterling  of  his  honest 
worth  poverty  could  not  debase,  and  his  indepen- 
dent British  spirit  oppression  might  bend,  but 
could  not  subdue." 

It  was  one  of  the  last  acts  of  his  life  to  copy 
this  letter  into  his  book  of  manuscripts,  accom- 
panied by  some  additional  remarks  on  the  same 
subject.  It  is  not  surprising,  that,  at  a  season  of 
universal  alarm  for  the  safety  of  the  constitution, 
the  indiscreet  expressions  of  a  man  so  powerful  as 
Burns  should  have  attracted  notice.  The  times 
certainly  required  extraordinary  vigilance  in  those 
intrusted  with  the  administration  of  the  govern- 
ment, and  to  ensure  the  safety  of  the  constitution 
was  doubtless  their  first  duty.  Yet  generous 
minds  will  lament  that  their  measures  of  precau- 
tion should  have  robbed  the  imagination  of  our 
Poet  of  the  last  prop  on  which  Ms  hopes  of  inde- 
pendence rested;  and  by  embittering  his  peace, 
have  aggravated  those  excesses  which  were  soon 
to  conduct  him  to  an  untimely  grave. 

Though  the  vehemence  of  Burns's  temper, 
increased  as  it  often  was  by  stimulating  liquors, 
might  lead  him  into  many  improper  and  unguarded 
expressions,  there  seems  no  reason  to  doubt  of  his 
attachment  to  our  mixed  form  of  government.  In 
his  Common -place  Book,  where  he  could  have  no 
temptation  to  disguise,  are  the  following  senti- 
ments.— "  Whatever  might  be  my  sentiments  of 
republics,  ancient  or  modern,  as  to  Britain,  I  ever 
abjured  the  idea.  A  constitution,  which,  in  its 
original  principles,  experience  has  proved  to  be 
every  way  fitted  for  our  happiness,  it  would  be 
insanity  to  abandon  for  an  untried  visionary 
theory."  In  conformity  to  these  sentiments,  when 
the  pressing  state  of  public  affairs  called,  in  1795, 
for  a  general  arming  of  the  people,  Burns  ap- 
peared in  the  ranks  of  the  Dumfries  volunteers, 
and  employed  his  poetical  talents  in  stimulating 
their  patriotism ;  1  and  at  this  season  of  alarm,  he 
brought  forward  a  hymn,2  worthy  of  the  Grecian 

1  See  poem  entitled  '  The  Dumfries  Volunteers.'— CURRIE. 

2  The  'Song  of  Death.'    This  poem  was  written  in  1791. 
It  was  printed  in  Johnson's  Musical  Museum.    The  Poet  had 
an  intention,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  of  printing  it  sepa- 
rately, set  to  music,  but  was  advised  against  it,  or  at  least  dis- 
couraged from  it.    The  martial  ardour  which  rose  so  high 
afterwards,  on  the  threatened  invasion,  had  not  then  acquired 
the  tone  necessary  to  give  popularity  to  this  noble  poem  ; 
which,  to  the  Editor,  seems  more  calculated  to  invigorate  the 
•pint  of  defence,  in  a  season  of  real  and  pressing  danger,  than 
any  production  of  modern  times. — CURRIB. 


muse,  when   Greece  was   most   conspicuous   for 
genius  and  valour. 

Though  by  nature  of  an  athletic  form,  Burns 
had  in  his  constitution  the  peculiarities  and  the 
delicacies  that  belong  to  the  temperament  of 
genius.  He  was  liable,  from  a  very  early  period 
of  life,  to  that  interruption  in  the  process  of  diges- 
tion, which  arises  from  deep  and  anxious  thought, 
and  which  is  sometimes  the  effect  and  sometimes 
the  cause  of  depression  of  spirits.  Connected  with 
this  disorder  of  the  stomach,  there  was  a  disposition 
to  head-ache  affecting  more  especially  the  tem- 
ples and  eye-balls,  and  frequently  accompanied 
by  violent  and  irregular  movements  of  the  heart. 
Endowed  by  nature  with  great  sensibility  of 
nerves,  Burns  was,  in  his  corporeal,  as  well  as  in 
his  mental  system,  liable  to  inordinate  impres- 
sions ;  to  fever  of  body  as  well  as  of  mind.  This 
predisposition  to  disease,  which  strict  temperance 
in  diet,  regular  exercise,  and  sound  sleep,  might 
have  subdued,  habits  of  a  very  different  nature 
strengthened  and  inflamed.  Perpetually  stimu- 
lated by  alcohol  in  one  or  other  of  its  various 
forms,  the  inordinate  actions  of  the  circulating  sys- 
tem became  at  length  habitual :  the  process  of 
nutrition  was  unable  to  supply  the  waste,  and  the 
powers  of  life  began  to  fail.  Upwards  of  a  year 
before  his  death,  there  was  an  evident  decline  in 
our  Poet's  personal  appearance,  and  though  his 
appetite  continued  unimpaired,  he  was  himself 
sensible  that  his  constitution  was  sinking.  In  his 
moments  of  thought  he  reflected  with  the  deepest 
regret  on  his  fatal  progress,  clearly  foreseeing  the 
goal  towards  which  he  was  hastening,  without  the 
strength  of  mind  necessary  to  stop,  or  even  to 
slacken  his  course.  His  temper  now  became 
more  irritable  and  gloomy;  he  fled  from  him- 
self into  society,  often  of  the  lowest  kind.  And 
in  such  company,  that  part  of  the  convivial  scene, 
in  which  wine  increases  sensibility  and  excites 
benevolence,  was  hurried  over,  to  reach  the  suc- 
ceeding part,  over  which  uncontrolled  passion 
generally  presided.  He  who  suffers  the  pollution 
of  inebriation,  how  shall  he  escape  other  pollu- 
tion ?  But  let  us  refrain  from  the  mention  of 
errors  over  which  delicacy  and  humanity  draw 
the  veil. 3 


3  It  is  now  generally  understood,  that  the  view  here  taken 
by  Dr  Currie,  of  the  aberrations  of  the  Poet  during  his  latter 
days,  is  of  much  too  sweeping  a  character,  and  was  not  by  many 
degrees  justified  by  the  real  circumstances  of  the  case.  'Dr 
Currie,'  says  Gilbert  Burns,  in  a  letter  to  Mr  Peterkin,  '  know- 
ing the  events  of  the  latter  years  of  my  brother's  life  only  from 
the  reports  which  had  been  propagated,  and  thinking  it  neces- 
sary, lest  the  candour  of  his  work  should  be  called  in  question, 
to  state  the  substance  of  these  reports,  has  given  a  very  exag- 
gerated view  of  the  failings  of  my  brother's  life  at  that  period 
— which  is  certainly  to  be  regretted.' 

'  I  love  Dr  Currie,'  says  the  Rev.  James  Gray,  '  but  I  love 
the  memory  of  Burns  more,  and  no  consideration  shall  deter 
me  from  a  bold  declaration  of  the  truth.  The  Poet  of  "  The 


DECLINING  HEALTH. 


In  the  midst  of  all  hLs  wanderings,  Burns  met 
nothing  in  his  domestic  circle  but  gentleness  and 
forgiveness,  except  in  the  gnawings  of  his  own 
remorse.  He  acknowledged  his  transgressions  to 
the  wife  of  his  bosom,  promised  amendment,  and 
again  and  again  received  pardon  for  his  offences. 
But  as  the  strength  of  his  body  decayed,  his  reso- 
lution became  feebler,  and  habit  acquired  predo- 
minating strength. 

From  October,  1795,  to  the  January  following 
an  accidental  complaint  confined  him  to  the  house. 
A  few  days  after  he  began  to  go  abroad,  he  dined 
at  a  tavern,  and  returned  home  about  three  o'clock 
in  a  very  cold  morning,  benumbed  and  intoxicated. 
This  was  followed  by  an  attack  of  rheumatism, 
which  confined  him  about  a  week.  His  appetite 
now  began  to  fail ;  hLs  hand  shook,  and  his  voice 
faltered  on  any  exertion  or  emotion.  His  pulse 
became  weaker  and  more  rapid,  and  pain  in  the 
larger  joints,  and  in  the  hands  and  feet,  deprived 
him  of  the  enjoyment  of  refreshing  sleep.  Too 
much  dejected  in  his  spirits,  and  too  well  aware 
of  his  real  situation  to  entertain  hopes  of  reco- 
very, he  was  ever  musing  on  the  approaching 
desolation  of  his  family,  and  his  spirit  sunk  into  a 
uniform  gloom. 

It  was  hoped  by  some  of  his  friends,  that  if  he 
could  live  through  the  months  of  spring,  the  suc- 
ceeding season  might  restore  him.  But  they  were 

CnttPr's  Saturday  Night,"  who  frit  all  the  charms  of  the  hum- 
ble piety  and  virtue  which  he  sung,  is  charged  (in  Dr  Currie's 
Narrative,  i  with  vices  which  would  reduce  him  to  a  level  with 
the  most  degraded  of  his  species.  As  I  knew  him  during1  that 
period  of  his  life  emphatically  called  his  evil  days,  /  am  enabled 
to  speak  from  my  own  observation.  It  is  not  my  intention  to 
extenuate  his  errors,  because  they  were  combined  with  genius; 
on  that  account,  they  were  only  the  more  dangerous,  because 
the  more  seduc.ive,  and  deserve  the  more  severe  reprehen- 
sion ;  but  I  shall  likewise  claim  that  nothing  may  be  said  in 
malice  even  against  him.  »  »  »  ft  came  under  my  own 
view  professionally,  that  he  superintended  the  education  of  his 
children  with  a  degree  of  care  that  I  have  never  seen  surpas- 
sed by  any  parent  in  any  rank  of  life  whatever.  In  the  bosom 
of  his  family,  he  spent  many  a  delightful  hour  in  directing  the 
studies  of  his  eldest  son,  a  boy  of  uncommon  talents.  I  have 
frequently  found  him  explaining  to  this  youth,  then  not  more 
than  nine  years  of  age,  the  English  poets,  from  Shakspeare  to 
Gray,  or  storing  his  mind  with  examples  of  heroic  virtue,  as 
they  live  in  the  pages  of  our  most  celebrated  English  historians. 
I  would  ask  any  person  of  common  candour,  if  employments 
like  these  are  consistent  with  habitual  drunkennets  ? 

•  It  is  not  denied  that  he  sometimes  mingled  with  society  un- 
worthy of  him.  He  was  of  a  social  and  convivial  nature.  He 
was  courted  by  all  classes  of  men  for  the  fascinating  powers 
of  his  conversation,  but  over  his  social  scene  uncontrolled  pas- 
sion never  presided.  Over  the  social  bowl,  his  wit  flashed  for 
hours  together,  penetrating  whatever  it  struck,  like  the  fire 
from  heaven  ;  but  even  in  the  hour  of  thoughtless  gaiety  and 
merriment,  I  never  knew  it  tainted  by  indecency.  It  was 
playful  or  caustic  by  turns,  following  an  allusion  through  all 
its  windings;  astonishing  by  its  rapidity,  or  amusing  by  its 
wild  originality,  and  grotesque,  yet  natural  combinations,  but 
never,  within  my  observation,  disgusting  by  its  grnssness.  In 
his  morning  hours,  I  never  saw  him  like  one  suffering  from  the 
effects  of  last  night's  intemperance.  He  appeared  then  clear 
and  unclouded.  He  was  the  eloquent  advocate  of  humanity, 
justice,  and  political  freedom.  From  his  paintings,  virtue 
appeared  more  lovely,  and  piety  assumed  a  more  celestial  mein. 
While  his  keen  eye  wa<  pregnant  with  fancy  and  feeling,  and 


__ 

fused  no  vigour  into  his  languid  frame ;  the  sum- 
mer wind  blew  upon  him,  but  produced  no 
refreshment.  About  the  latter  end  of  June  he 
was  advised  to  go  into  the  country;  and  impatient 
of  medical  advice,  as  well  as  of  every  species  of 
control,  he  determined  for  himself  to  try  the 
effect  of  bathing  in  the  sea.  For  this  purpose  he 
took  up  his  residence  at  Brow,  in  Annandale, 
about  ten  miles  east  of  Dumfries,  on  the  shore  of 
the  Solway-Firth. 

It  happened  that  at  that  time  a  lady  with  whom 
he  had  been  connected  in  friendship  by  the  sym- 
pathies of  kindred  genius,  [Mrs  Riddell  of  Wood- 
leigh  Park/J2  was  residing  in  the  immediate 
neighbourhood.  Being  informed  of  his  arrival, 
she  invited  him  to  dinner,  and  sent  her  carriage 
for  him  to  the  cottage  where  he  lodged,  as  he  was 
unable  to  walk.  "  I  was  struck,"  says  this  lady, 
(in  a  confidential  letter  to  a  friend  written  soon 
after,)  "  with  his  appearance  on  entering  the  room. 
The  stamp  of  death  was  imprinted  on  his  features. 
He  seemed  already  touching  the  brink  of  eternity. 
His  first  salutation  was,  '  Well,  madam,  have  you 
any  commands  for  the  other  world  ?'  I  replied, 
that  it  seemed  a  dox'btful  case  which  of  us  should 
be  there  soonest,  and  I  hoped  he  would  yet  live  to 
write  my  epitaph.  (I  was  then  in  a  bad  state  of 
health.)  He  looked  in  my  face  with  an  air  of 


liis  voice  attuned  to  the  very  passion  which  he  wished  to  com- 
municate, it  would  hardly  have  been  possible  to  conceive  any 
being  more  interesting  and  delightful.  I  may  likewise  add, 
that  to  the  very  end  of  his  life,  reading  was  his  favourite  amuse- 
ment. I  have  never  known  any  man  so  intimately  acquainted 
with  the  elegant  English  authors.  He  seemed  to  have  the 
poets  by  heart.  The  prose  authors  he  could  quote  either  id 
their  own  words,  or  clothe  their  ideas  in  language  more  beau- 
tiful than  their  own.  Nor  was  there  ever  any  decay  in  any  of 
the  powers  of  his  mind.  To  the  last  day  of  his  life,  his  judg- 
ment, his  memory,  his  imagination,  were  fresh  and  vigorous, 
as  when  he  composed  the  "  Cotter's  Saturday  Night."  The 
truth  is,  that  Burns  was  seldom  intoxicated.  The  drunkard 
soon  becomes  besotted,  and  is  shunned  even  by  the  convivial. 
Had  he  been  so,  he  could  not  long  have  continued  the  idol  of 
every  party.  It  will  be  freely  confessed,  that  the  hour  of  en- 
joyment wa& often  prolonged  beyond  the  limit  marked  by  pru- 
dence ;  but  what  man  will  venture  to  affirm,  that  in  situations 
where  he  was  conscious  of  giving  so  much  pleasure,  he  could 
at  all  times  have  listened  to  her  voice? 

'  The  men  with  whom  he  generally  associated  were  not  of 
the  lowest  order.  He  numbered  among  his  intimate  friend* 
many  of  the  most  respectable  inhabitants  of  Dumfries  and  the 
vicinity.  Several  of  those  were  attached  to  him  by  ties  that  the 
hand  of  calumny,  busy  as  it  was,  could  never  snap  asunder. 
They  admired  the  Poet  for  his  genius,  and  loved  the  man  for 
the  candour,  generosity,  and  kindness  of  his  nature.  His  early 
friends  clung  to  him  through  good  and  bad  report,  with  a  zeal 
and  fidelity  that  prove  their  disbelief  of  the  malicious  stories 
circulated  to  his  disadvantage.  Among  them  were  some  ot 
the  most  distinguished  characters  in  this  country,  and  not  a  few 
females,  eminent  for  delicacy,  taste,  and  genius.  They  were 
proud  of  his  friendship,  and  cherished  him  to  the  last  moment 
of  his  existence.  He  was  endeared  to  them  even  by  his  mis- 
fortunes, and  they  still  retain  for  his  memory  that  affectionate 
veneration  which  virtue  alone  inspires.' 

Further  testimony  on  the  same  subject  will  be  found  in  the 
Appendix  to  this  Memoir. 

2  Of  this  lady  we  have  had  occasion  to  speak  in  several  note* 
throughout  the  Poem*. 


great  kindness,  and  expressed  his  concern  at  see- 
ing mo  look  so  ill,  with  his  accustomed  sensibility. 
At  table  he  ate  little  or  nothing,  and  he  com- 
plained of  having  entirely  lost  the  tone  of  his  sto- 
mach. We  had  a  long  and  serious  conversation 
about  his  present  situation,  and  the  approaching 
termination  of  all  his  earthly  prospects.  He  spoke 
of  his  death  without  any  of  the  ostentation  of  phi- 
losophy, but  with  firmness  as  well  as  feeling,  as 
an  event  likely  to  happen  very  soon ;  and  which 
gave  him  concern  chiefly  from  leaving  his  four 
children  so  young  and  unprotected,  and  his  wife 
in  so  interesting  a  situation — in  hourly  expecta- 
tion of  lying  in  of  a  fifth.  He  mentioned,  with 
seeming  pride  and  satisfaction,  the  promising 
genius  of  his  eldest  son,  and  the  flattering  marks 
of  approbation  he  had  received  from  his  teachers, 
and  dwelt  particularly  on  his  hopes  of  that  boy's 
future  conduct  and  merit.  His  anxiety  for  his 
family  seemed  to  hang  heavy  upon  him,  and  the 
more  perhaps  from  the  reflection  that  he  had  not 
done  them  all  the  justice  he  was  so  well  qualified 
to  do.  Passing  from  this  subject,  he  showed  great 
concern  about  the  care  of  his  literary  fame,  and 
particularly  the  publication  of  his  posthumous 
works.  He  said  he  was  well  aware  that  his  death 
would  occasion  some  noise,  and  that  every  scrap 
of  his  writing  would  be  revived  against  him  to 
the  injury  of  his  future  reputation ;  that  letters 
and  verses,  written  with  unguarded  and  improper 
freedom,  and  which  he  earnestly  wished  to  have 
buried  in  oblivion,  would  be  handed  about  by  idle 
vanity  or  malevolence,  when  no  dread  of  his 
resentment  would  restrain  them,  or  prevent  the 
censures  of  shrill-tongued  malice,  or  the  insidious 
sarcasms  of  envy,  from  pouring  forth  all  their 
venom  to  blast  his  fame. 

"  He  lamented  that  he  had  written  many  epi- 
grams on  persons  against  whom  he  entertained  no 
enmity,  and  whose  characters  he  should  be  sorry 
to  wound ;  and  many  indifferent  poetical  pieces, 
which  he  feared  would  now,  with  all  their  imper- 
fections on  their  head,  be  thrust  upon  the  world. 
On  this  account  he  deeply  regretted  having  defer- 
red to  put  his  papers  in  a  state  of  arrangement, 
as  he  was  now  quite  incapable  of  the  exertion." 
— The  lady  goes  on  to  mention  many  other  topics 
of  a  private  nature  on  which  he  spoke. — "  The 
conversation,"  she  adds,  "  was  kept  up  with  great 
evenness  and  animation  on  his  side.  I  had  seldom 
seen  his  mind  greater  or  more  collected.  There 
was  frequently  a  considerable  degree  of  vivacity 
in  his  sallies,  and  they  would  probably  have  had 
a  greater  share,  had  not  the  concern  and  dejec- 
tion I  could  not  disguise  damped  the  spirit  of 
pleasantry  he  seemed  not  unwilling  to  indulge. 

"  We  parted  about  sunset  on  the  evening  of 
that  day,  (the  6th  July,  1796;)  the  next  day  I 


saw  him  again,  and  -w  e  parted  to  meet  no  more  !*' 
At  first  Burns  imagined  that  bathing  in  the 
sea  had  been  of  benefit  to  him ;  the  pains  in  his 
limbs  had  been  relieved  ;  but  this  was  immediately 
followed  by  a  new  attack  of  fever.  When  brought 
back  to  his  own  house  in  Dumfries,  011  the  18th  of 
July,  he  was  no  longer  able  to  stand  upright.  At 
this  time  a  tremor  pervaded  his  frame ;  his  tongue 
was  parched,  and  his  mind  sunk  unto  delirium, 
when  not  roused  by  conversation.  On  the  second 
and  third  day  the  fever  increased,  and  his  strength 
diminished.  On  the  fourth  [21st  July,  1796], 
the  sufferings  of  this  great,  but  ill-fated  genius, 
were  terminated  ;  and  a  life  was  closed  in  which 
virtue  and  passion  had  been  at  perpetual  vari- 
ance. l 

The  death  of  Burns  made  a  strong  and  general 
impression  on  all  who  had  interested  themselves 
in  his  character,  and  especially  on  the  inhabitants 
of  the  town  and  county  in  which  he  had  spent  the 
latter  years  of  his  life.  Flagrant  as  his  follies  and 
errors  had  been,  they  had  not  deprived  him  of 
the  respect  and  regard  entertained  for  the  extra- 
ordinary powers  of  his  genius,  and  the  generous 
qualities  of  his  heart.  The  Gentlemen-Volun- 
teers of  Dumfries  determined  to  bury  their  illus- 
trious associate  with  military  honours,  and  every 
preparation  was  made  to  render  this  last  service 
solemn  and  impressive.  The  Fencible  Infantry 
of  Angus-shire,  and  the  regiment  of  cavalry  ol 
the  Cinque  Ports,  at  that  time  quartered  in  Dum- 
fries, offered  their  assistance  on  this  occasion  j  the 
principal  inhabitants  of  the  town  and  neighbour- 
hood determined  to  walk  in  the  funeral  proces- 
sion ;  and  a  vast  concourse  of  persons  assembled, 
some  of  them  from  a  considerable  distance,  to 
witness  the  obsequies  of  the  Scottish  Bard.  On 
the  evening  of  the  25th  of  July,  the  remains  of 
Burns  were  removed  from  his  house  to  the  Town- 
Hall,  and  the  funeral  took  place  on  the  succeed- 
ing day.  A  party  of  the  volunteers,  selected  to 
perform  the  military  duty  in  the  church  yard, 
stationed  themselves  in  the  front  of  the  procession, 
with  their  arms  reversed;  the  main  body  of  the 
corps  surrounded  and  supported  the  coffin,  on 
which  were  placed  the  hat  and  sword  of  their 
friend  and  fellow-soldier ;  the  numerous  body  of 
attendants  ranged  themselves  in  the  rear;  whiie 
the  Fencible  regiments  of  infantry  and  cavalry 
lined  the  streets  from  the  Town-Hall  to  the  burial 
ground  in  the  Southern  church-yard,  a  distance 
of  more  than  half  a  mile.  The  whole  procession 
moved  forward  to  that  sublime  and  affecting 
strain  of  music,  the  '  Dead  March '  in  Saul ;  and 


1  '  The  particulars  respecting  the  illness  and  dpath  of  Burn* 
w?re  obligingly  furnished  by  Dr  Maxwell,  the  physician  who 
attended  him/ — CURIUE. 
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FUNERAL  OBSEQUIES. 


three  volleys  fired  over  his  grave  marked  the 
return  of  Burns  to  his  parent  earth !  The  spec- 
tacle was  in  a  high  degree  grand  and  solemn,  and 
accorded  with  the  general  sentiments  of  sympathy 
and  sorrow  which  the  occasion  had  called  forth.  • 
It  was  an  affecting  circumstance,  that,  on  the 
morning  of  the  day  of  her  husband's  funeral, 
Mrs  Burns  was  undergoing  the  pains  of  labour ; 
and  that  during  the  solemn  service  we  have  just 
been  describing,  the  posthumous  son  of  our  poet 
was  born.  This  infant  boy,  who  received  the 
name  of  Maxwell,  was  not  destined  to  a  long  life. 


remains  of  Burns  were  originally  interred  in  a  small 
incloaure  at  the  north  corner  of  St  Michael's  churchyard  at 
Dumfries:  in  the  same  grave  two  of  his  children  were  after- 
wards buried.  The  spot  continued  for  many  years  to  be  undis- 
tinguished by  any  memorial  of  public  feeling.  It  was  covered 
only  by  a  plain  slab,  which  his  widow,  under  the  influence  of  a 
less  inconstant  sentiment,  had  procured  from  her  slender  funds, 
»nd  caused  to  be  inscribed  in  the  following  terms,  touching  by 
thi'ir  unambitious  simplicity: 

"In  Memory  of  Robert  Burns,  who  died  the  21st  July  1796, 
in  the  37th  *  year  of  his  age ;  and  Maxwell  Burns,  who  died 
the  25th  April  1799,  aged  2  years  and  9  months  ;  also  of  Francis 
Wallace  Bums,  who  died  the  9th  of  July  1803,  aged  14  years." 

The  erection  of  a  public  monument  or  mausoleum  at  Dum- 
fries was  not  seriously  contemplated  till  the  year  1814,  when, 
on  the  fith  of  January,  a  meeting  took  place  in  that  town,  and 
it  was  determined  by  those  present,  that  "a  mausoleum  ought 
to  be  reared  over  the  grave  of  Burns."  A  committee  was  at 
the  same  time  formed,  including  noblemen,  gentlemen,  clergy- 
men and  some  of  the  principal  citizens  of  Dumfries,  for  the 
purpose  of  collecting  subscriptions,  and  superintending  the 
erection  of  the  proposed  building.  Money  being  liberally  for- 
warded, not  only  from  the  various  provinces  of  Scotland,  but 
from  other  parts  of  the  united  kingdom,  from  the  East  and 
West  In(lii>s,and  from  America.the  committee  were  soon  enabled 
to  proceed  to  the  more  interesting  part  of  their  duty.  A  plan 
by  Mr  Thomas  Frederick  Hunt,  of  London,  having  been 
selected  from  those  furnished  by  various  competing  architects, 
flip  foundation  stone  was  laid  by  a  masonic  procession,  on  the 
5th  of  June  1815,  William  Miller,  F.sq.  of  Dalswinton.  superin- 
tending the  ceremony.  The  situation  chosen  for  the  building 
was  different  from  that  in  which  the  remains  of  Burns  had 
been  laid.  That  spot  being  low,  and  confined  in  an  ancrle  of  the 
church-yard,  it  was  found  necessary  to  assume  a  situation  near 
the  east  corner,  where,  accordingly,  the  building  has  heen 
erected,  the  form  adopted  being  that  of  a  plain  Doric  temple 
reared  above  a  sepulchral  vault.  When  the  latter  had  been 
completed,  the  remains  of  the  Poet  and  of  his  two  deceased 
children  were  raised  from  their  original  resting-place,  and 
transferred  thither  (September  9)  with  as  much  privacy  and  as 
much  delicacy  as  the  circumstances  of  the  case  rendered  possi- 
ble. The  building  was  completed  in  1817,  the  whole  expense 
being  about  £1500. 

Burns'*  mausoleum  has  since  then  been  visited  by  its  annual 
thousands,  on  whose  account  it  is  kept  constantly  open,  and  in 
a  state  of  the  nicest  cleanliness  and  propriety — a  mnrked  con- 
trast to  the  many  scarcely  less  elegant  memorial*  reared  near 
by  to  the  objects  of  earth's  common  griefs,  and  immediately 
after  left  to  neglect  and  desolation.  As  an  architectural 
structure,  it  has  heen  generally  approved  of;  but  a  contrary- 
feeling  is  excited  by  an  unfortunate  piece  of  sculpture  placed 
aorainst  its  back  wall,  the  work  of  an  artist  named  Turnerelli, 
and  representing  Burns  at  the  plough,  while  his  genius  Coila, 
in  verr  substance,  is  throwing  an  actual  mantle  of  inspiration 
over  him.  From  tins  specimen  of  art,  the  visiter  tnrns  with 
pleasure  to  the  plain  tombstone  which  domestic  affection  con- 
ferred upon  the  bard  before  the  world  had  thought  of  trophy- 
,ng  his  grave  with  the  classic  graces  of  Greece — this  stone 
having  been  of  late  years  taken  from  the  vault  below,  where 
it  was  placed  in  1815,  and  fixed  in  the  floor  of  the  mauso'eum. 
The  remains  of  Mrs  Burns  were  deposited  in  the  vault  beside 
those  of  her  husband,  in  April  1834. 

*  An  error  for  the  38th. 


He  has  already  [1799]  become  an  inhabitant  of 
the  same  grave  with  his  celebrated  father.  The 
four  other  children  of  our  poet,  all  sons,  (the 
eldest  at  that  time  about  ten  years  of  age)  yet 
survive,  and  give  every  promise  of  prudence  and 
virtue  that  can  be  expected  from  their  tender 
years.  They  remain  under  the  care  of  their 
affectionate  mother  in  Dumfries,  and  are  enjoying 
the  means  of  education  which  the  excellent 
schools  of  that  town  afford;  the  teachers  of  which, 
in  their  conduct  to  the  children  of  Burns,  do 
themselves  great  honour.2  On  this  occasion  the 
name  of  Mr  Whyte  deserves  to  be  particularly 
mentioned,  himself  a  poet,  as  well  as  a  man  of 
science. 3 

Burns  died  in  great  poverty ;  but  the  indepen- 
dence of  his  spirit,  and  the  exemplary  prudence 
of  his  wife,  had  preserved  him  from  debt.  He 
had  received  from  his  poems  a  clear  profit  of 
about  nine  hundred  pounds.  Of  this  sum,  the 
part  expended  on  his  library  (which  was  far  from 
extensive)  and  in  the  humble  furniture  of  his 
house,  remained ;  and  obligations  were  found  for 
two  hundred  pounds  advanced  by  him  to  the 
assistance  of  those  to  whom  he  was  united  by  the 
ties  of  blood,  and  still  more  by  those  of  esteem 
and  affection.  When  it  is  considered,  that  his 
expenses  in  Edinburgh,  and  on  his  various  jour- 
neys, could  not  be  inconsiderable  ;  that  his  agri- 
cultural undertaking  was  unsuccessful ;  that  his 
income  from  the  excise  was  for  some  time  as  low 
as  fifty,  and  never  rose  to  above  seventy  pounds 
a-year,4  that  his  family  was  large,  and  his  spirit 
liberal — no  one  will  be  surprised  that  his  circum- 
stances were  so  poor,  or  that,  as  his  health 
decayed,  his  proud  and  feeling  heart  sunk  under 
the  secret  consciousness  of  indigence,  and  the 
apprehensions  of  absolute  want.  Yet  poverty 
never  bent  the  spirit  of  Burns  to  any  pecuniary 
meanness.  Neither  chicanery  nor  sordidness  ever 
appeared  in  his  conduct.  He  carried  his  disregard 
of  money  to  a  blameable  excess.  Even  in  the 
midst  of  distress  he  bore  himself  loftily  to  the 
world,  and  received  with  a  jealous  reluctance 
every  offer  of  friendly  assistance.  His  printed 
poems  had  procured  him  great  celebrity,  and  a 
just  and  fair  recompense  for  the  latter  offsprings 
of  his  pen  might  have  produced  him  considerable 
emolument.  In  the  year  1795,  the  Editor  of  a 
London  newspaper s  high  in  its  character  for 


2  The  subsequent  history  of  the  family  of  Burns,  will  b* 
given  in  the  Appendix  to  this  Memoir. 

3  '  Author  of  "  St  Guerdon's  Well."  a  poem  ;  and  of  "  A  Tri- 
bute to  the  Memory  of  Burns.'" — CCRBIE. 

4  Allan  Cunningham  estimates  that  seventy-pounds  a  year 
on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  in  the  days  of  Burns,  was  fully  pqn«\ 
to  three  hundred  pounds  in  London,  in  the  present  day.     But 
this  is  surely  an  overstrained  calculation. 

5  Mr  Perry  of  the  Moruing  Chronicle. 
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literature,  and  independence  of  sentiment,  made 
a  proposal  to  him  that  he  should  furnish  them, 
once  a  week,  with  an  article  for  their  poetical 
department,  and  receive  from  them  a  recompense 
of  fifty-two  guineas  per  annum ;  an  offer  which 
the  pride  of  genius  disdained  to  accept.  Yet  he 
had  for  several  years  furnished,  and  was  at  that 
time  furnishing,  the  Museum  of  Johnson  with  hi; 
beautiful  lyrics,  without  fee  or  reward,  and  was 
obstinately  refusing  all  recompense  for  his  assist- 
ance to  the  greater  work  of  Mr  Thomson,  which 
the  justice  and  generosity  of  that  gentleman  was 
pressing  upon  him. 

The  sense  of  his  poverty,  and  of  the  approach- 
ing distress  of  Ms  infant  family,  pressed  heavily 
on  Burns  as  he  lay  on  the  bed  of  death.  Yet  he 
alluded  to  his  indigence,  at  times,  with  something 
approaching  to  his  wonted  gayety. — "  What  busi- 
ness," said  he  to  Dr  Maxwell,  who  attended  him 
with  the  utmost  zeal,  "  has  a  physician  to  waste 
his  time  on  me  ?  I  am  a  poor  pigeon,  not  worth 
plucking.  Alas !  I  have  not  feathers  enough  upon 
me  to  carry  me  to  my  grave."  And  when  his 
reason  was  lost  in  delirium,  his  ideas  ran  in  the 
same  melancholy  train ;  the  horrors  of  a  jail  were 
continually  present  to  his  troubled  imagination, 
and  produced  the  most  affecting  exclamations. 

As  for  months  previous  to  his  death  he  had  been 
incapable  of  the  duties  of  his  office,  Burns  dreaded 
that  his  salary  should  be  reduced  one  half,  as  is 
usual  in  such  cases.  His  full  emoluments  were, 
however,  continued  to  him  by  the  kindness  of  Mr 
Stobbie,  a  young  expectant  in  the  Excise,  who 
performed  the  duties  of  his  office  without  fee  or 
reward ;  and  Mr  Graham  of  Fintray,  hearing  of 
his  illness,  though  unacquainted  with  its  danger- 
ous nature,  made  an  offer  of  his  assistance  towards 
procuring  him  the  means  of  preserving  his  health. 
Whatever  might  be  the  faults  of  Burns,  ingrati- 
tude was  not  of  the  number. — Amongst  his  manu- 
scripts, various  proofs  are  found  of  the  sense  he 
entertained  of  Mr  Graham's  friendship,  which 
delicacy  towards  that  gentleman  has  induced  us 
to  suppress  ;  and  on  this  last  occasion  there  is  no 
doubt  that  his  heart  overflowed  towards  him, 
though  he  had  no  longer  the  power  of  expressing 
his  feelings. 1 

On  the  death  of  Burns  the  inhabitants  of  Dum- 
fries and  its  neighbourhood  opened  a  subscription 
for  the  support  of  his  wife  and  family;  and  Mr 
Miller,  Mr  M'Murdo,  Dr  Maxwell,  Mr  Syme,  and 
Mr  Cunningham,  gentlemen  of  the  first  respect- 
ability, became  trustees  for  the  application  of  the 
money  to  its  proper  objects.  The  subscription 

1  '  The  letter  of  Mr  Graham,  alluded  to  above,  is  dated  on 
the  13th  of  July,  and  probably  arrived  on  the  15th :  Burns 
became  delirious  on  the  17th  or  18th,  and  died  on  the  2Ist.'— 

Cl.'KllIB. 


was  extended  to  other  parts  of  Scotland,  and  of 
England  also,  particularly  London  and  Liverpool. 
By  this  means  a  sum  was  raised  amounting  to 
seven  hundred  pounds ;  and  thus  the  Avidow  and 
children  were  rescued  from  immediate  distress, 
and  the  most  melancholy  of  the  forebodings  of 
Burns  happily  disappointed.  It  is  true,  this  sum, 
though  equal  to  their  present  support,  is  insuffi- 
cient to  secure  them  from  future  penury.  Their 
hope  in  regard  to  futurity  depends  on  the  favour- 
able reception  of  these  volumes  [Dr  Currie's 
edition]  from  the  public  at  large,  in  the  promot- 
ing of  which  the  candour  and  humanity  of  the 
reader  may  induce  him  to  lend  his  assistance. 2 

Burns,  as  has  already  been  mentioned,  was  nearly 
five  feet  ten  inches  in  height,  and  of  a  form  that  indi- 
cated agility  as  well  as  strength.  His  well-raised 
forehead,  shaded  with  black  curling  hair,  indicated 
extensive  capacity.  His  eyes  were  large,  dark, 
full  of  ardour  and  intelligence.  His  face  was  well 
formed  ;  and  his  countenance  uncommonly  inter- 
esting and  expressive.  His  mode  of  dressing, 
which  was  often  slovenly,  and  a  certain  fulness 
and  bend  in  his  shoulders,  characteristic  of  his 
original  profession,  disguised  in  some  degree  the 
natural  symmetry  and  elegance  of  his  form.  The 
external  appearance  of  Burns  Avas  most  strikingly 
indicative  of  the  character  of  his  mind.  On  a 
first  view,  his  physiognomy  had  a  certain  air  of 
coarseness,  mingled,  however,  with  an  expression 
of  deep  penetration,  and  of  calm  thoughtfulness, 
approaching  to  melancholy.  There  appeared  in 
his  first  manner  and  address,  perfect  ease  and 
self-possession,  but  a  stern  and  almost  supercilious 
elevation,  not,  indeed,  incompatible  with  openness 
and  affability,  which,  however,  bespoke  a  mind 
conscious  of  superior  talents.  Strangers  that 
supposed  themselves  approaching  an  Ayrshire 
peasant  who  could  make  rhymes,  and  to  whom 
their  notice  was  an  honour,  found  themselves 
speedily  overawed  by  the  presence  of  a  man  who 
bore  himself  with  dignity,  and  who  possessed  a 
singular  power  of  correcting  forwardness  and  of 
repelling  intrusion.  But  though  jealous  of  the 
respect  due  to  himself,  Burns  never  enforced  it 
where  he  saw  it  was  willingly  paid;  and,  though 
inaccessible  to  the  approaches  of  pride,  he  was 
open  to  every  advance  of  kindness  and  of  bene- 
volence. His  dark  and  haughty  countenance 
easily  relaxed  into  a  look  of  good-will,  of  pity, 
or  of  tenderness;  and,  as  the  various  emotions 
succeeded  each  other  in  his  mind,  assumed  with 


2  Dr  Currie  edited  the  work,  and  wrote  the  life  of  the  Poet, 
'or  the  benefit  of  his  widow  and  family. — Other  friends  no 
ess  promptly  interposed:  Lord  Sidmouth  placed  the  eldest  in  the 
Stamp  Office,  and  Lord  Panmure  continued  to  bestow  fifty- 
>ounds  annually  upon  the  widow,  until  her  sons  were  able  to 
ake  this  pious  duty  upon  themselves. 
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equal  ease  the  expression  of  the  broadest  humour, 
of  the  most  extravagant  mirth,  of  the  deepest 
melancholy,  or  of  the  most  sublime  emotion. 
The  tones  of  his  voice  happily  corresponded  with 
the  expression  of  his  features,  and  with  the  feel- 
ings of  his  mind.  When  to  these  endowments 
are  added  a  rapid  and  distinct  apprehension,  a 
most  powerful  understanding,  and  a  happy  com- 
mand of  language — of  strength  as  well  as  brilli- 
ancy of  expression — we  shall  be  able  to  account 
for  the  extraordinary  attractions  of  his  conversa- 
tion— for  the  sorcery  which  in  his  social  parties 
he  seemed  to  exert  on  all  around  him.  In  the 
company  of  women  this  sorcery  was  more  espe- 
cially apparent.  Their  presence  charmed  the 
fiend  of  melancholy  in  his  bosom,  and  awoke  his 
happiest  feelings;  it  excited  the  powers  of  his 
fancy,  as  well  as  the  tenderness  of  his  heart;  and, 
by  restraining  the  vehemence  and  the  exuberance 
of  his  language,  at  times  gave  to  his  manners  the 
impression  of  taste,  and  even  of  elegance,  which 
in  the  company  of  men  they  seldom  possessed. 
This  influence  was  doubtless  reciprocal.  A  Scot- 
tish lady, l  accustomed  to  the  best  society,  declared 
with  characteristic  na'ivett,  that  no  man's  conver- 
sation ever  "  carried  her  so  completely  off  her 
feet"  as  that  of  Burns ;  and  an  English  lady,  fami- 
liarly acquainted  with  several  of  the  most  distin- 
guished characters  of  the  present  times,  assured 
the  Editor,  that  in  the  happiest  of  his  social 
hours,  there  was  a  charm  about  Burns  which  she 
had  never  seen  equalled.  This  charm  arose  not 
more  from  the  power  than  the  versatility  of  his 
genius.  No  languor  could  be  felt  in  the  society 
of  a  man  who  passed  at  pleasure  from  grave  to 
gay,  from  the  ludicrous  to  the  pathetic,  from  the 
simple  to  the  sublime;  who  wielded  all  his  facul- 
ties with  equal  strength  and  ease,  and  never  failed 
to  impress  the  offspring  of  his  fancy  with  the 
stamp  of  his  understanding. 

This,  indeed,  is  to  represent  Burns  in  his  hap- 
piest phasis.  In  large  and  mixed  parties  he  was 
often  silent  and  dark,  sometimes  fierce  and  over- 
bearing ;  he  was  jealous  of  the  proud  man's  scorn, 
jealous  to  an  extreme  of  the  insolence  of  wealth, 
and  prone  to  avenge,  even  on  its  innocent  posses- 
sor, the  partiality  of  fortune.  By  nature  kind, 
brave,  sincere,  and  in  a  singular  degree  compas- 
sionate, he  was  on  the  other  hand  proud,  irascible, 
and  vindictive.  His  virtues  and  his  failings  had 
their  origin  in  the  extraordinary  sensibility  of  his 
mind,  and  equally  partook  of  the  chills  and  glows 
of  sentiment.  His  friendships  were  liable  to  inter- 
ruption from  jealousy  or  disgust,  and  his  enmities 
died  away  under  the  influence  of  pity  or  self- 
accusation.  His  understanding  was  equal  to  the 

1  The  Duchess  of  Gordon. 


other  powers  of  his  mind,  and  his  deliberate 
opinions  were  singularly  candid  and  just;  but, 
like  other  men  of  great  and  irregular  genius,  the 
opinions  which  he  delivered  in  conversation  were 
often  the  offspring  of  temporary  feelings,  and 
widely  different  from  the  calm  decisions  of  his 
judgment.  This  was  not  merely  true  respecting 
the  characters  of  others,  but  in  regard  to  some 
of  the  most  important  points  of  human  specula- 
tion. 

On  no  subject  did  he  give  a  more  striking 
proof  of  the  strength  of  his  understanding,  than 
in  the  correct  estimate  he  formed  of  himself.  He 
knew  his  own  failings;  he  predicted  their  conse- 
quences; the  melancholy  foreboding  was  never 
long  absent  from  his  mind;  yet  his  passions  car- 
ried him  down  the  stream  of  error,  and  swept 
him  over  the  precipice  he  saw  directly  in  his 
course.  The  fatal  defect  hi  his  character  lay  in 
the  comparative  weakness  of  his  volition,  that 
superior  faculty  of  the  mind,  which  governing  the 
conduct  according  to  the  dictates  of  the  under- 
standing, alone  entitles  it  to  be  denominated 
rational ;  which  is  the  parent  of  fortitude,  patience, 
and  self-denial;  which,  by  regulating  and  com- 
bining human  exertions,  may  be  said  to  have 
effected  all  that  is  great  in  the  works  of  man,  in 
literature,  in  science,  or  on  the  face  of  nature. 
The  occupations  of  a  poet  are  not  calculated  to 
strengthen  the  governing  powers  of  the  mind,  or 
to  weaken  that  sensibility  which  requires  perpe- 
tual control,  since  it  gives  birth  to  the  vehe- 
mence of  passion  as  well  as  to  the  higher  powers 
of  imagination.  Unfortunately  the  favourite  occu- 
pations of  genius  are  calculated  lo  increase  all 
its  peculiarities :  to  nourish  that  lofty  pride  which 
disdains  the  littleness  of  prudence,  and  the  restric- 
tions of  order:  and,  by  indulgence,  to  increase 
that  sensibility  which,  in  the  present  form  of  our 
existence,  is  scarcely  compatible  with  peace  or 
happiness,  even  when  accompanied  with  the 
choicest  gifts  of  fortune! 

It  is  observed  by  one  who  was  a  friend  and 
associate  of  Burns,2  and  who  has  contemplated 
and  explained  the  system  of  animated  nature, 
that  no  sentient  being  with  mental  powers  greatly 
superior  to  those  of  men,  could  possibly  live  and 
be  happy  in  this  world — "  If  such  a  being  really 
existed,"  continues  he,  "  his  misery  would  be 
extreme.  With  senses  more  delicate  and  refined ; 
with  perception  more  acute  and  penetrating;  with 
a  taste  so  exquisite  that  the  objects  around  him 
would  by  no  means  gratify  it;  obliged  to  feed  on 
nourishment  too  gross  for  his  frame;  he  must  bo 
born  only  to  be  miserable;  and  the  continuation 
of  his  existence  would  be  utterly  impossible. 


2  Smellie.    See  his  •  Philosophy  of  Nr.tural  History.' 
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Even  in  our  present  condition,  the  sameness  and 
the  insipidity  of  objects  and  pursuits,  the  futility 
of  pleasure,  and  the  infinite  sources  of  excruciat- 
ing pain,  are  supported  with  great  difficulty  by 
cultivated  and  refined  minds.  Increase  our  sen- 
sibilities, continue  the  same  objects  and  situation, 
and  no  man  could  bear  to  live." 

Thus  it  appears,  that  our  powers  of  sensation, 
as  well  as  all  our  other  powers,  are  adapted  to 
the  scene  of  our  existence;  that  they  are  limited 
in  mercy,  as  well  as  in  wisdom. 

The  speculations  of  Mr  Smellie  are  not  to  be 
considered  as  the  dreams  of  a  theorist;  they  were 
probably  founded  on  sad  experience.  The  being 
he  supposes,  "  with  senses  more  delicate  and 
refined,  with  perceptions  more  acute  and  pene- 
trating," is  to  be  found  in  real  life.  He  is  of  the 
temperament  of  genius,  and  perhaps  a  poet.  Is 
there,  then,  no  remedy  for  this  inordinate  sensi- 
bility ?  Are  there  no  means  by  which  the  happiness 
of  one  so  constituted  by  nature  may  be  consulted  ? 
Perhaps  it  will  be  found,  that  regular  and  constant 
occupation,  irksome  though  it  may  at  first  be,  is 
the  true  remedy.  Occupation  in  which  the  powers 
of  the  understanding  are  exercised,  will  diminish 
the  force  of  external  impressions,  and  keep  the 
imagination  under  restraint. 

That  the  bent  of  every  man's  mind  should  be 
followed  in  his  education  and  in  his  destination 
in  life,  is  a  maxim  which  has  been  often  repeated, 
but  which  cannot  be  admitted  without  many 
restrictions.  It  may  be  generally  true  when 
applied  to  weak  minds,  which  being  capable  of 
little,  must  be  encouraged  and  strengthened  in 
the  feeble  impulses  by  which  that  little  is  pro- 
duced. But  where  indulgent  nature  has  bestowed 
her  gifts  with  a  liberal  hand,  the  very  reverse  of 
this  maxim  ought  frequently  to  be  the  rule  of 
conduct.  In  minds  of  a  higher  order,  the  object 
of  instruction  and  of  discipline  is  very  often  to 
restrain,  rather  than  to  impel;  to  curb  the  im- 
pulses of  imagination,  so  that  the  passions  also 
may  be  kept  under  control. l 

Hence  the  advantages,  even  in  a  moral  point 
of  view,  of  studies  of  a  severer  nature,  which 
while  they  inform  the  understanding,  employ  the 


1  Quinctilian  discusses  the  important  question,  whether  the 
bent  of  the  individual's  genius  should  be  followed  in  his  educa- 
tion (an  secundum  sui  quisque  ingenii  docendus  sit  naturam,) 
chiefly,  indeed,  with  a  reference  to  the  orator,  but  in  a  way 
that  admits  of  very  general  application.  His  conclusions  coin- 
cide very  much  with  those  of  the  text.  '  An  vero  Isocrates 
cum  de  Ephoro  atque  Theopornposic  judicaret,  ut  alterl  frenis, 
alterl  calcaribus  opus  esse  diceret;  aut  in  illo  lentiore  tardita- 
tera,  aut  in  illo  pene  praecipiti  concitationem  adjuvandum 
ducendo  existimavit?  cum  alterum  nl terms  natura  miscendum 
arbitraretur.  Imbecillis  tamen  ingpniis  sane  sic  obsequendum 
sit,  ut  tantum  in  id  quo  vocat  natura,  ducantur.  Ita  enim, 
quod  solum  possunt,  melius  efficient.'  Inst.  Orator,  lib.  ii.  9.— 
Count. 


volition,  that  regulating  power  of  the  mind,  which, 
like  all  our  other  faculties,  is  strengthened  by 
exercise,  and  on  the  superiority  of  which,  virtue, 
happiness,  and  honourable  fame,  are  wholly  depen- 
dent. Hence  also  the  advantage  of  regular  and 
constant  application,  which  aids  the  voluntary 
power  by  the  production  of  habits  so  necessary 
to  the  support  of  order  and  virtue,  and  so  diffi- 
cult to  be  formed  in  the  temperament  of  genius. 

The  man  who  is  so  endowed  and  so  regulated, 
may  pursue  his  course  with  confidence  in  almost 
any  of  the  various  walks  of  life,  which  choice  or 
accident  shall  open  to  him;  and,  provided  he 
employs  the  talents  he  has  cultivated,  may  hope 
for  such  imperfect  happiness,  and  such  limited 
success,  as  are  reasonably  to  be  expected  from 
human  exertions. 

The  pre-eminence  among  men,  which  pro- 
cures  personal  respect,  and  which  terminates  in 
lasting  reputation,  is  seldom  or  never  obtained 
by  the  excellence  of  a  single  faculty  of  the  mind. 
Experience  teaches  us,  that  it  has  been  acquired 
by  those  only  who  haAre  possessed  the  compre- 
hension and  the  energy  of  general  talents,  and 
who  have  regulated  their  application,  in  the 
line  which  choice,  or  perhaps  accident,  may  have 
determined,  by  the  dictates  of  their  judgment. 
Imagination  is  supposed,  and  with  justice,  to  be 
the  leading  faculty  of  the  poet.  But  what  poet 
has  stood  the  test  of  time  by  the  force  of  this 
single  faculty  ?  Who  does  not  see  that  Homer 
and  Shakspeare  excelled  the  rest  of  their  species 
in  understanding  as  well  as  in  imagination ;  that 
they  were  pre-eminent  in  the  highest  species  of 
knowledge — the  knowledge  of  the  nature  and 
character  of  man  ?  On  the  other  hand,  the  talent 
of  ratiocination  is  more  especially  requisite  to  the 
orator;  but  no  man  ever  obtained  the  palm  of 
oratory,  even  by  the  highest  excellence  in  this 
single  talent.  Who  does  not  perceive  that  Demos- 
thenes and  Cicero  were  not  more  happy  in  their 
addresses  to  the  reason,  than  in  their  appeals  to 
the  passions  ?  They  knew,  that  to  excite,  to 
agitate,  and  to  delight,  are  among  the  most 
potent  arts  of  persuasion ;  and  they  enforced  their 
impression  on  the  understanding,  by  their  com- 
mand of  all  the  sympathies  of  the  heart.  These 
observations  might  be  extended  to  other  walks 
of  life.  He  who  has  the  faculties  fitted  to  excel 
in  poetry,  has  the  faculties  which,  duly  governed, 
and  differently  directed,  might  lead  to  pre-emin- 
ence in  other,  and,  as  far  as  respects  himself,  per- 
haps in  happier  destinations.  The  talents  neccf- 
sary  to  the  construction  of  an  Iliad,  under  dif- 
ferent discipline  and  application,  might  have  led 
armies  to  victory,  or  kingdoms  to  prosperity; 
might  have  wielded  the  thunder  of  eloquence,  or 
discovered  and  enlarged  the  sciences  that  consti- 
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tute  the  power  and  improve  the  condition  of  our 
species.1  Such  talents  are,  indeed,  rare  among 
the  productions  of  nature,  and  occasions  of  bring- 
ing them  into  full  exertion  are  rarer  stilL  But 
safe  and  salutary  occupations  may  be  found  for 
men  of  genius  in  every  direction,  "while  the  useful 
and  ornamental  arts  remain  to  be  cultivated, 
while  the  sciences  remain  to  be  studied  and  to  be 
extended,  and  principles  of  science  to  be  applied 
to  the  correction  and  improvement  of  art.  In  the 
temperament  of  sensibility,  which  is  in  truth  the 
temperament  of  general  talents,  the  principal 
object  of  discipline  and  instruction  is,  as  has 
already  been  mentioned,  to  strengthen  the  self- 
command  ;  and  this  may  be  promoted  by  the 
direction  of  the  studies,  more  effectually  perhaps 
than  has  been  generally  understood. 

If  these  observations  be  founded  in  truth,  they 
may  lead  to  practical  consequences  of  some 
importance.  It  has  been  too  much  the  custom  to 
consider  the  possession  of  poetical  talents  as 
excluding  the  possibility  of  application  to  the 
severer  branches  of  study,  and  as  in  some  degree 
incapacitating  the  possessor  from  attending  those 
habits,  and  from  bestowing  that  attention,  which 
are  necessary  to  success  in  the  details  of  business, 
and  in  the  engagements  of  active  life.  It  has 
been  common  for  persons  conscious  of  such  talents, 
to  look  with  a  sort  of  disdain  on  other  kinds  of 
intellectual  excellence,  and  to  consider  themselves 


1  The  reader  must  not  suppose  it  is  contended  that  the  same 
individual  could  have  excelled  in  all  these  directions.  A  cer- 
tain degree  of  instruction  and  practice  is  necessary  to  excel- 
lence in  every  one,  and  life  is  too  short  to  admit  of  one  man. 
however  great  his  talents,  acquiring  this  in  all  of  them.  It  is 
only  asserted,  that  the  same  talents,  differently  applied,  might 
have  succeeded  in  any  one,  though,  perhaps,  not  equally  well  in 
each.  And,  after  all,  this  position  requires  certain  limitations, 
which  the  reader's  candour  and  judgment  will  supply.  In  sup- 
posing that  a  great  poet  might  have  made  a  great  orator,  the 
physical  qualities  necessary  to  oratory  are  pre-supposed.  In 
supposing  that  a  great  orator  might  have  made  a  great  poet,  it 
is  a  necessary  condition,  that  he  should  have  devoted  himself  to 
poetry,  and  that  he  should  have  acquired  a  proficiency  in  metri- 
cal numbers,  which  hy  patience  and  attention  may  be  acquired, 
though  the  want  of  it  has  embarrassed  and  chilled  many  of  the 
first  efforts  of  true  poetical  genius.  In  supposing  that  Homer 
might  have  led  armies  to  victory,  more  indeed  is  assumed  than 
the  physical  qualities  of  a  general.  To  these  must  be  added  that 
hardihood  of  mind,  that  coolness  in  the  midst  of  difficulty  and 
danger,  which  great  poets  and  orators  are  found  sometimes, but 
not  always,  to  possess.  The  nature  of  the  institutions  of 
Greece  and  Rome  produced  more  instances  of  single  individ- 
uals who  excelled  in  various  departments  of  active  and  specu- 
lative life,  than  occur  in  modern  Kurope,  where  the  employ- 
ments of  men  are  more  subdivided.  Many  of  the  greatest 
warriors  of  antiquity  excelled  in  literature  and  in  oratory. 
That  they  had  the  minds  of  great  poets  also,  will  be  admitted, 
when  the  qualities  are  justly  appreciated  which  are  necessary 
to  excite,  combine,  and  command  the  active  energies  of  a  great 
body  of  men,  to  rouse  that  enthusiasm  which  sustains  fatigue, 
hunger,  and  the  inclemencies  of  the  elements,  and  which 
triumphs  over  the  fear  of  death,  the  most  powerful  instinct  of 


our  nature. 

The  authority  of  Cicero  may  be  appealed  to  in  favour  of  the 
close  connexion  between  the  poet  and  the  orator.  Est  enim 
finitimus  oratori  poeta,  numcris  adstrictior  paulo,  verbomm 
auUm  lieentia  liberior,  &c.  De  Oratore,  Lib.  i.  c.  16.  See 


as  in  some  degree  absolved  from  those  rules  of 
prudence  by  which  humbler  minds  are  restricted. 
They  are  too  much  disposed  to  abandon  them- 
selves to  their  own  sensations,  and  to  suffer  life 
to  pass  away  without  regular  exertion  or  settled 
purpose. 

But  though  men  of  genius  are  generally  prone 
to  indolence,  with  them  indolence  and  unhappi- 
ness  are  in  a  more  especial  manner  allied.  The 
unbidden  splendors  of  imagination  may  indeed  at 
times  irradiate  the  gloom  which  inactivity  pro- 
duces ;  but  such  visions,  though  bright,  are 
transient,  and  serve  to  cast  the  realities  of  life 
into  deeper  shade.  In  bestowing  great  talents, 
Nature  seems  very  generally  to  have  imposed  on 
the  possessor  the  necessity  of  exertion,  if  he  would 
escape  wretchedness.  Better  for  him  than  sloth, 
toils  the  most  painful,  or  adventures  the  most 
hazardous.  Happier  to  him  than  idleness,  were 
the  condition  of  the  peasant,  earning  with  inces- 
sant labour  his  scanty  food  ;  or  that  of  the  sailor, 
though  hanging  on  the  yard-arm,  and  wrestling 
with  the  hurricane. 

These  observations  might  be  amply  illustrated 
by  the  biography  of  men  of  genius  of  every  deno- 
mination, and  more  especially  by  the  biography 
of  the  poets.  Of  this  last  description  of  men,  few 
seem  to  have  enjoyed  the  usual  portion  of  happi- 
ness that  falls  to  the  lot  of  humanity,  those 
excepted  who  have  cultivated  poetry  as  an  elegant 

also  Lib.  Hi.  c.  7.— It  is  true  the  example  of  Cicero  may  be 
quoted  against  his  opinion.  His  attempts  in  verse,  which  are 
praised  by  Plutarch,  do  not  seem  to  have  met  the  approbation 
of  Juvenal,  or  of  some  others.  Cicero  probably  did  not  take 
sufficient  time  to  leani  the  art  of  the  Poet ;  but  that  he  had  the 
afflatus  necessary  to  poetical  excellence,  may  be  abundantly 
proved  from  his  compositions  in  prose.  On  the  other  hand, 
nothing  is  more  clear  than  that,  in  the  character  of  a  great 
poet,  all  the  mental  qualities  of  an  orator  nre  included.  It  is 
said  by  Quinctilian,  of  Homer,  Omnibut  eloqiientitF  partibus 
exemplum  et  ortum  dedit.  Lib.  i.  47.  The  study  of  Homer,  is 
therefore  recommended  to  the  orator,  as  of  the  first  importance. 
Of  the  two  sublime  poets  in  our  own  language,  who  are  hardly 
inferior  to  Homer,  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  a  similar  recom- 
mendation may  be  given.  It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  mention 
how  much  an  acquaintance  with  them  has  availed  the  great 
orator  who  is  now  the  pride  and  ornament  of  the  English 
bar,  a  character  that  may  be  appealed  to  with  singular  pro- 
priety, when  we  are  contending  for  the  universality  of  genius. 
The  identity,  or  at  least  the  great  similarity,  of  the  talents 
necessary  to  excellence  in  poetry,  oratory,  painting,  and  war, 
will  be  admitted  by  some,  who  will  be  inclined  to  dispute  the 
extension  of  the  position  to  science  or  natural  knowledge.  On 
this  occasion  I  may  quote  the  following  observations  of  Sir 
William  Jones,  whose  own  example  will  however  far  exceed  in 
weight  the  authority  of  his  precepts.  "  Abul  Ola  had  so  flour- 
ishing a  reputation,  that  several  persons  of  uncommon  genius 
were  ambitious  of  learning  the  art  of  poetry  from  so  able  an 
instructor.  His  most  illustrious  scholars  were  Feleki  and 
Khakani,  who  were  no  less  eminent  for  their  Persian  composi- 
tions than  for  their  skill  in  every  branch  of  pure  and  mixed 
mathematics,  and  particularly  in  astronomy;  a  striking  proof 
that  a  sublime  poet  may  become  master  of  any  kind  of  learning 


which  he  chooses  to  profess ;  since  a  fine  imagination,  a  lively 
wit,  an  easy  and  copious  style,  cannot  possibly  obstruct  the 
acquisition  of  any  science  whatever;  but  must  necessarily 
assist  him  in  his  studies,  and  shorten  his  labour."  Sir  Williar» 
Jonet't  Works,  vol.  ii.  p.  317. — CURRIE 
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amusement  in  the  hours  of  relaxation  from  other 
occupations,  or  the  small  number  who  have 
engaged  with  success  in  the  greater  or  more 
arduous  attempts  of  the  muse,  in  which  all  the 
faculties  of  the  mind  have  been  fully  and  per- 
manently employed.  Even  taste,  virtue,  and 
compai-ative  independence,  do  not  seem  capable 
of  bestowing  on  men  of  genius  peace  and  tran- 
quillity, without  such  occupation  as  may  give 
regular  and  healthful  exercise  to  the  faculties  of 
body  and  mind.  The  amiable  Shenstone  has,  left 
us  the  records  of  his  imprudence,  of  his  indolence, 
and  of  his  unhappiness,  amidst  the  shades  of  the 
Leasowes;1  and  the  virtues,  the  learning,  and  the 
genius  of  Gray,  equal  to  the  loftiest  attempts  of 
the  epic  muse,  failed  to  procure  him  in  the  acade- 
mic bowers  of  Cambridge,  that  tranquillity  and 
that  respect  which  less  fastidiousness  of  taste,  and 
greater  constancy  and  vigour  of  exertion,  would 
have  doubtless  obtained. 

It  is  more  necessary  that  men  of  genius  should 
be  aware  of  the  importance  of  self-command,  and 
of  exertion,  because  their  indolence  is  peculiarly 
exposed,  not  merely  to  unhappiness,  but  to  dis- 
eases of  mind,  and  to  errors  of  conduct,  which  are 
generally  fatal.  This  interesting  subject  deserves 
a  particular  investigation ;  but  we  must  content 
ourselves  with  one  or  two  cursory  remarks. 
Relief  is  sometimes  sought  from  the  melancholy 
of  indolence  in  practices,  which  for  a  time  soothe 
and  gratify  the  sensations,  but  which  in  the  end 
involve  the  sufferer  in  darker  gloom.  To  com- 
mand the  external  circumstances  by  Avhich  happi- 
ness is  affected,  is  not  in  human  power;  but  there 
are  various  substances  in  nature  which  operate  on 
the  system  of  the  nerves,  so  as  to  give  a  fictitious 
gayety  to  the  ideas  of  imagination,  and  to  alter  the 
effect  of  the  external  impressions  which  we  receive. 
Opium  is  chiefly  employed  for  this  purpose  by 
the  disciples  of  Mahomet  and  the  inhabitants  of 
Asia ;  but  alcohol,  the  principle  of  intoxication 
in  vinous  and  spirituous  liquors,  is  preferred  in 
Europe,  and  is  universally  used  in  the  Christian 
world.2  Under  the  various  wounds  to  which 


1  See  his  Letters  which,  as  a  display  of  the  effects  of  poeti- 
cal idleness,  are  highly  instructive. — CURIUE. 

2  There  are  a  great  number  of  other  substances,  which  may 
be  considered  under  this  point  of  view. — Tobacco,  tea,  and 
coffee,  are  of  the  number.    These  substances  essentially  differ 
from  each  other  in  their  qualities  ;  and  an  inquiry  into  the  par- 
ticular effects  of  each  on  the  health,  morals,  and  happiness  of 
those  who  use  them,  would  be  curious  and  useful.     The  effects 
of  wine  and  of  opium  on  the  temperament  of  sensibility,  the 
Editor  intended  to  have  discussed  in  this  place  at  some  length; 
but  he  found  the  subject  too  extensive  and  too  professional  to 
be  introduced  with  propriety.     The  difficulty  of  abandoning 
any  of  these  narcotics  (if  we  may  so  term  them,)  when  inclina- 
tion is  strengthened  by  habit,  is  well  known.    Johnson,  in  his 
distresses,  had  experienced'  the  cheering  but  treacherous  influ- 
ence of  wine,  and  by  a  powerful  effort,  abandoned  it.     He  was 
obliged,  however,  to  use  tea  as  a  substitute,  and  this  was  the 


indolent  sensibility  is  exposed,  and  under  the 
gloomy  apprehensions  respecting  futurity  to  which 
it  is  so  often  a  prey,  how  strong  is  the  tempta- 
tion to  have  recourse  to  an  antidote  by  which 
the  pain  of  these  wounds  is  suspended,  by  which 
the  heart  is  exhilarated,  visions  of  happiness  are 
excited  in  the  mind,  and  the  forms  of  external 
nature  clothed  with  a  new  beauty ! 

"  Elysium  opens  round, 
A  pleasing  frenzy  buoys  the  lighten'd  soul, 
And  sanguine  hopes  dispel  your  fleeting  care  ; 
And  what  was  difficult,  and  what  was  dire, 
Yields  to  your  prowess,  and  superior  stars : 
The  happiest  you  of  all  that  e'er  were  mad, 
Or  are,  or  shall  be,  could  this  folly  last. 
But  soon  your  heaven  is  gone ;  a  heavier  gloom 

Shuts  o'er  your  head *     *     *    * 

Morning  comes ;  your  cares  return 

With  tenfold  rage.     An  anxious  stomach  well 
May  be  endured  ;  so  may  the  throbbing  head  : 
But  such  a  dim  delirium  ;  such  a  dream 
Involves  you  ;  such  a  dastardly  despair 
Unmans  your  soul,  as  madd'ning  Pentheus  felt, 
When,  baited  round  Cithaeron's  cruel  sides, 
He  saw  two  suns  and  double  Thebes  ascend." 

ARMSTRONG'S  Art  of  Preserving  Health. 

Such  are  the  pleasures  and  the  pains  of  intoxi- 
cation, as  they  occur  in  the  temperament  of 
sensibility,  described  by  a  genuine  poet,  with  ;i 
degree  of  truth  and  energy  which  nothing  but 
experience  could  have  dictated.  There  are,  indeed, 
some  individuals  of  this  temperament  on  whom 
wine  produces  no  cheering  influence.  On  some, 
even  in  very  moderate  quantities,  its  effects  are 
painfully  irritating;  in  large  draughts  it  excites 
dark  and  melancholy  ideas ;  and  in  draughts  still 
larger,  the  fierceness  of  insanity  itself.  Such  men 
are  happily  exempted  from  a  temptation,  to  which 
experience  teaches  us  the  finest  dispositions  often 
yield,  and  the  influence  of  which,  when  strength- 
ened by  habit,  it  is  a  humiliating  truth,  that  the 
most  powerful  minds  have  not  been  able  to  resist. 

It  is  the  more  necessary  for  men  of  genius  to 
be  on  their  guard  against  the  habitual  use  of 
wine,  because  it  is  apt  to  steal  on  them  insensibly ; 
and  because  the  temptation  to  excess  usually  pre- 
sents itself  to  them  in  their  social  hours,  when 
they  are  alive  only  to  warm  and  generous  emo- 
tions, and  when  prudence  and  moderation  are 
often  contemned  as  selfishness  and  timidity. 

It  is  the  more  necessary  for  them  to  guard 


solace  to  which  he  constantly  had  recourse  under  his  habitual 
melancholy.  The  praises  of  wine  form  many  of  the  most 
beautiful  lyrics  of  the  poets  of  Greece  and  Rome,  and  of  modern 
Europe.  Whether  opium,  which  produces  visions  still  more 
ecstatic,  has  been  the  theme  of  the  eastern  poets,  I  do  not 
know. 

Wine  is  drunk  in  small  quantities  at  a  time,  in  company, 
where,  for  a  time,  it  promotes  harmony  and  social  affection. 
Opium  is  swallowed  by  the  Asiatics  in  full  dozes  at  once,  and 
the  inebriate  retires  to  the  solitary  indulgence  of  his  delirious 
imaginations.  Hence  the  wine  drinker  appears  in  a  superior 
light  to  the  imbiber  of  opium,  a  distinction  which  he  owrs 
more  to  the/orm  than  to  the  quality  of  his  liquor. — CUKRIB. 
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against  excess  In  the  use  of  wine,  because  on  them 
its  effects  are,  physically  and  morally,  in  an 
especial  manner  injurious.  In  proportion  to  its 
stimulating  influence  on  the  system  (on  which  the 
pleasurable  sensations  depend,)  is  the  debility 
that  ensues;  a  debility  that  destroys  digestion, 
and  terminates  in  habitual  fever,  dropsy,  jaundice, 
paralysis,  or  insanity.  As  the  strength  of  the 
body  decays,  the  volition  fails ;  in  proportion  as 
the  sensations  are  soothed  and  gratified,  the  sen- 
sibility increases ;  and  morbid  sensibility  is  the 
parent  of  indolence,  because,  while  it  impairs  the 
regulating  power  of  the  mind,  it  exaggerates  all 
the  obstacles  to  exertion.  Activity,  perseverance, 
and  self-command,  become  more  and  more  diffi- 
cult, and  the  great  purposes  of  utility,  patriotism, 
or  of  honourable  ambition,  which  had  occupied 
the  imagination,  die  away  in  fruitless  resolutions, 
or  in  feeble  efforts. 

To  apply  these  observations  to  the  subject  of 
our  memoirs,  would  be  a  useless  as  well  as  a 
painful  task.  It  is,  indeed,  a  duty  we  owe  to  the 
living,  not  to  allow  our  admiration  of  great  genius, 
or  even  our  pity  for  its  unhappy  destiny,  to  con- 
ceal or  disguise  its  errors.  But  there  are  sentiments 
of  respect,  and  even  of  tenderness,  with  which 
this  duty  should  be  performed ;  there  is  an  awful 
sanctity  which  invests  the  mansions  of  the  dead ; 
and  let  those  who  moralize  over  the  graves  of 
their  contemporaries,  reflect  with  humility  on 
their  own  errors,  nor  forget  how  soon  they  may 
themselves  require  the  candour  and  the  sympathy 
they  are  called  upon  to  bestow. l 

Soon  after  the  death  of  Burns,  the  following 
article  appeared  in  the  Dumfries  Journal,  from 
which  it  was  copied  into  the  Edinburgh  news- 
papers, and  into  various  other  periodical  publica- 
tions. It  is  from  the  elegant  pen  of  a  lady  already 
alluded  to  in  the  course  of  these  memoirs,  [Mrs 
Riddel  of  Woodleigh  Park,]  whose  exertions  for 
the  family  of  our  bard,  in  the  circles  of  literature 
and  fashion  in  which  she  moves,  have  done  her  so 
much  honour. 

"The  attention  of  the  public  seems  to  be  much 


1  '  The  Poet's  frailties  extend  but  a  little  way.  His  impru- 
dences, his  ill-timed  ardours,  his  disregard  of  interest,  his  sallies 
of  intemperance,  and  all  those  excesses  which  are  always  bor- 
dering on  his  virtues,  affect  but  himself  and  a  few  around  him. 
Of  what  thousands  will  his  compositions  tend  to  refine  the 
understanding-,  to  melt  the  heart,  and  exalt  the  soul !  Bums' 
personal  faults  are  buried  with  his  personal  virtues  in  the 
grave — 

"  Where  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose 
The  bosom  of  his  father  and  his  Uod." 

His  works  live  in  full  vigour,  and  will  live  as  long  as  thp  lan- 
guage lasts.  Of  how  many  a  lover  will  they  soothe  the  sorrows ! 
of  how  many  a  soldier  will  they  inflame  the  patriotism  !  of  how 
many  a  genius  will  they  fan  the  fires!  How  often  will  they  dis- 
perse the  gloom  of  solitude,  and  appease  tne  agonies  of  pain  ! 
How  often  will  they  encourage  virtue,  and  show  vice  its  ugli- 
ness!'—SIR  EGERTON  BBYDGES. 


occupied  at  present  with  the  loss  it  has  recently 
sustained  in  the  death  of  the  Caledonian  poet, 
Robert  Burns;  a  loss  calculated  to  be  severely 
felt  throughout  the  literary  world,  as  well  as 
lamented  in  the  narrower  sphere  of  private  friend- 
ship. It  was  not,  therefore,  probable,  that  such 
an  event  should  be  long  unattended  with  the 
accustomed  profusion  of  posthumous  anecdotes 
and  memoirs  which  are  usually  circulated  imme- 
diately after  the  death  of  every  rare  and  celebrated 
personage :  I  had,  however,  conceived  no  intention 
of  appropriating  to  myself  the  privilege  of  criti- 
cising Burns's  writings  and  character,  or  of  antici- 
pating on  the  province  of  a  biographer. 

"  Conscious,  indeed,  of  my  own  inability  to  do 
justice  to  such  a  subject,  I  should  have  continued 
wholly  silent,  had  misrepresentation  and  calumny 
been  less  industrious;  but  a  regard  to  truth,  no 
less  than  affection  for  the  memory  of  a  friend, 
must  now  justify  my  offering  to  the  public  a  few 
at  least  of  those  observations  which  an  intimate 
acquaintance  with  Burns,  and  the  frequent  oppor- 
tunities I  have  had  of  observing  equally  his  happy 
qualities  and  his  failings  for  several  years  past, 
have  enabled  me  to  communicate. 

"  It  will  actually  be  an  injustice  done  to  Burns's 
character,  not  only  by  future  generations  and 
foreign  countries,  but  even  by  his  native  Scotland, 
and  perhaps  a  number  of  his  contemporaries,  that 
he  is  generally  talked  of,  and  considered,  with 
reference  to  his  poetical  talents  only :  for  the  fact 
is,  even  allowing  his  great  and  original  genius  its 
due  tribute  of  admiration,  that  poetry  (I  appeal 
to  all  who  have  had  the  advantage  of  being  per- 
sonally acquainted  with  him)  was  actually  not  his 
forte.  Many  others,  perhaps,  may  have  ascended 
to  prouder  heights  in  the  region  of  Parnassus,  but 
none  certainly  ever  outshone  Burns  in  the  charms 
— the  sorcery,  I  would  almost  call  it,  of  fascinating 
conversation,  the  spontaneous  eloquence  of  social 
argument,  or  the  unstudied  poignancy  of  brilliant 
repartee;  nor  was  any  man,  I  believe,  ever  gifted 
with  a  larger  portion  of  the  '  vivida  vis  animi.'  2 


2  'The  conversation  of  even  the  most  eminent  authors  is 
often  found  to  be  so  unequal  to  the  fame  of  their  writings,  that 
he  who  reads  with  admiration,  cnn  listen  with  none  but  senti- 
ments of  the  most  profound  contempt.  But  the  conversation 
of  Burns  was,  in  comparison  with  the  formal  and  exterior  cir- 
cumstances of  his  education,  perhaps  even  more  wonderful 
than  his  poetry.  He  affected  no  soft  airs,  or  graceful  motions 
of  politeness,  which  might  have  ill  accorded  with  the  rustic 
plainness  of  his  native  manners.  Conscious  superiority  of  mind 
taught  him  to  associate  with  the  great,  the  learned,  and  the 
gay,  without  being  overawed  into  any  such  bashfulness  aa 
might  have  made  him  confuted  in  thought,  or  hesitating  in  elo. 
cution.  He  possessed,  withal,  an  extraordinary  share  of  plain 
common  sense,  or  mother  wit,  which  prevented  him  from 
obtruding  upon  persons,  of  whatever  rank,  with  whom  he  was 
admitted  to  converse,  any  of  those  effusions  of  vanity,  envy,  01 
self-conceit,  in  which  authors  are  exceedingly  apt  to  indulge, 
who  have  lived  remote  from  the  general  practice  of  life,  and 
whose  minds  have  been  almost  exclusively  confined  to  contein- 
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His  personal  endowments  were  perfectly  corre- 
spondent to  the  qualifications  of  his  mind;  his 
form  was  manly;  his  action,  energy  itself ;  devoid 
in  a  great  measure  perhaps  of  those  graces,  of  that 
polish,  acquired  only  in  the  refinement  of  societies 
where  in  early  life  he  could  have  no  opportunities 
of  mixing;  but  where  such  was  the  irresistible 
power  of  attraction  that  encircled  him,  though  his 
appearance  and  manners  were  always  peculiar,  he 
never  failed  to  delight  and  to  excel.  His  figure 
seemed  to  bear  testimony  to  his  earlier  destination 
and  employments.  It  seemed  rather  moulded  by 
nature  for  the  rough  exercises  of  agriculture,  than 
the  gentler  cultivation  of  the  Belles  Lcttres.  His 
features  were  stamped  with  the  hardy  character 
of  independence,  and  the  firmness  of  conscious, 
though  not  arrogant,  pre-eminence ;  the  animated 
expressions  of  countenance  were  almost  peculiar 
to  himself;  the  rapid  lightnings  of  his  eye  were 
always  the  harbingers  of  some  flash  of  genius, 
whether  they  darted  the  fiery  glances  of  insulted 
and  indignant  superiority,  or  beamed  with  the 
impassioned  sentiment  of  fervent  and  impetuous 
affections.  His  voice  alone  could  improve  upon 
the  magic  of  his  eye :  sonorous,  replete  with  the 
finest  modulations,  it  alternately  captivated  the 
ear  with  the  melody  of  poetic  numbers,  the  per- 
spicuity of  nervous  reasoning,  or  the  ardent  sallies 
of  enthusiastic  patriotism.  The  keenness  of  satire 
was,  I  am  almost  at  a  loss  whether  to  say,  his  forte 
or  his  foible ;  for  though  nature  had  endowed  him 
with  a  portion  of  the  most  pointed  excellence  in 
that  dangerous  talent,  he  suffered  it  too  often  to  be 
the  vehicle  of  personal,  and  sometimes  unfounded 
animosities.  It  was  not  always  that  sportiveness 
of  humour,  that '  unwary  pleasantry,'  wliich  Sterne 
has  depicted  with  touches  so  conciliatory,  but  the 
darts  of  ridicule  were  frequently  directed  as  the 
caprice  of  the  instant  suggested,  or  as  the  alter- 
cations of  parties  and  of  persons  happened  to 
kindle  the  restlessness  of  his  spirit  into  interest  or 
aversion.  This,  however,  was  not  invariably  the 
case ;  his  wit  (which  is  no  unusual  matter  indeed) 
had  always  the  start  of  his  judgment,  and  would 
lead  him  to  the  indulgence  of  raillery  uniformly 
acute,  but  often  accompanied  with  the  least  desire 
to  wound.  The  suppression  of  an  arch  and  full- 


plate  their  o\vn  studies  and  their  works.  In  conversation  he 
displayed  a  sort  of  intuitive  quickness  and  rectitude  of  judg- 
ment upon  every  subject  that  arose.  The  sensibility  of  his 
heart,  and  the  vivacity  of  his  fancy,  gave  a  rich  colouring  to 
whatever  reasoning  he  was  disposed  to  advance;  and  his  lan- 
guage in  conversation  was  not  at  all  less  happy  than  in  his 
writings.  For  these  reasons  he  did  not  cease  to  please  imme- 
diately after  he  had  been  once  seen.  Those  who  had  met  and 
conversed  with  him  once,  were  pleased  to  meet  and  converse 
with  him  again  and  aorain.  I  remember  that  the  late  Dr 
Robertson  once  observed  to  me.  that  he  had  scarcely  ever  met 
with  any  man  whose  conversation  discovered  greater  vigour 
und  activity  of  mind  than  that  of  Burns.'— ROBERT  HERON. 


pointed  bon-mot,  from  the  dread  of  offending  its 
object,  the  sage  of  Zurich  very  properly  classes 
as  a  virtue  only  to  be  sought  for  in  the  Calendar 
of  Saints ;  if  so,  Burns  must  not  be  too  severely 
dealt  with  for  being  rather  deficient  in  it.  He 
paid  for  his  mischievous  wit  as  dearly  as  any  one 
could  do.  '  'Twas  no  extravagant  arithmetic,'  to 
say  of  him,  as  was  said  of  Yorick,  that  'for  every 
ten  jokes  he  got  a  hundred  enemies:'  but  much 
allowance  will  be  made  by  a  candid  mind  for  the 
splenetic  warmth  of  a  spirit  whom 'distress  had 
spited  with  the  world,'  and  which,  unbounded  in 
its  intellectual  sallies  and  pursuits,  continually 
experienced  the  curbs  imposed  by  the  wayward- 
ness of  his  fortune.  The  vivacity  of  his  wishes 
and  temper  was  indeed  checked  by  almost  habitual 
disappointments,  which  sat  heavy  on  a  heart  that 
acknowledged  the  ruling  passion  of  independence, 
without  having  ever  been  placed  beyond  the  grasp 
of  penury.  His  soul  was  never  languid  or  inac- 
tive, and  his  genius  was  extinguished  only  with 
the  last  spark  of  retreating  life.  His  passions 
rendered  him,  according  as  they  disclosed  them- 
selves in  affection  or  antipathy,  an  object  of 
enthusiastic  attachment,  or  of  decided  enmity ;  for 
he  possessed  none  of  that  negative  insipidity  of 
character,  whose  love  might  be  regarded  with 
indifference,  or  whose  resentment  could  be  con- 
sidered with  contempt.  In  this,  it  should  seem, 
the  temper  of  his  associates  took  the  tincture  from 
his  own ;  for  he  acknowledged  in  the  universe  but 
two  classes  of  objects,  those  of  adoration  the  most 
fervent,  or  of  aversion  the  most  uncontrollable; 
and  it  has  been  frequently  a  reproach  to  him,  that, 
susceptible  of  indifference,  often  hating  where  he 
ought  only  to  have  despised,  he  alternately  opened 
his  heart  and  poured  forth  the  treasures  of  his 
understanding  to  such  as  were  incapable  of  appre- 
ciating the  homage ;  and  elevated  to  the  privileges 
of  an  adversary  some  who  were  unqualified  in  all 
respects  for  the  honour  of  a  contest  so  distin- 
guished. 

"  It  is  said  that  the  celebrated  Dr  Johnson  pro- 
fessed to  '  love  a  good  hater,' — a  temperamenl 
that  would  have  singularly  adapted  him  to  cherisli 
a  prepossession  in  favour  of  our  bard,  who  per- 
haps fell  but  little  short  even  of  the  surly  Doctor 
in  this  qualification,  as  long  as  the  disposition  to 
ill-will  continued  ;  but  the  warmth  of  his  passions 
was  fortunately  corrected  by  their  versatility.  He 
was  seldom,  indeed  never,  implacable  in  his 
resentments,  and  sometimes,  it  has  been  alleged, 
not  inviolably  faithful  in  his  engagements  of 
friendship.  Much,  indeed,  has  been  said  about 
his  inconstancy  and  caprice ;  but  I  am  inclined  to 
believe,  that  they  originated  less  in  a  levity  of 
sentiment,  than  from  an  extreme  impetuosity  o 
feeling,  which  rendered  him  prompt  to  take  um- 
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brage ;  and  his  sensations  of  pique,  where  he  fan- 
cied he  had  discovered  the  traces  of  neglect,  scorn, 
or  unkindncss,  took  their  measure  of  asperity  from 
the  overflowings  of  the  opposite  sentiment  which 
preceded  them,  and  which  seldom  failed  to  regain 
its  ascendancy  in  his  bosom  on  the  return  of  calmer 
reflection.  He  was  candid  and  manly  in  the  avowal 
of  his  errors,  and  his  avowal  was  a  reparation. 
His  native  fiertt  never  forsaking  him  for  a  mo- 
ment, the  value  of  a  frank  acknowledgment  was 
enhanced  tenfold  towards  a  generous  mind,  from 
its  never  being  attended  with  servility.  His  mind 
organised  only  for  the  stronger  and  more  acute 
operations  of  the  passions,  was  impracticable  to 
the  efforts  of  superciliousness  that  would  have 
depressed  it  into  humility,  and  equally  superior  to 
the  encroachments  of  venal  suggestions,  that  might 
have  led  him  into  the  mazes  of  hypocrisy. 

"  It  has  been  observed,  that  he  was  far  from 
averse  to  the  incense  of  flattery,  and  could  receive 
it  tempered  with  less  delicacy  than  might  have 
been  expected,  as  he  seldom  transgressed  extra- 
vagantly in  that  way  himself;  where  he  paid  a 
compliment,  it  might  indeed  claim  the  power  of 
intoxication,  as  approbation  from  him  was  always 
an  honest  tribute  from  the  warmth  and  sincerity 
of  his.  heart.  It  has  been  sometimes  represented 
by  those  who,  it  should  seem,  had  a  view  to  de- 
preciate, though  they  could  not  hope  wholly  to 
obscure  that  native  brilliancy,  which  the  powers 
of  this  extraordinary  man  had  invariably  bestowed 
on  every  thing  that  came  from  his  lips  or  pen,  that 
the  history  of  an  Ayrshire  plough-boy  was  an 
ingenious  fiction,  fabricated  for  the  purposes  of 
obtaining  the  interests  of  the  great,  and  enhancing 
the  merits  of  what  required  no  foil.  *  The  Cotter's 
Saturday  Night,'  'Tarn  O'Shanter,'  and  '  The 
Mountain  Daisy,'  besides  a  number  of  later  pro- 
ductions, where  the  maturity  of  his  genius  will  be 
readily  traced,  and  which  will  be  given  to  the 
public  as  soon  as  his  friends  have  collected  and 
arranged  them,  speak  sufficiently  for  themselves ; 
and  had  they  fallen  from  a  hand  more  dignified 
in  the  ranks  of  society  than  that  of  a  peasant,  they 
had,  perhaps,  bestowed  as  unusual  a  grace  there 
as  even  in  the  humbler  shade  of  rustic  inspiration 
from  whence  they  really  sprung. 

"  To  the  obscure  scene  of  Burns'  education,  and 
to  the  laborious,  though  honourable  station  of 
rural  industry,  in  which  his  parentage  enrolled 
him,  almost  every  inhabitant  of  the  south  of  Scot- 
land can  give  testimony.  His  only  surviving  bro- 
ther, Gilbert  Burns,  now  guides  the  ploughshare 
of  his  forefathers  in  Ayrshire,  at  a  farm  near 
Mauchline ; l  and  our  poet's  eldest  son  (a  lad  of 


1  Gilbert  Burns  afterwards  removed  to  Dnmfries-shire,  and 
became  n  tenant  of  Monteith's  of  Closebtiru.     At  a  later  period 


nine  years  of  age,  whose  early  dispositions  already 
prove  him  to  be  in  some  measure  the  inheritor  <  f 
his  father's  talents  as  well  as  indigence),  has  been 
destined  by  his  family  to  the  humble  employment 
of  the  loom.2 

"  That  Burns  had  received  no  classical  educa- 
tion, and  was  acquainted  with  the  Greek  and 
Roman  authors  only  through  the  medium  of  trans- 
lations, is  a  fact  of  which  all  who  were  in  tho 
habits  of  conversing  with  him  might  readily  be 
convinced.  I  have,  indeed,  seldom  observed  him 
to  be  at  a  loss  in  conversation,  unless  where  tho 
dead  languages  and  their  writers  have  been  tho 
subjects  of  discussion.  When  I  have  pressed  him 
to  tell  me,  why  he  never  applied  himself  to  acquiro 
the  Latin,  in  particular,  a  language  wliich  his 
happy  memory  would  have  so  soon  enabled  him 
to  be  master  of,  he  used  only  to  reply  with  a 
smile,  that  he  had  already  learned  all  the  Latin 
he  desired  to  know^and  that  was,  omnia  vincil 
amor;  a  sentence,  that  from  his  writings  and 
most  favourite  pursuits,  it  should  undoubtedly 
seem  that  he  was  most  thoroughly  versed  in ;  but 
I  really  believe  his  classic  erudition  extendedlittle, 
if  any,  further. 

"  The  penchant  Burns  had  uniformly  acknow- 
ledged for  the  festive  pleasures  of  the  table,  and 
towards  the  fairer  and  softer  objects  of  nature's 
creation,  has  been  the  rallying  point  from  whence 
the  attacks  of  his  censors  have  been  uniformly 
directed ;  and  to  these,  it  must  be  confessed,  lie 
showed  himself  no  stoic.  His  poetical  pieces 
blend  with  alternate  happiness  of  description,  the 
frolic  spirit  of  the  flowing  bowl,  or  melt  the  heart 
to  the  tender  and  impassioned  sentiments  in  which 
beauty  always  taught  him  to  pour  forth  his  own. 
But  who  would  wish  to  reprove  the  feelings  he 
has  consecrated  with  such  lively  touches  of  na- 
ture ?  And  where  is  the  rugged  moralist  who 
will  persuade  us  so  far  to  '  chill  the  genial  current 
of  the  soul,'  as  to  regret  that  Ovid  ever  celebrated 
his  Corinna,  or  that  Anacreon  sung  beneath  his 
vine  ? 

"  I  will  not,  however,  undertake  to  bo  the  apo- 
logist of  the  irregularities  even  of  a  man  of  genius, 
though  I  believe  it  is  as  certain  that  genius  never 
was  free  from  irregularities,  as  that  their  absolu- 
tion may,  in  a  great  measure,  be  justly  claimed, 
since  it  is  perfectly  evident  that  the  world  had 
continued  very  stationary  in  its  intellectual  ac- 


he was  appointed  factor  to  tho  noble  family  of  Ulantyro,  on 
their  estates  in  East  Lotliian.  He  died,  April  27,  1827,  leaving 
a  large  and  respectable  family.  Two  of  his  sons  carry  on  an 
extensive  business  in  Dublin  ;  another  is  factor  on  the  Biantyre 
estates  in  the  west  of  Scotland,  and  a  fourth  labours  in  the  ar- 
duous and  important  duties  of  a  parish  minister,  at  no  great 
distance  from  the  scene  of  his  father's  childhood. 

2  As  already  mentioned,  kind  friendi  interposed,  and  pie- 
vented  this  consummation, 
i  2c 
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quirements,  had  it  never  given  birth  to  any  but 
men  of  plain  sense.  Evenness  of  conduct,  and  a 
duo  regard  to  the  decorums  of  the  world,  have 
been  so  rarely  seen  to  move  hand  in  hand  with 
genius,  that  some  have  gone  as  far  as  to  say,  though 
there  I  cannot  wholly  acquiesce,  that  they  are 
even  incompatible;1  besides  the  frailties  that  cast 
their  shade  over  the  splendour  of  superior  merit, 
are  more  conspicuously  glaring  than  where  they 
are  the  attendants  of  mere  mediocrity.  It  is  only 
on  the  gem  we  are  disturbed  to  see  the  dust ;  the 
pebble  may  be  soiled,  and  we  never  regard  it. 
The  eccentric  intuitions  of  genius  too  often  yield 
the  soul  to  the  wild  effervescence  of  desires, 
always  unbounded,  and  sometimes  equally  dan- 
gerous to  the  repose  of  others  as  fatal  to  its  own. 
No  wonder  then,  if  virtue  herself  be  sometime  lost 
in  the  blaze  of  kindling  animation,  or  that  the  calm 
monitions  of  reason  are  not  invariably  found  suf- 
ficient to  fetter  an  imagination,  which  scorns  the 
narrow  limits  and  restrictions  that  would  chain  it 
to  the  level  of  ordinary  minds.  The  child  of 
nature,  the  child  of  sensibility,  unschooled  in  the 
rigid  precepts  of  philosophy,  too  often  unable  to 
control  the  passions  which  proved  a  source  of  fre- 
quent errors  and  misfortunes  to  him,  Burns  made 
his  own  artless  apology  in  language  more  impres- 
sive than  all  the  argumentatory  vindications  in 
the  world  could  do,  in  one  of  his  own  poems,  where 
he  delineates  the  gradual  expansion  of  his  mind 
to  the  lessons  of  the  '  tutelary  muse,'  who  con- 
cludes an  address  to  her  pupil,  almost  unique  for 
simplicity  and  beautiful  poetry,  with  these  lines : 

'I  saw  thy  pulse's  madd'ning  play 
Wild  send  thee  pleasure's  devious  way ; 
Misled  by  fancy's  meteor  ray 

By  passion  driven ; 
But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray 

Was  light  from  heaven.'  ~ 

"I  have  already  transgressed  beyond  the 
bounds  I  had  proposed  to  myself,  on  first  com- 
mitting this  sketch  to  paper,  which  comprehends 
what  at  least  I  have  been  led  to  deem  the  lead- 
ing features  of  Burns'  mind  and  character ;  a  liter- 


1  'Can  we  believe  that  Burns  would  have  possessed  the 
powers  to  produce  his  exquisite  poem  of  "  Tarn  O* Shunter," 
without  having  trembled  at  some  of  those  images  which  the 
expansive  blaze  of  his  genius  has  there  painted  ?  Without  a 
continued  familiarity  with  all  those  hurried  and  impetuous 
feelings  which  brought  him  to  a  premature  grave,  could  he 
have  written  those  enchanting-  songs  which  breathe  so  high  a 
tone  of  fancy  and  passion  ?  In  the  cold  regions  of  worldly  pru- 
dence, in  the  selfish  habitations  of  dull  propriety,  may  be  found 
riches,  and  health,  and  long  life,  and  an  insipid  respect.  But  if 
he  who  is  born  with  the  higher  talents,  long  accustoms  himself 
to  the  discipline  of  such  habits,  the  splendour  of  his  imagination 
will  become  impenetrably  huddled  up  in  the  fogs  of  this  heavy 
ntmospliere,  and  he  will  scarce  be  able  to  produce  higher  efforts 


of  intellect  than  one  of 
BRYDGES. 
2  Vide  the  Vision — Du.au  2<L 


Nature's   fools." '— SIR  EGEUTON 


ary  critique  I  do  not  aim  at;  mine  is  wholly  ful- 
filled, if  in  these  pages  I  have  been  able  to  deli- 
neate any  of  those  strong  traits  that  distinguished 
him,  of  those  talents  Avhich  raised  him  from  the 
plough,  where  he  passed  the  bleak  morning  of  his 
life,  weaving  his  rude  wreaths  of  poesy  with  the 
wild  field  flowers  that  sprang  around  his  cottage, 
to  that  enviable  eminence  of  literary  fame,  where 
Scotland  will  long  cherish  his  memory  with  delight 
and  gratitude ;  and  proudly  remember  that  be- 
neath her  cold  sky  a  genius  was  ripened,  without 
care  or  culture,  that  would  have  done  honour  to 
climes  more  favourable  to  those  luxuriances — that 
warmth  of  colouring  and  fancy  in  which  he  so 
eminently  excelled. 

"  From  several  paragraphs  I  have  noticed  in 
the  public  prints,  ever  since  the  idea  of  sending 
this  sketch  to  some  one  of  them  was  formed,  I 
find  private  animosities  have  not  yet  subsided,  and 
that  envy  has  not  yet  exhausted  all  her  shafts.  I 
still  trust,  however,  that  honest  fame  will  be  per- 
manently affixed  to  Burns'  character,  which  I 
think  it  will  be  found  he  has  merited  by  the  can- 
did and  impartial  among  his  countrymen.  And 
where  a  recollection  of  the  imprudence  that  sul- 
lied his  brighter  qualifications  interpose,  let  the 
imperfection  of  all  human  excellence  be  remem- 
bered at  the  same  time,  leaving  those  inconsisten- 
cies, which  alternately  exalted  his  nature  into  the 
seraph,  and  sunk  it  again  into  the  man,  to  the  tri- 
bunal which  alone  can  investigate  the  labyrinths 
of  the  human  heart — 

'  Where  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose, — 
The  bosom  of  his  father  and  his  God.1 

GRAY'S  ELEGY. 

"  Annandale,  Any.  7,  179G." 


CHAPTER  IV. 

LITERARY  CHARACTER  OF  BURNS. 

AFTER  this  account  of  the  life  and  personal 
character  of  Burns,  it  may  be  expected  that  some 
inquiry  should  be  made  into  his  literary  merits. 
It  will  not,  however,  be  necessary  to  enter  very 
minutely  into  this  investigation.  If  fiction  be,  as 
some  suppose,  the  soul  of  poetry,  no  one  had  ever 
less  pretensions  to  the  name  of  poet  than  Burns. 
Though  he  has  displayed  great  powers  of  imagin- 
ation, yet  the  subjects  on  which  he  has  written 
are  seldom,  if  ever,  imaginary ;  his  poems,  as  well 
as  his  letters,  may  be  considered  as  the  effusions 
of  his  sensibility,  and  the  transcript  of  liis  own 


musings  on  the  real  incidents  of  his  humble  life 
'  If  we  add,  that  they  also  contain  most  happy  de 
ccii  <©j 
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lineations  of  the  characters,  manners,  and  scenery 
that  presented  themselves  to  his  observation,  we 
shall  include  almost  all  the  subjects  of  his  muse. 
His  writings  may,  therefore,  be  regarded  as  afford- 
ing a  great  part  of  the  data  on  which  our  account 
of  his  personal  character  has  been  founded ;  and 
most  of  the  observations  we  have  applied  to  the 
man  aro  applicable,  with  little  variation,  to  the 
poet. l 

The  impression  of  his  birth,  and  of  his  original 
station  in  life,  was  not  more  evident  on  his  form 
and  manners  than  on  his  poetical  productions. 
The  incidents  which  form  the  subjects  of  his  poems, 
though  some  of  them  highly  interesting,  and  sus- 
ceptable  of  poetical  imagery,  are  incidents  in  the 
life  of  a  peasant  who  takes  no  pains  to  disguise 
the  lowliness  of  his  condition,  or  to  throw  into 
shade  the  circumstances  attending  it,  which  more 
feeble  or  more  artificial  minds  would  have  endea- 
voured to  conceal.  The  same  rudeness  and  inat- 
tention appears  in  the  formation  of  his  rhymes, 
which  are  frequently  incorrect,  while  the  mea- 
sure in  wliich  many  of  the  poems  are  written  has 
little  of  the  pomp  or  harmony  of  modern  versifi- 
cation, and  is  indeed  to  an  English  ear  strange 
and  uncouth.  The  greater  part  of  his  earlier 
poems  are  written  in  the  dialect  of  his  country, 
which  is  obscure,  if  not  unintelligible  to  English- 
men ;  and  which,  though  it  still  adheres  more  or 
less  to  the  speech  of  almost  every  Scotchman,  all 
the  polite  and  the  ambitious  are  now  endeavouring 
to  banish  from  their  tongues  as  well  as  their  writ- 
ings. The  use  of  it  in  composition  naturally 
therefore  calls  up  ideas  of  vulgarity  in  the  mind. 
These  singularities  are  increased  by  the  character 
of  the  poet,  who  delights  to  express  himself  with 
a  simplicity  that  approaches  to  nakedness,  and 
with  an  unmeasured  energy  that  often  alarms 
delicacy,  and  sometimes  offends  taste.  Hence,  in 
approaching  him,  the  first  impression  is  perhaps 
repulsive :  there  is  an  air  of  coarseness  about  him 
which  is  difficultly  reconciled  with  our  established 
notions  of  poetical  excellence. 


1  «  I)r  Currie  has  observed,  that  if  fiction  be  the  soul  of 
poetry,  as  some  assert,  Burns  can  have  no  pretensions  to  the 
name  of  poet.  But  perhaps  Dr  Currie  understands  the  terms 
fiction  a  little  too  strictly;  and  the  proposition  may  not  be 
a)  inconsistent  with  the  undoubted  claims  of  Burns,  as  he  sup- 
poses. It  is  true,  that  Burns'  compositions  are  almost  entirely 
f.mnded  on  the  feeling*  and  circumstances  of  his  own  life.  He 
has  never  shown  an  extent  of  fiction  like  Shakspeare,  who 
placed  himself  in  a  thousand  situations  and  characters  remote 
from  his  own,  and  then,  by  imagining  the  natural  operation  of 
the  human  bosom  under  these  circumstances,  realised  fancy, 
and  brought  the  living  characters  to  our  view.  But  of  that 
fiction  which  could  vary  and  new  combine  the  feelings  and 
incidents  of  his  own  experience,  could  recreate  the  phantoms 
of  his  brain  when  they  were  past,  could  bring  them  before  his 
mental  eye,  arrange  them  in  new  groupes,  and  command  their 
vivid  attendance  till  he  had  delineated  them  in  language  and 
metre ;  how  few  have  possessed  the  power  like  Burns !'— SIR 
EOERTOM  BBYDGES. 
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As  tho  reader,  however,  becomes  better  ac- 
quainted with  the  poet,  the  effects  of  his  pecu- 
liarities lessen.  He  perceives  in  his  poems,  even 
on  the  lowest  subjects,  expressions  of  sentiment, 
and  delineations  of  manners,  which  are  highly 
interesting.  The  scenery  he  describes  is  evidently 
taken  from  real  life ;  the  characters  he  intro- 
duces, and  the  incidents  ho  relates  have  the 
impression  of  nature  and  truth.  His  humour, 
though  wild  and  unbridled,  is  irresistibly  amus- 
ing, and  is  sometimes  heightened  in  its  effects  by 
the  introduction  of  emotions  of  tenderness,  with 
which  genuine  humour  so  happily  unites.  Nor 
is  this  the  extent  of  his  power.  The  reader, 
as  he  examines  farther,  discovers  that  the  poet  is 
not  confined  to  the  descriptive,  the  humorous,  or 
the  pathetic ;  he  is  found,  as  occasion  offers,  to  rise 
with  ease  into  the  terrible  and  the  sublime.  Every 
where  he  appears  devoid  of  artifice,  performing 
what  he  attempts  with  little  apparent  effort ;  and 
impressing  on  the  offspring  of  his  fancy  the  stamp 
of  his  understanding.  The  reader,  capable  of 
forming  a  just  estimate  of  poetical  talents,  disco- 
vers, in  these  circumstances,  marks  of  uncommon 
genius,  and  is  willing  to  investigate  more  minutely 
its  nature  and  its  claims  to  originality.  The  last 
point  we  shall  examine  first. 

That  Burns  had  not  the  advantage  of  a  classi- 
cal education,  or  of  any  degree  of  acquaintance 
with  the  Greek  or  Roman  writers  in  their  original 
dress,  has  appeared  in  the  history  of  his  life.  He 
acquired  indeed  some  knowledge  of  the  French 
language,  but  it  does  not  appear  that  he  was  ever 
much  conversant  in  French  literature,  nor  is  there 
any  evidence  of  his  having  derived  any  of  his 
poetical  stores  from  that  source.  With  the  Eng- 
lish classics  he  became  well  acquainted  in  the 
courseofhislife,andthe  effects  of  this  acquaintance 
are  observable  in  his  latter  productions ;  but  tho 
character  and  style  of  his  poetry  was  formed  very 
early,  and  the  model  which  he  followed,  in  as  far 
as  he  can  be  said  to  have  had  one,  is  to  be  sought 
for  in  the  works  of  the  poets  who  have  written  in 
the  Scottish  dialect — in  the  works  of  such  of  them, 
more  especially,  as  arc  familiar  to  the  peasantry 
of  Scotland.  Some  observations  on  these  may 
form  a  proper  introduction  to  a  more  particular 
examination  of  the  poetry  of  Burns.  The  studies 
of  the  editor  in  this  direction  are  indeed  very  recent 
and  very  imperfect.  It  would  have  been  imprudent 
for  him  to  have  entered  on  this  subject  at  all,  but  for 
the  kindness  of  Mr  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre,  whoso 
assistance  he  is  proud  to  acknowledge,  and  to 
whom  the  reader  must  ascribe  whatever  is  of  any 
value  in  the  following  imperfect  sketch  of  literary 
compositions  in  the  Scottish  idiom. 

It  is  a  circumstance  not  a  little  curious,  and 
which  does  not  seem  to  be  satisfactorily  explained, 
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that  in  the  thirteenth  century  the  language  of 
the  two  British  nations,  if  at  all  different,  differed 
only  in  dialect,  the  Gaelic  in  the  one,  like  the 
Welsh  and  Armoric  in  the  other,  being  confined 
to  the  mountainous  districts.1  The  English  under 
the  Edwards,  and  the  Scots  under  Wallace  and 
Bruce,  spoke  the  same  language.  We  may  observe 
also,  that  in  Scotland  the  history  of  poetry  ascends 
to  a  period  nearly  as  remote  as  in  England.  Bar- 
bour  and  Blind  Harry,  James  the  First,  Dunbar, 
Douglas,  and  Lindsay,  who  lived  in  the  fourteenth, 
fifteenth,  and  sixteenth  centuries,  were  coeval 
with  the  fathers  of  poetry  in  England ;  and  in  the 
opinion  of  Mr  Wharton,  not  inferior  to  them  in 
genius  or  in  composition.  Though  the  language 
of  the  two  countries  gradually  deviated  from  each 
other  during  this  period,  yet  the  difference  on  the 
whole  was  not  considerable ;  not  perhaps  greater 
than  between  the  different  dialects  of  the  differ- 
ent parts  of  England  in  our  own  time. 

At  the  death  of  James  the  Fifth,  in  1542,  the 
language  of  Scotland  was  in  a  flourishing  condi- 
tion, wanting  only  writers  in  prose  equal  to  those 
in  verse.  Two  circumstances,  propitious  on  the 
whole,  operated  to  prevent  this.  The  first  was 
the  passion  of  the  Scots  for  composition  in  Latin ; 
and  the  second,  the  accession  of  James  the  Sixth  to 
the  English  throne.  It  may  easily  be  imagined, 
that  if  Buchanan  had  devoted  his  admirable  talents 
even  in  part,  to  the  cultivation  of  his  native 
tongue,  as  was  done  by  the  revivers  of  letters  in 
Italy,  he  would  have  left  compositions  in  that  lan- 
guage which  might  have  incited  other  men  of 
genius  to  have  followed  his  example,2  and  given 
duration  to  the  language  itself.  The  union  of  the 
two  crowns  in  the  person  of  James,  overthrew  all 
reasonable  expectation  of  this  kind.  That  mon- 
arch, seated  on  the  English  throne,  would  no 
longer  suffer  himself  to  be  addressed  in  the  rude 
dialect  in  which  the  Scottish  clergy  had  so  often 
insulted  his  dignity.  He  encouraged  Latin  or 
English  only,  both  of  which  he  prided  himself  on 
writing  with  purity,  though  he  himself  never 
could  acquire  the  English  pronunciation,  but  spoke 
with  a  Scottish  idiom  and  intonation  to  the  last. 
— Scotsmen  of  talent  declined  writing  in  their 
native  language,  which  they  knew  was  not  accep- 
table to  their  learned  and  pedantic  monarch ;  and 
at  a  time  when  national  prejudice  and  enmity  pre- 
vailed to  a  gre,at  degree,  they  disdained  to  study 
the  niceties  of  the  English  tongue,  though  of  so 
much  easier  acquisition  than  a  dead  language. 
Lord  Stirling  and  Drummond  of  Hathornden,  the 
only  Scotsmen  who  wrote  poetry  in  those  times, 


1  Eicon's  Historical  Essay  on  Scottish  Sony,  p.  20.— CPBRIR. 

2  e.  q.  The  Authors  of  the  '  Delicioo  Poetar-ira,  ix-otorum." 

fcl?.  &C.— Ct'BRlR. 


were  exceptions.  They  studied  the  language  oi 
England  and  composed  it  with  precision  and  ele- 
gance. They  were,  however,  the  last  of  their 
countrymen  who  deserved  to  be  considered  as 
poets  in  that  century.  The  muses  ofScotland  sunk 
into  silence,  and  did  not  again  raise  their  voices 
for  a  period  of  eighty  years. 

To  what  causes  are  we  to  attribute  this  extreme 
depression  among  a  people  comparatively  learned, 
enterprising,  and  ingenious  ?  Shall  Ave  impute  it 
to  the  fanaticism  of  the  Covenanters,  or  to  the 
tyranny  of  the  house  of  Stuart  after  their  resto- 
ration to  the  throne  ?  Doubtless  these  causes 
operated,  but  they  seem  unequal  to  account  for 
the  effect.  In  England,  similar  distractions  and 
oppressions  took  place,  yet  poetry  nourished  there 
in  a  remarkable  degree.  During  this  period, 
Cowley,  and  Waller,  and  Dryden  sung,  and  Milton 
raised  his  strain  of  unparalleled  grandeur.  To 
the  causes  already  mentioned,  another  must  be 
added,  in  accounting  for  the  torpor  of  Scottish 
literature — the  want  of  a  proper  vehicle  for  men 
of  genius  to  employ.  The  civil  wars  had  fright- 
ened away  the  Latin  muses,  and  no  standard  had 
been  established  of  the  Scottish  tongue,  which 
was  deviating  still  farther  from  the  pure  English 
idiom. 

The  revival  of  literature  in  Scotland  may  be 
dated  from  the  establishment  of  the  Union,  or 
rather  from  the  extinction  of  the  rebellion  in  1715. 
The  nations  being  finally  incorporated,  it  was 
clearly  seen  that  their  tongues  must,  in  the  end, 
incorporate  also  ;  or  rather  indeed  that  the  Scot- 
tish language  must  degenerate  into  a  provincial 
idiom,  to  be  avoided  by  those  who  would  aim  at 
distinction  in  letters,  or  rise  to  eminence  in  the 
united  legislature. 

Soon  after  this,  a  band  of  men  of  genius  ap- 
peared, who  studied  the  English  classics,  and  imi- 
tated their  beauties,  in  the  same  manner  as 
they  studied  the  classics  of  Greece  and  Rome. 
They  had  admirable  models  of  composition  lately 
presented  to  them  by  the  writers  of  the  reign  of 
Queen  Anne ;  particularly  in  the  periodical  papers 
published  by  Steele,  Addison,  and  their  associated 
friends,  which  circulated  widely  through  Scotland, 
and  diffused  every  where  a  taste  for  purity  of  stylo 
and  sentiment,  and  for  critical  disquisition.  At 
length,  the  Scottish  writers  succeeded  in  English 
composition,  and  a  union  was  formed  of  the  liter- 
ary talents,  as  well  as  of  the  legislatures,  of  the 
two  nations.  On  this  occasion  the  poets  took  the 
lead.  While  Henry  Home,3  Dr  Wallace,  and 
their  learned  associates,  were  only  laying  in  their 
intellectual  stores,  and  studying  to  clear  them- 
selves of  the  Scottish  idioms,  Thomson,  Mallet, 


3  Lord  Kaimes. 
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and  Hamilton  of  Bangour  had  made  their  appear- 
ance before  the  public,  and  been  enrolled  on  the 
list  of  English  poets.  The  writers  in  prose  fol- 
lowed— a  numerous  and  powerful  band — and  poured 
their  ample  stores  into  the  general  stream  of 
British  literature.  Scotland  possessed  her  four 
universities  before  the  accession  of  James  to  the 
English  throne.  Immediately  before  the  union, 
she  acquired  her  parochial  schools.  These  estab- 
lishments combining  happily  together,  made  the 
elements  of  knowledge  of  easy  acquisition,  and  pre- 
sented a  direct  path,  by  which  the  ardent  student 
might  be  carried  along  into  the  recesses  of  science 
or  learning.  As  civil  broils  ceased,  and  faction 
and  prejudice  gradually  died  away,  a  wider  field 
was  opened  to  literary  ambition,  and  the  influence 
of  the  Scottish  institutions  ibr  instruction,  on  the 
productions  of  the  press,  became  more  and  more 
apparent. 

It  seems  indeed  probable,  that  the  establish- 
ment of  the  parochial  schools  produced  effects  on 
the  rural  muse  of  Scotland  also,  which  have  not 
hitherto  been  suspected,  and  which,  though  less 
splendid  in  their  nature,  are  not  however  to  be 
regarded  as  trivial,  whether  we  consider  the  hap- 
piness or  the  morals  of  the  people. 

There  is  some  reason  to  believe,  that  the  orig- 
inal inhabitants  of  the  British  isles  possessed  a 
peculiar  and  an  interesting  species  of  music,  which 
being  banished  from  the  plains  by  the  successive 
invasions  of  the  Saxons,  Danes,  and  Normans, 
was  preserved  with  the  native  race,  in  the  wilds 
of  Ireland  and  in  the  mountains  of  Scotland  and 
Wales.  The  Irish,  the  Scottish,  and  the  Welsh 
music,  differ  indeed  from  each  other,  but  the  dif- 
ference may  be  considered  as  in  dialect  only,  and 
probably  produced  by  the  influence  of  tune,  and 
like  the  different  dialects  of  our  common  language. 
If  this  conjecture  be  true,  the  Scottish  music  must 
be  more  immediately  of  a  Highland  origin,  and 
the  Lowland  tunes,  though  now  of  a  character 
somewhat  distinct,  must  have  descended  from  the 
mountains  in  remote  ages.  Whatever  credit  may 
be  given  to  conjectures,  evidently  involved  in 
great  uncertainty,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  the 
Scottish  peasantry  have  been  long  in  possession  of 
a  number  of  songs  and  ballads  composed  in  their 
native  dialect,  and  sung  to  their  native  music. 
The  subjects  of  these  compositions  were  such  as 
most  interested  the  simple  inhabitants,  and  hi  the 
succession  of  tune  varied  probably  as  the  condi- 
tion of  society  varied.  During  the  separation  and 
the  hostility  of  the  two  nations,  these  songs  and 
ballads,  as  far  as  our  imperfect  documents  enable 
us  to  judge,  were  chiefly  warlike;  sucli  as  the 
'  Huntis  of  Cheviot,'  and  the  '  Battle  of  Harbw.' 
After  the  union  of  the  two  crowns,  when  a  certain 
6)  degree  of  peace  and  of  tranquillity  took  place,  the 


'  rural  muse  of  Scotland  breathed  in  softer  accents. 
"  In  the  want  of  real  evidence  respecting  the  his- 
tory of  our  songs,"  says  Mr  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyrc, 
"  recourse  may  be  had  to  conjecture.     One  would 
be  disposed  to  think,  that  the  most  beautiful  of 
]  the  Scottish  tunes  were  clothed  with  new  words 
after  the  union  of  the  crowns.     The  inhabitants 
of  the  borders,  who  had  formerly  been  warriors 
from   choice,   and   husbandmen  from    necessity, 
cither  quitted  the  country,  or  were  transformed 
into  real  shepherds,  easy  in  their  circumstances, 
and  satisfied  with  their  lot.     Some  sparks  of  that 
spirit  of  chivalry  for  which  they  are  celebrated 
by  Froissart,  remained,  sufficient  to  inspire  eleva- 
tion   of  sentiment    and    gallantry  towards   the 
fair   sex.      The  familiarity  and  kindness   which 
had  long  subsisted  between  the  gentry  and  the 
peasantry,  could  not  all  at  once  be  obliterated, 
and  this  connection  tended  to  sweeten  rural  life. 
In  this  state  of  innocence,  ease  and  tranquillity  of 
mind,  the  love  of  poetry  and  music  would  still 
maintain  its  ground,  though  it  would  naturally 
assume  a  form  congenial  to  the  more   peaceful 
state  of  society.     The  minstrels,  whose  metrical 
tales  used  once  to  rouse  the  borderers  like  the 
trumpet's  sound,  had  been,  by  an  order  of  the 
legislature  (in   1579,)   classed  with   rogues   and 
vagabonds,  and  attempted  to  be  suppressed.  Enox 
and  his  disciples  influenced  the   Scottish  parlia- 
ment, but  contended  in  vain  with  her  rural  muse. 
Amidst   our    Arcadian   vales,   probably   on   the 
banks  of  the  Tweed,  or  some  of  its  tributary 
streams,  one  or  more  original  geniuses  may  have 
arisen,  who  were  destined  to  give  a  new  turn  to 
the  taste  of  their  countrymen.     They  would  see 
that  the  events  and  pursuits  which  chequer  pri- 
vate life  were  the  proper  subjects  for  popular 
poetry.     Love,  which  had  formerly  held  a  divided 
sway  with  glory  and  ambition,  became  now  the 
master  passion  of  the  soul.     To  portray  in  lively 
and  delicate  colours,  though  with  a  hasty  hand, 
the  hopes  and  fears  that  agitate  the  breast  of  the 
[ove-sick  swain,  or  forlorn  maiden,  affords  ample 
scope  to  the  rural  poet.     Love-songs   of  which 
Tibullus  himself  would  not  have  been  ashamed, 
might  be  composed  by  an  uneducated  rustic  with 
a  slight  tincture  of  letters;  or  if  in  these  songs, 
the  character  of  the  rustic  be  sometimes  assumed, 
the  truth  of  character,  and  the  language  of  nature, 
are   preserved.     With  unaffected  simplicity  and 
tenderness,  topics  are  urged,  most  likely  to  soften 
the  heart  of  a  cruel  and  coy  mistress,  or  to  regain 
a  fickle  lover.     Even  in  such  as  are  of  a  melan- 
choly cast,  a  ray  of   hope  breaks  through,  and 
dispels  the  deep  and  settled  gloom  which  charac- 
terises the  sweetest  of  the  Highland  luinags,  or 
vocal  airs.      Nor  are  these   songs  all  plaintive; 
many  of  them  are  lively  and  humorous,  and  some 
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appear  to  us  coarse  and  indelicate.  They  seem, 
however,  genuine  descriptions  of  the  manners  of 
an  energetic  and  sequestered  people  in  their  hours 
of  mirth  and  festivity,  though  in  their  portraits 
some  objects  are  brought  into  open  view,  which 
more  fastidious  painters  would  have  thrown  into 
shade. 

"As  those  rural  poets  sung  for  amusement  not 
for  gain,  their  effusions  seldom  exceeded  a  love- 
song  or  a  ballad  of  satire  or  humour,  which,  like 
the  works  of  the  elder  minstrels,  were  seldom 
committed  to  writing,  but  treasured  up  in  the 
memory  of  their  friends  and  neighbours.  Neither 
known  to  the  learned  nor  patronised  by  the  great, 
these  rustic  bards  lived  and  died  in  obscurity; 
and  by  a  strange  fatality,  their  story,  and  even 
their  very  names,  have  been  forgotten.1  When 
proper  models  for  pastoral  songs  were  produced, 
there  would  be  no  want  of  imitators.  To  succeed 
in  this  species  of  composition,  soundness  of  under- 
standing, and  sensibility  of  heart,  were  more 
requisite  than  flights  of  imagination  or  pomp  of 
numbers.  Great  changes  have  certainly  taken 
place  in  Scottish  song-writing,  though  we  cannot 
trace  the  steps  of  this  change;  and  few  of  the 
pieces  admired  in  Queen  Mary's  time  are  now  to 
be  discovered  in  modern  collections.  It  is  possi- 
ble, though  not  probable,  that  the  music  may  have 
remained  nearly  the  same,  though  the  words  to 
the  tunes  were  entirely  new-modelled."2 

These  conjectures  are  highly  ingenious.  It  can- 
not, however,  be  presumed,  that  the  state  of  ease 
and  tranquillity  described  by  Mr  Ramsay,  took 
place  among  the  Scottish  peasantry  immediately 
on  the  union  of  the  crowns,  or  indeed  during  the 
greater  part  of  the  seventeenth  century.  The 
Scottish  nation,  through  all  its  ranks,  was  deeply 
agitated  by  the  civil  wars,  and  the  religious  per- 
secutions which  succeeded  each  other  in  that 
disastrous  period;  it  was  not  till  after  the  revolu- 
tion in  1688,  and  in  the  subsequent  establishment 
of  their  beloved  form  of  church  government,  that 
the  peasantry  of  the  Lowlands  enjoyed  compara- 
tive repose;  and  it  is  since  that  period,  that  a 
great  number  of  the  most  admired  Scottish  songs 
have  been  produced,  though  the  tunes  to  which 
they  are  sung  are  in  general  of  much  greater 
antiquity.  It  is  not  unreasonable  to  suppose  that 
the  peace  and  security  derived  from  the  Revolu- 
tion and  the  Union,  produced  a  favourable  change 


1  In  the  Pppys  Collection,  there  are  a  few  Scottish  sonps  of 
the  last  (the  seventeenth)  century,  but  the  names  of  the  authors 
are  not  preserved. — CURRIE. 

2  Extract  of  a  letter  from  Mr  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre  to  the 
K'litor,  Sept.,  11,  1799 — In  the  Bee,  vol.  ii.  is  a  communication 
to  Mr  Ramsay,  under  the  signature  of  J.  Runoole,  which  enters 
into  this  subject  somewhat  more  at  large.     In  that  paper  he 
gives  his  reasons  for  questioning  the  antiquity  of  many  of  the  , 
most  celebrated  Scottish  songs CURRIE. 
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on  the  rxistic  poetry  of  Scotland;  and  it  can 
scarcely  be  doubted,  that  the  institution  of  parish- 
schools  in  1696,  by  which  a  certain  degree  ot 
instruction  was  diffused  universally  among  the 
peasantry,  contributed  to  this  happy  effect. 

Soon  after  this,  appeared  Allan  Ramsay,  the 
Scottish  Theocritus.  He  was  born  on  the  high 
mountains  that  divide  Clydesdale  and  Annandale, 
in  a  small  hamlet  by  the  banks  of  Glangonar,  a 
stream  which  descends  into  the  Clyde.  The  ruins 
of  this  hamlet  are  still  shown  to  the  inquiring 
traveller.3  He  was  the  son  of  a  peasant,  and 
probably  received  such  instruction  as  his  parish- 
school  bestowed,  and  the  poverty  of  his  parents 
admitted. 4  Ramsay  made  his  appearance  in  Edin- 
burgh in  the  beginning  of  the  present  [last]  cen- 
tury, in  the  humble  character  of  an  appren- 
tice to  a  barber,  or  peruke- maker;  he  was  then 
fourteen  or  fifteen  years  of  age.  By  degrees  he 
acquired  notice  for  his  social  disposition,  and  his 
talent  for  the  composition  of  verses  in  the  Scot- 
tish idiom;  and,  changing  his  profession  for  that 
of  a  bookseller,  he  became  intimate  with  many  of 
the  literary,  as  well  as  of  the  gay  and  fashionable 
characters  of  his  time.5  Having  published  a 
volume  of  poems  of  his  own  in  1721,  which  was 
favourably  received,  he  undertook  to  make  a 
collection  of  ancient  Scottish  poems,  under  the 
title  of  the  'Ever-Green,'  and  was  afterwards 
encouraged  to  present  to  the  world  a  collection 
of  Scottish  songs.6  "  From  what  sources  he  pro- 
cured them,"  says  Mr  Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre, 
"  whether  from  tradition  or  manuscript,  is  uncer- 
tain. As  in  the  '  Ever-Green,'  he  made  some  rash 
attempts  to  improve  on  the  originals  of  his  ancient 
poems,  he  probably  used  still  greater  freedom 
with  the  songs  and  ballads.  The  truth  cannot, 
however,  be  known  on  this  point,  till  manuscripts 
of  the  songs  printed  by  him,  more  ancient  than 
the  present  century,  shall  be  produced;  or  access 
be  obtained  to  his  own  papers,  if  they  are  still  in 
existence.  To  several  tunes  which  either  wanted 
words,  or  had  words  that  were  improper  or  imper- 

3  See  Campbell's  History  of  Poetry  in  Scotland,  page  185 

CURRIE. 

4  The  father  of  Ramsay  was,  it  is  said,  a  workman  in  the 
lead-mines  of  the  Earl  of  Hopeton,  at  Lead-hills.    The  work- 
men in  those  mines  at  present  are  of  a  very  superior  character 
to  miners  in  general.  They  have  only  six  hours  of  labour  in  the 
day,  and  have  time  for  reading.    They  have  a  common  lib- 
rary, supported  by  contribution,  containing  several  thousand 
volumes.  When  this  was  instituted  I  have  not  learned.  These 
miners  are  said  to  be  of  a  vry  sober  and  moral  character: 
Allan  Ramsay,  when  very  young-,  is  supposed  to  have  been  a 
washer  of  ore  in  these  mines. — CURRIE. 

5  '  He  was  coeval  with  Joseph  Mitchi'l,  and  his  club  of  small 
wits,  who,  about  1719,  published  a  very  poor  miscellany,  to 
which  Dr  Young,  the  author  of  the  '  Night  Thoughts,'  prefixed 
a  copy  of  verses.'— Extract  of  a  letter  from  Mr  Ramsay  of  Och- 
tcrtyre  to  the  editor. — CURRIE. 

C  Called  '  The  Toa-Table  Miscellany,'  and  published  in  1724. 
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feet,  he,  or  his  friends,  adapted  verses  worthy  of 
the  melodies  they  accompanied,  worthy  indeed  of 
the  golden  age.  These  verses  were  perfectly 
intelligible  to  every  rustic,  yet  justly  admired  by 
persons  of  taste,  who  regarded  them  as  the  genuine 
offspring  of  the  pastoral  muse.  In  some  respects 
Ramsay  had  advantages  not  possessed  by  poets 
writing  in  the  Scottish  dialect  in  our  days.  Songs 
in  the  dialect  of  Cumberland  or  Lancashire  could 
never  be  popular,  because  these  dialects  have 
never  been  spoken  by  persons  of  fashion.  But 
till  the  middle  of  the  present  century,  every 
Scotsman,  from  the  peer  to  the  peasant,  spoke  a 
truly  Doric  language.  It  is  true  the  English 
moralists  and  poets  were  by  this  tune  read  by 
every  person  of  condition,  and  considered  as  the 
standards  for  polite  composition.  But,  as  national 
prejudices  were  still  strong,  the  busy,  the  learned, 
the  gay,  and  the  fair,  continued  to  speak  their 
native  dialect,  and  that  with  an  elegance  and 
poignancy,  of  which  Scotsmen  of  the  present  day 
can  have  no  just  notion.  I  am  old  enough  to 
have  conversed  with  Mr  Spittal,  of  Leuchat,  a 
scholar  and  a  man  of  fashion,  who  survived  all 
the  members  of  the  Union  Parliament,  in  which 
he  had  a  seat.  His  pronunciation  and  phraseo- 
logy differed  as  much  from  the  common  dialect,  as 
the  language  of  St  James's  from  that  of  Thames- 
street.  Had  we  retained  a  court  and  parliament 
of  our  own,  the  tongues  of  the  two  sister-king- 
doms would  indeed  have  differed  like  the  Casti- 
lian  and  Portuguese;  but  each  would  have  had 
its  own  classics,  not  in  a  single  branch,  but  in  the 
whole  circle  of  literature. 

"  Ramsay  associated  with  the  men  of  wit  and 
fashion  of  his  day,  and  several  of  them  attempted 
to  write  poetry  in  his  manner.  Persons  too  idle 
or  too  dissipated  to  think  of  compositions  that 
required  much  exertion,  succeeded  very  happily 
in  making  tender  sonnets  to  favourite  tunes  in 
compliment  to  their  mistresses,  and,  transforming 
themselves  into  impassioned  shepherds,  caught  the 
language  of  the  characters  they  assumed.  Thus, 
about  the  year  1731,  Robert  Crawford  of  Auchi- 
names,  wrote  the  modern  song  of  Tweed  Side,  ' 
which  has  been  so  much  admired.  In  1743,  Sir 
Gilbert  Elliot,  the  first  of  our  lawyers  who  both 
spoke  and  wrote  English  elegantly,  composed,  in 
the  character  of  a  love-sick  swain,  a  beautiful 
song,  beginning,  '  My  sheep  I  neglected,  I  lost 
my  sheep-hook,'  on  the  marriage  of  his  mistress, 
Miss  Forbes,  with  Ronald  Crawford.  And  about 
twelve  years  afterwards,  the  sister  of  Sir  Gilbert 
wrote  the  ancient  words  to  the  tune  of  the '  Flower 
of  the  Forest,'-  and  supposed  to  allude  to  the 

1  Beginning,  '  What  beauties  does  Flora  disclose  !• 

i  Beginning,  •  1  have  beard  a  lilting-  at  our  ewes-milking.' 


battle  of  Flodden.  In  spite  of  the  double  rhvme, 
it  is  a  sweet,  and  though  in  some  parts  allegorical, 
a  natural  expression  of  national  sorrow.  The 
modern  words  to  the  same  tune,  beginning,  '  I 
have  seen  the  smiling  of  fortune  beguiling,'  were 
written  long  before3  by  Mrs  Cockburn,  a  woman 
of  great  wit,  who  outlived  all  the  first  group  of 
literati  of  the  present  century,  all  of  whom  were 
very  fond  of  her.  I  was  delighted  with  her  com- 
pany, though,  when  I  saw  her,  she  was  very  old. 
Much  did  she  know  that  is  now  lost."* 

In  addition  to  these  instances  of  Scottish  songs 
produced  in  the  earlier  part  of  the  present  past] 
century,  may  be  mentioned  the  ballad  of '  Hardi- 
knute,'  by  Lady  Wardlaw;  the  ballad  of '  William 
and  Margaret;'  and  the  song  entitled  '  The  Birks 
of  Invermay,'  by  Mallet;  the  love  song,  beginn- 
ing, '  For  ever,  Fortune,  wilt  thou  prove,'  pro- 
duced by  the  youthful  muse  of  Thomson ;  and  the 
exquisite  pathetic  ballad,  '  The  braes  of  Yarrow,' 
by  Hamilton  of  Bangour.  On  the  revival  of  let- 
ters in  Scotland,  subsequent  to  the  Union,  a  very 
general  taste  seems  to  have  prevailed  for  the 
national  songs  and  music.  "For  many  years," 
says  Mr  Ramsay,  "the  singing  of  songs  was  the 
great  delight  of  the  higher  and  middle  order  of 
the  people,  as  well  as  of  the  peasantry;  and 
though  a  taste  for  Italian  music  has  interfered 
with  this  amusement,  it  is  still  very  prevalent. 
Between  forty  and  fifty  years  ago,  the  common 
people  were  not  only  exceedingly  fond  of  songs 
and  ballads,  but  of  metrical  history.  Often  have 
I,  in  my  cheerful  morn  of  youth,  listened  to 
them  with  delight,  when  reading  or  reciting  the 
exploits  of  Wallace  and  Bruce  against  the  South- 
rons. Lord  Hailes  was  wont  to  call  Blind  Harry 
their  Bible,  he  being  their  great  favourite  next  to 
the  Scriptures.  When,  therefore,  one  in  the  vale 
of  life  felt  the  first  emotions  of  genius,  he  wanted 
not  models  sui  generis.  But  though  the  seeds  of 
poetry  were  scattered  with  a  plentiful  hand 
among  the  Scottish  peasantry,  the  product  was 
probably  like  that  of  pears  and  apples — of  a 
thousand  that  spring  up,  nine  hundred  and  fifty 
are  so  bad  as  to  set  the  teeth  on  edge ;  forty-five 
or  more  are  passable  and  useful ;  and  the  rest  of 
an  exquisite  flavour.  Allan  Ramsay  and  Burns 
are  wildings  of  this  last  description.  They  had 
the  example  of  the  elder  Scottish  poets ;  they 
were  not  without  the  aid  of  the  best  English 
writers;  and  what  was  of  still  more  importance, 
they  were  no  strangers  to  the  book  of  nature, 
and  to  the  book  of  God." 


3  Rather  sometime  after. 

4  Mrs  Corkburn  died  at  Edinburgh,  in  1794.    Most  of  (lie 
songs  mentioned  here  will  be  found,  with  accompanying  com- 
mentary, in  that  section  of  the  present  publication,  entitled, 
•  Remark*  on  Scottish  Songs  and  Ballads.' 
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From  tliis  general  view,  it  is  apparent  that 
Allan  Ramsay  may  be  considered  as  in  a  great 
measure  the  reviver  of  the  rural  poetry  of  his 
country.  His  collection  of  ancient  Scottish  poems, 
under  the  name  of «  The  Ever-Green,'  his  collec- 
tion of  Scottish  Songs,  and  his  own  poems,  the 
principal  of  which  is  « The  Gentle  Shepherd,' 
have  been  universally  read  among  the  peasantry 
of  his  country,  and  have  in  some  degree  super- 
seded the  adventures  of  Bruce  and  Wallace,  as 
recorded  by  Barbour  and  Blind  Harry.  Burns 
was  well  acquainted  with  all  these.  He  had  also 
before  him  the  poems  of  Fergusson  in  the  Scot- 
tish dialect,  which  have  been  produced  in  our 
own  times,  and  of  which  it  will  be  necessary  to 
give  a  short  account. 

Fergusson  was  born  of  parents  who  had  it  in 
their  power  to  procure  him  a  liberal  education,  a 
circumstance,  however,  which  in  Scotland  implies 
no  very  high  rank  in  society.  From  a  well  writ- 
ten and  apparently  authentic  account  of  his  life,  l 
we  learn  that  he  spent  six  years  at  the  schools  of 
Edinburgh  and  Dundee,  and  several  years  at  the 
universities  of  Edinburgh  and  St  Andrews.  It 
appears  that  he  was  at  one  time  destined  for  the 
Scottish  church ;  but,  as  he  advanced  towards  man- 
hood, he  renounced  that  intention,  and  at  Edin- 
burgh entered  the  office  of  a  writer  to  the  signet, 
a  title  which  designates  a  separate  and  higher 
order  of  Scottish  attorneys.  Fergusson  had  sen- 
sibility of  mind,  a  warm  and  generous  heart,  and 
talents  for  society  of  the  most  attractive  kind. 
To  such  a  man  no  situation  could  be  more  dan- 
gerous than  that  in  which  he  was  placed.  The 
excesses  into  which  he  was  led  impaired  his  feeble 
constitution,  and  he  sunk  under  them  in  the  month 
of  October,  1774,  in  his  23d  or  24th  year.  Burns 
was  not  acquainted  with  the  poems  of  this  youth- 
ful genius  when  he  himself  began  to  write  poetry; 
and  when  he  first  saw  them  he  had  renounced 
the  muses.  But  while  he  resided  in  the  town  of 
Irvine,  meeting  with  '  Fergusson 's  Scottish  Poems,' 
he  informs  us  that  he  "  strung  his  lyre  anew  with 
emulating  vigour."  Touched  by  the  sympathy 
originating  in  kindred  genius,  and  in  the  forebod- 
ings of  similar  fortune,  Burns  regarded  Fergus- 
son  with  a  partial  and  an  affectionate  admiration. 
Over  Ms  grave  he  erected  a  monument,  as  has 
already  been  mentioned;  and  his  poems  he  has, 
in  several  instances,  made  the  subjects  of  his  imi- 
tation. 

From  this  account  of  the  Scottish  poems  known 
to  Burns,  those  who  are  acquainted  with  them 
will  see  that  they  are  chiefly  humorous  or  pathe- 

1  In  the  Supplement  to  the  «  Encyclopaedia  Britannica.'  See 
also,  •  Campbell's  Introduction  to  the  History  of  Poetry  in 
Scotland,'  page  288.— CURRIB. 


tic;  and  under  one  or  other  of  these  descriptions 
most  of  his  own  poems  will  class.  Let  us  com- 
pare him  with  his  predecessors  under  each  cf 
these  points  of  view,  and  close  our  examination 
with  a  few  general  observations. 

It  has  frequently  been  observed,  that  Scotland 
has  produced,  comparatively  speaking,  few  writers 
who  have  excelled  in  humour.  But  this  obser- 
vation is  true  only  when  applied  to  those  who 
have  continued  to  reside  in  their  own  country, 
and  have  confined  themselves  to  composition  in 
pure  English;  and  in  these  circumstances  it  admits 
of  an  easy  explanation.  The  Scottish  Poets  who 
have  written  in  the  dialect  of  Scotland,  have  been 
at  all  tunes  remarkable  for  dwelling  on  subjects 
of  humour,  in  which,  indeed,  many  of  them  have 
excelled.  It  would  be  easy  to  show,  that  the  dia- 
lect of  Scotland  having  become  provincial,  is  now 
scarcely  suited  to  the  more  elevated  kinds  of 
poetry.  If  we  may  believe  that  the  poem  of 
'  Christis  Kirk  of  the  Grene '  was  written  by  James 
the  First  of  Scotland,2  tin's  accomplished  monarch 
who  had  received  an  English  education  under  the 
direction  of  Henry  the  Fourth,  and  who  bore  arms 
under  his  gallant  successor,  gave  the  model  on 
which  the  greater  part  of  the  humorous  produc- 
tions of  the  rustic  muse  of  Scotland  has  been 
formed.  '  Christis  Kirk  of  the  Grene'  was  re- 
printed by  Ramsay,  somewhat  modernized  in  the 
orthography,  and  two  cantos  were  added  by  him, 
in  which  he  attempts  to  carry  on  the  design. 
Hence  the  poem  of  King  James  is  usually  printed 
in  Ramsay's  works.  The  royal  bard  describes  in 
the  first  canto,  a  rustic  dance,  and  afterwards  a 
contention  in  archery,  ending  in  an  affray.  Ram- 
say relates  the  restoration  of  concord,  and  the 
renewal  of  the  rural  sports,  with  the  humours  of  a 
country  wedding.  Though  each  of  the  poets 
desci-ibes  the  manners  of  his  respective  age,  yet 
in  the  whole  piece  there  is  a  very  sufficient  uni- 
formity ;  a  striking  proof  of  the  identity  of  cha- 
racter in  the  Scottish  peasantry  at  the  two  periods 
distant  from  each  other  three  hundred  years.  It  is 
an  honourable  distinction  to  this  body  of  men,  that 
their  character  and  manners,  very  little  embel- 
lished, have  been  found  to  be  susceptible  of  an 
amusing  and  interesting  species  of  poetry ;  and  it 
must  appear  not  a  little  curious,  that  the  single 
nation  of  modern  Europe,  which  possesses  an  ori- 
ginal rural  poetry,  should  have  received  the  model 
followed  by  the  rustic  bards,  from  the  monarch 
on  the  throne. 


2  Notwithstanding  the  evidence  produced  on  this  subject  by 
Mr  Tytler,  the  Editor  acknowledges  his  being  somewhat  of  a 
sceptic  on  this  point.  Sir  David  Dalrymple  inclines  to  the  opi- 
nion that  it  was  written  by  his  successor  James  the  Fifth. 
There  are  difficulties  attending  this  supposition  also.  But  on 
the  subject  of  Scottish  Antiquities,  the  Editor  is  an  incompetent 
judge — CURUIE. 


RAMSAY  AND  FERGUSSON. 


The  two  additional  stanzas  to  '  Christis  Kirk 
of  the  Grene,'  written  by  Ramsay,  though  objec- 
tionable in  point  of  delicacy,  are  among  the  hap- 
piest at  his  productions.  His  chief  excellence, 
indeed,  lay  in  the  description  of  rural  characters, 
incidents,  and  scenery ;  for  he  did  not  possess  any 
very  high  powers  either  of  imagination  or  under- 
standing. He  was  well  acquainted  with  the  pea- 
santry of  Scotland,  their  lives  and  opinions.  The 
subject  was  in  a  great  measure  new  ;  his  talents 
were  equal  to  the  subject ;  and  he  has  shown  that 
it  may  be  happily  adapted  to  pastoral  poetry.  In 
his  '  Gentle  Shepherd '  the  characters  are  deline- 
ations from  nature,  the  descriptive  parts  are  in 
the  genuine  style  of  beautiful  simplicity,  the  pas- 
sions and  affections  of  rural  life  are  finely  por- 
trayed, and  the  heart  is  pleasingly  interested  in 
the  happiness  that  is  bestowed  on  innocence  and 
virtue.  Throughout  the  whole  there  is  an  air  of 
reality  which  the  most  careless  reader  cannot  but 
perceive;  and  in  fact  no  poem  ever  perhaps 
acquired  so  high  a  reputation,  in  which  truth 
received  so  little  embellishment  from  the  imagin- 
ation. In  his  pastoral  songs,  and  in  his  rural  tales, 
Ramsay  appears  to  less  advantage  indeed,  but 
still  with  considerable  attraction.  The  story  of 
•  The  Monk  and  the  Miller's  Wife,'  though  some- 
what licentious,  may  rank  with  the  happiest 
productions  of  Prior  or  La  Fontaine.  But  when 
he  attempts  subjects  from  higher  life,  and  aims  at 
pure  English  composition,  he  is  feeble  and  unin- 
teresting, and  seldom  even  reaches  mediocrity.  l 
Neither  are  his  familiar  epistles  and  elegies  in  the 
Scottish  dialect  entitled  to  much  approbation. 
Though  Fergusson  had  Ugher  powers  of  imagina- 
tion than  Ramsay,  his  genius  was  not  of  the  highest 
order;  nor  did  his  learning,  which  was  considera- 
ble, improve  his  genius.  His  poems  written  in 
pure  English,  in  which  he  often  follows  classical 
models,  though  superior  to  the  English  poems  of 
Ramsay,  seldom  rise  above  mediocrity ;  but  in 
those  composed  in  the  Scottish  dialect  he  is  often 
very  successful.  He  was  in  general,  however,  less 
happy  than  Ramsay  in  the  subjects  of  his  muse. 
As  he  spent  the  greater  part  of  his  life  in  Edin- 
burgh, and  wrote  for  his  amusement  in  the  inter- 
vals of  business  or  dissipation,  his  Scottish  poems 
are  chiefly  founded  on  the  incidents  of  a  town  life, 
which,  though  they  are  susceptible  of  humour,  do 
not  admit  of  those  delineations  of  scenery,  and 
manners,  which  vivify  the  rural  poetry  of  Ramsay, 
and  which  so  agreeably  amuse  the  fancy  and 
interest  the  heart.  The  town  eclogues  of  Fergus- 
son,  if  we  may  so  denominate  them,  are  however 
faithful  to  nature,  and  often  distinguished  by  a 
very  happy  vein  of  humour.  His  poems  entitled 
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'  The  Daft  Days,' *  The  King's  Birth-day  in  Edin- 
burgh,' 'Leith  Races,'  and  '  The  Hallow  Fair,' will 
justify  this  character.  In  these,  particularly  in 
the  last,  he  imitated,  '  Christis  Kirk  of  the  Grene,' 
as  Ramsay  had  done  before  him.  His  '  Address 
to  the  Tron  Kirk  Bell '  is  an  exquisite  piece  of 
humour,  which  Burns  has  scarcely  excelled.  In 
appreciating  the  genius  of  Fergusson,  it  ought  to 
be  recollected,  that  his  poems  are  the  careless 
effusions  of  an  irregular  though  amiable  young 
man,  who  wrote  for  the  periodical  papers  of  the 
day,  and  who  died  in  early  youth.  Had  his  life  been 
prolonged  under  happier  circumstances  of  fortune, 
he  would  probably  have  risen  to  much  higher 
reputation.  Ho  might  have  excelled  in  rural 
poetry ;  for  though  his  professed  pastorals  on  the 
established  Sicilian  model  are  stale  and  uninterest- 
ing, '  The  Farmer's  Ingle,' 2  which  may  be  consi- 
dered as  a  Scottish  pastoral,  is  the  happiest  of  all 
his  productions,  and  certainly  was  the  archetype 
of  '  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night.'  Fergusson, 
and  more  especially  Burns,  have  shown  that  the 
character  and  manners  of  the  peasantry  of  Scot- 
land of  the  present  times  are  as  well  adapted  to 
poetry  as  in  the  days  of  Ramsay,  or  of  the  author 
of '  Christis  Kirk  of  the  Grene.' 

The  humour  of  Burns  is  of  a  richer  vein  than 
that  of  Ramsay  or  Fergusson,  both  of  whom,  as 
he  himself  informs  us,  he  had  "  frequently  in  his 
eye,  but  rather  with  a  view  to  kindle  at  their 
flame,  than  to  servile  imitation."  His  descriptive 
powers,  whether  the  objects  on  which  they  are 
employed  be  comic  or  serious,  animate  or  inani- 
mate, are  of  the  highest  order.  A  superiority  of 
this  kind  is  essential  to  every  species  of  poetical 
excellence.  In  one  of  his  earlier  poems,  his  plan 
seems  to  be  to  inculcate  a  lesson  of  contentment 
on  the  lower  classes  of  society,  by  showing  that 
their  superiors  are  neither  much  better  nor  hap- 
pier than  themselves ;  and  this  he  chooses  to  exe- 
cute in  the  form  of  a  dialogue  between  two  dogs. 
He  introduces  this  dialogue  by  an  account  of  the 
persons  and  characters  of  the  speakers.  The  first, 
whom  he  has  named  Ca?sar,  is  a  dog  of  condition : 

'  His  locked,  letter'd,  braw  brass  collar, 
Sliow'd  him  the  gentleman  and  scholar.' 

High-bred  though  he  is,  he  is,  however,  full  of 
condescension : 

'  At  kirk  or  market,  mill  or  smiddle, 
Nae  tawted  tyke,  tho'  e'er  sae  duddie. 
But  he  wad  stawirt,  as  glad  to  see  him, 
And  ttroan't  on  itane*  and  hillock}  tci'  Aim.' 

The  other,  Luath,  is  a  "  ploughman's  collie,"  but 
a  cur  of  a  good  heart  and  a  sound  understanding : 


2  The  Farmer's  Fireside.—  CUKBIE. 


THE  LIFE  OF  BURNS. 


"  His  honest,  sonsie,  baws'nt  face, 

Aye  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  place; 

His  breast  was  white,  his  towsie  back 

Weel  clad  wi  coat  of  glossy  black. 
•  Bis  gawcie  tail,  wi'  upward  curl, 

Sung  o'er  hit  hurdles  wi'  a  swurl." 

Never  were  two,  dogs  so  exquisitely  delineated. 
Their  gambols  before  they  sit  down  to  moralize, 
are  described  with  an  equal  degree  of  happiness  ; 
and  through  the  whole  dialogue,  the  character  as 
well  as  the  different  condition  of  the  two  speakers 
is  kept  in  view.  The  speech  of  Luath,  in  which 
he  enumerates  the  comforts  of  the  poor,  gives  the 
following  account  of  their  merriment  on  the  first 
day  of  the  year : 

"  That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bar  the  door  or  frosty  winds ; 
The  nappy  reeks  wi'  mantling  ream, 
And  sheds  a  heart-inspiring  steam  ; 
The  luntin'pipe,  and  sneeshin1  mill, 
Are  handed  round  wi'  richt  guid-will ; 
The  canty  auld  folks  crackin'  crouse, 
The  young  anes  rantin'  thro'  the  house,— 
My  heart  has  been  sae  fain  to  see  them, 
That  I  for  joy  ha'e  barkit  wi'  them." 

Of  all  the  animals  who  have  moralized  on 
human  affairs  since  the  days  of  JEsop,  the  dog 
seems  best  entitled  to  this  privilege,  as  well  from 
liis  superior  sagacity,  as  from  his  being,  more  than 
any  other,  the  friend  and  associate  of  man.  The 
dogs  of  Burns,  excepting  in  their  talents  for  mo- 
ralizing, are  downright  dogs ;  and  not  like  the 
horses  of  Swift,  or  the  '  Hind  and  Panther '  of 
Dryden,  men  in  the  shape  of  brutes.  It  is  this 
circumstance  that  heightens  the  humour  of  the 
dialogue.  The  "  twa  dogs  "  are  constantly  kept 
before  our  eyes,  and  the  contrast  between  their 
form  and  character  as  dogs,  and  the  sagacity  of 
their  conversation,  heightens  the  humour  and 
deepens  the  impression  of  the  poet's  satire. 
Though  in  this  poem  the  chief  excellence  may  be 
considered  as  humour,  yet  great  talents  are  dis- 
played in  its  composition ;  the  happiest  powers  of 
description  and  the  deepest  insight  into  the  human 
heart.1  It  is  seldom,  however,  that  the  humour 
of  Burns  appears  in  so  simple  a  form.  The  live- 
liness of  his  sensibility  frequently  impels  him  to 
introduce  into  subjects  of  humour,  emotions  of 
tenderness  or  of  pity ;  and,  where  occasion  admits, 


1  When  this  poem  first  appeared,  it  was  thought  by  some 
very  surprising  that  a  peasant,  who  had  not  an  opportunity 
of  associating  even  with  a  simple  gentleman,  should  have  been 
able  to  portray  the  character  of  high-life  with  such  accuracy. 
And  when  it  was  recollected  that  he  had  probably  been  at  the 
races  of  Ayr,  where  nobility  as  well  as  gentry  are  to  be  seen,  it 
was  concluded  that  the  race-ground  had  been  the  field  of  hig 
observation.  This  was  sagacious  enough ;  but  it  did  not  require 
such  instruction  to  inform  Burns,  that  human  nature  is  essen- 
tially the  same  in  the  high  and  the  low;  and  a  genius  which 
comprehends  the  human  mind,  easily  comprehends  the  acci- 
dental varieties  introduced  by  situation.— CURKIE. 


he  is  sometimes  carried  on  to  exert  the  higher 
powers  of  imagination.  In  such  instances  he 
leaves  the  society  of  Ramsay  and  of  Fergusson, 
and  associates  himself  with  the  masters  of  English 
poetry,  whose  language  he  frequently  assumes. 

Of  the  union  of  tenderness  and  humour,  examples 
may  be  found  in  *  The  Death  and  Dying  Words  of 
poor  Mailie,'  in  'The  Auld  Farmer's  New- Year's 
Morning  Salutation  to  his  Mare  Maggie,'  and  in 
many  of  his  other  poems.  The  praise  of  whiskey 
is  a  favourite  subject  with  Burns.  To  this  he 
dedicates  his  poem  of  '  Scotch  Drink.'  After 
mentioning  its  cheering  influence  in  a  variety  of 
situations,  he  describes,  with  singular  liveliness 
and  power  of  fancy,  its  stimulating  effects  on  the 
blacksmith  working  at  his  forge: — 

"  Nae  mercy,  then,  for  aim  or  steel  ; 
The  brawnie,  bainie,  ploughman  chiel, 
Brings  hard  owrehip,  wi'  sturdy  wheel, 

The  strong  fore-hammer, 
Till  block  an'  studdie  ring  an'  reel 

Wi'  dinsome  clamour." 

On  another  occasion,2  choosing  to  exalt  whiskey 
above  wine,  he  introduces  a  comparison  between 
the  natives  of  more  genial  climes,  to  whom  the 
vine  furnishes  their  beverage,  and  his  own  coun- 
trymen who  drink  the  spirit  of  malt.  The 
description  of  the  Scotsman  is  humorous : — 

"  But  bring  a  Scotsman  frae  his  hill, 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill, 
Say,  such  is  royal  George's  will, 

An'  there's  the  foe, 
He  has  nae  thought  but  how  to  kill 

Twa  at  a  blow." 

Here  the  notion  of  danger  rouses  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  poet.  He  goes  on  thus : — 

"  Nap  cauld,  faint-hearted  doublings  tease  him  ; 
Death  comes,  wi'  fearless  eye  he  sees  him  ; 
Wi'  bluidy  hand  a  welcome  gi'es  him, 

An"  when  he  fa's, 

His  latest  draught  o'  breathing  lea'es  him 
In  laint  huzzas." 

Again,  however,  he  sinks  into  humour,  and 
concludes  the  poem  with  the  following  most 
laughable,  but  most  irreverent  apostrophe : — 

"  Scotland,  my  auld,  respected  mither! 
Tho'  whiles  ye  moistify  your  leather, 
Till  whare  ye  sit,  on  craps  o'  heather, 

Ye  tine  your  dam, — 
(Freedom  and  whiskey  gang  thegither,) — 

Tak'  aft'  your  dram !  " 

Of  this  union  of  humour  with  the  higher  powers 
of  imagination,  instances  may  be  found  in  the 
poem  entitled  '  Death  and  Dr  Hornbook,'  and  in 
almost  every  stanza  of  the  'Address  to  the  Deil,' 


2  '  The  Author's  Earnest  Cry  and  Prayer  to  the  Scotch  Repre- 
sentatives in  Parliament.' 


REVIEW  OF  HIS  POEMS. 


one  of  the  happiest  of  his  productions.  After 
reproaching  this  terrible  being  with  all  his 
'  doings '  and  misdeeds,  in  the  course  of  which  he 
passes  through  a  series  of  Scottish  superstitions, 
and  rises  at  times  into  a  high  strain  of  poetry;  he 
concludes  this  address,  delivered  in  a  tone  of  great 
familiarity,  not  altogether  unmixed  with  appre- 
hension, in  the  following  words : — 

"  But,  fare  ye  weel,  auld  Nickie  ben  ! 
O  wad  you  tak'  a  thought  an*  men* ! 
Ye  aiblins  might — I  dinna  ken — 
Still  ha'e  a  stake — 
I'm  wae  to  think  upo*  yon  den 

E'en  for  your  sake  '." 

Humour  and  tenderness  are  here  so  happy 
intermixed,  that  it  is  impossible  to  say  which  pre- 
ponderates. 

Fergusson  wrote  a  dialogue  between  the  Cause- 
way '  and  the  '  Plainstones ' l  of  Edinburgh.  This 
probably  suggested  to  Burns  hia  dialogue  between 
the  Old  and  the  New  Bridge  over  the  river  Ayr. 
The  nature  of  such  subjects  requires  that  they 
shall  be  treated  humorously,  and  Fergusson  has 
attempted  nothing  beyond  this.  Though  the 
Causeway  and  the  Plainstones  talk  together,  no 
attempt  is  made  to  personify  the  speakers.  A 
"cadie"2  heard  the  conversation,  and  reported  it 
to  the  poet. 

In  the  dialogue  between  the  'Brigs  of  Ayr,' 
Burns  himself  is  the  auditor,  and  the  time  and 
occasion  on  which  it  occurred  is  related  with  great 
circumstantiality.  The  poet,  "pressed  by  care," 
or  "  inspired  by  whim,"  had  left  his  bed  in  the 
town  of  Ayr,  and  wandered  out  alone  in  the 
darkness  and  solitude  of  a  winter-night,  to  the 
mouth  of  the  river,  where  the  stillness  was  inter- 
rupted only  by  the  rushing  sound  of  the  influx  of 
the  tide.  It  was  after  midnight.  The  Dungeon- 
clock  had  struck  two,  and  the  sound  had  been 
repeated  by  Wallace-Tower.3  All  else  was 
hushed.  The  moon  shone  brightly,  and 

"The  chilly  frost,  beneath  the  silver  beam, 
Crept,  gently  crusting,  o'er  the  glittering  stream." — 

In  this  situation  the  listening  bard  hears  the 
"  clanging  sugh  "  of  wings  moving  through  the  air, 
and  speedily  he  perceives  two  beings,  reared  the 
one  on  the  Old,  the  other  on  the  New  Bridge, 
whose  form  and  attire  he  describes,  and  whose 
conversation  with  each  other  he  rehearses.  These 
genii  enter  into  a  compariEon  of  the  respective 
edifices  over  which  they  preside,  and  afterwards, 
as  is  usual  between  the  old  and  young,  compare 
modern  characters  and  manners  with  those  of  past 


]  The  middle  of  the  street,  and  the  side-way.— CUBRIE. 

•2  A  messenger. — CURKIB. 

3  The   two  steeples  of  Ayr.— CURKIB. 


times.  They  differ,  as  may  be  expected,  and 
taunt  and  scold  each  other  in  broad  Scotch.  This 
conversation,  which  is  certainly  humorous,  may 
be  considered  as  the  proper  business  of  the  poem. 
As  the  debate  runs  high,  and  threatens  serious 
consequences,  all  at  once  it  is  interrupted  by  a 
new  scene  of  wonders : — 


-nil  before  their  sight 
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A  fairy  train  appeared  in  order  bright ; 
Adown  the  glittering  stream  they  featly  danc'd; 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  various  dresses  glanc  d  ; 
They  footed  o'er  the  wat  ry  glass  so  neat. 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet ; 
While  arts  of  Minstrelsy  among  them  rung. 
And  soul-ennobling  Bards  heroic  ditties  sung." 


"The  Genius  of  the  Stream  in  front  appc-ars — 
A  venerable  chief,  advanc'd  in  years  ; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  crown'd, 
His  manly  leg  with  garter-tangle  bound.'1 

Next  follow  a  number  of  other  allegorical  beings, 
among  whom  are  the  four  Seasons,  Rural  Joy, 
Plenty,  Hospitality,  and  Courage. 

"  Benevolence,  with  mild  benignant  air, 
A  female  form,  came  from  the  tow  rs  of  Stair  ; 
Learning  and  wealth  in  equal  measures  trode, 
From  simple  Catrine,  their  long-lov'd  abode ; 
Last,  white-robed  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  hazel  wreath, 
To  rustic  Agriculture  did  bequeath 
The  broken  iron  instruments  of  Death  ; 
At  sight  of  whom  our  sprites  forgat  their  kindling  wrath. 

This  poem,  irregular  and  imperfect  as  it  is,  dis- 
plays various  and  powerful  talents,  and  may  serve 
to  illustrate  the  genius  of  Burns.  In  particular,  it 
affords  a  striking  instance  of  his  being  carried 
beyond  his  original  purpose  by  the  powers  of 
imagination. 

In  Fergusson's  poems,  the  '  Plainstones '  and 
'  Causeway '  contrast  the  characters  of  the  differ- 
ent persons  who  walked  upon  them.  Burns  pro- 
bably conceived,  that,  by  a  dialogue  between  the 
Old  and  New  Bridge,  he  might  form  a  humorous 
contrast  between  ancient  and  modern  manners  in 
the  town  of  Ayr.  Such  a  dialogue  could  only  be 
supposed  to  pass  in  the  stillness  of  night ;  and  this 
led  our  poet  into  a  description  of  a  midnight  scene, 
which  excited  in  a  high  degree  the  powers  of  his 
imagination.  During  the  whole  dialogue  the 
scenery  is  present  to  his  fancy,  and  at  length  it 
suggests  to  him  a  fairy  dance  of  aerial  beings, 
under  the  beams  of  the  moon,  by  which  the  wrath 
of  the  Genii  of  the  Brigs  of  Ayr  is  appeased. 

Incongruous  as  the  different  parts  of  this  poem 
are,  it  is  not  an  incongruity  that  displeases ;  and 
we  have  only  to  regret  that  the  poet  did  not 
bestow  a  little  pains  in  making  the  figures  more 
correct,  and  in  smoothing  the  versification. 

The  epistles  of  Burns,  in  which  may  be  included 
his  'Dedication  to  G.  H.  Esq.,'  discover,  like  hia 
other  writings,  the  powers  of  a  superior  under. 
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standing.  They  display  deep  insight  into  human 
nature,  a  gay  and  happy  strain  of  reflection,  great 
independence  of  sentiment,  and  generosity  pf 
heart.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  that,  in  his  '  Holy 
Fair,'  and  in  some  of  his  other  poems,  his  humour 
degenerates  into  personal  satire,  and  that  it  is  not 
sufficiently  guarded  in  other  respects.  The  '  Hal- 
loween '  of  Burns  is  free  from  every  objection  of 
this  sort.  It  is  interesting,  not  merely  from  its 
humorous  description  of  manners,  but  as  it  records 
the  spells  and  charms  used  on  the  celebration  of 
a  festival,  now,  even  in  Scotland,  falling  into 
neglect,  but  which  was  once  observed  over  the 
greater  part  of  Britain  and  Ireland. '  These 
charms  are  supposed  to  affbrd  an  insight  into 
futurity,  especially  on  the  subject  of  marriage,  the 
most  interesting  event  of  rural  life.  In  the 
'  Halloween,'  a  female,  in  performing  one  of  the 
spells,  has  occasion  to  go  out  by  moonlight  to  dip 
her  shift-sleeve  into  a  stream  '  running  towards 
the  South.'  It  was  not  necessary  for  Burns  to 
give  a  description  of  this  stream.  But  it  was  the 
character  of  his  ardent  mind  to  pour  forth  not 
merely  what  the  occasion  required,  but  what  it 
admitted;  and  the  temptation  to  describe  so 
beautiful  a  natural  object  by  moonlight,  was  not 
to  be  resisted — 

"  Whyles  owre  a  linn  the  burnie  plays, 

As  thro'  the  glen  it  wimpl't ; 
Whyles  round  a  rocky  scar  it  strays; 

Whyles  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't ; 
Whyles  glitter'd  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi'  bickering,  dancing  dazzle ; 
Whyles  cookit  underneath  the  braes, 
Below  the  spreading  hazel, 

Unseen  that  night." 

Those  who  understand  the  Scottish  dialect  will 
allow  this  to  be  one  of  the  finest  instances  of 
description  which  the  records  of  poetry  afford. 
Though  of  a  very  different  nature,  it  may  be 
compared  in  point  of  excellence  with  Thomson's 
description  of  a  river  swollen  by  the  rains  of 
winter,  bursting  through  the  streights  that  confine 
its  torrent,  "  boiling,  wheeling,  foaming,  and  thun- 
dering along." 

In  pastoral,  or,  to  speak  more  correctly,  in  rural 
poetry  of  a  serious  nature,  Burns  excelled  equally 
as  in  that  of  a  humorous  kind ;  and,  using  less  of 
the  Scottish  dialect  in  his  serious  poems,  he 
becomes  more  generally  intelligible.  It  is  difficult 
to  decide  whether  the  '  Address  to  a  Mouse,  whose 
nest  was  turned  up  with  the  plough,'  should  be 
considered  as  serious  or  comic.  Be  this  as  it  may, 
the  poem  is  one  of  the  happiest  and  most  finished 
of  his  productions.  If  we  smile  at  the  "bickering  I 
brattle'!  of  this  little  flying  animal,  it  is  a  smile  of 


1  !n  Ireland  it  is  still  celebrated. 
in  \VfUea — 


It  is  not  quite  in  disuse 


tenderness  and  pity.  The  descriptive  part  is 
admirable;  the  moral  reflections  beautiful,  and 
arising  directly  out  of  the  occasion;  and  in  the 
conclusion  there  is  a  deep  melancholy,  a  sentiment 
of  doubt  and  dread,  that  rises  to  the  sublime. 
The  '  Address  to  a  Mountain  Daisy,  turned  down 
with  the  plough,'  is  a  poem  of  the  same  nature, 
though  somewhat  inferior  in  point  of  originality, 
as  well  as  in  the  interest  produced.  To  extract 
out  of  incidents  so  common,  and  se'emingly  so 
trivial  as  these,  so  fine  a  train  of  sentiment  and 
imagery,  is  the  surest  proof,  as  well  as  the  most 
brilliant  triumph,  of  original  genius.  '  The  Vision,' 
in  two  cantos,  from  which  a  beautiful  extract  is 
taken  by  Mr  Mackenzie,  in  the  97th  number  of 
'  The  Lounger,'  is  a  poem  of  great  and  various 
excellence.  The  opening,  in  which  the  poet 
describes  his  own  state  of  mind,  retiring,  in  the 
evening,  wearied  from  the  labours  of  the  day,  to 
moralize  on  his  conduct  and  prospects,  is  truly 
interesting.  The  chamber,  if  we  may  so  term  it, 
in  which  he  sits  down  to  muse,  is  an  exquisite 
painting : — 

"  There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle  rhoek 
I  sat  and  ey'd  the  spewing  reek, 
That  fill'd,  wi  hoast-provoking  smeek, 

The  auld  clay  biggin' ; 
An'  heard  the  restless  rations  squeak 
About  the  riggin'." 

To  reconcile  to  our  imagination  the  entrance  of 
an  aerial  being  into  a  mansion  of  this  kind,  required 
the  powers  of  Burns — he,  however,  succeeds. 
Coila  enters,  and  her  countenance,  attitude,  and 
dress,  unlike  those  of  other  spiritual  beings,  are 
distinctly  portrayed.  To  the  painting,  on  her 
mantle,  on  which  is  depicted  the  most  striking 
scenery,  as  well  as  the  most  distinguished  char- 
acters, of  his  native  country,  some  exceptions  may 
be  made.  The  mantle  of  Coila,  like  the  cup  of 
Thyrsis,2  and  the  shield  of  Achilles,  is  too  much 
crowded  with  figures,  and  some  of  the  objects 
represented  upon  it  are  scarcely  admissible, 
according  to  the  principles  of  design.  The  gen- 
erous temperament  of  Burns  led  him  into  these 
exuberances.  In  his  second  edition  he  enlarged 
the  number  of  figures  originally  introduced,  that 
lie  might  include  objects  to  which  he  was  attached 
by  sentiments  of  affection,  gratitude  or  patriotism. 
The  second  Duan,  or  canto  of  this  poem,  in  which 
Coila  describes  her  own  nature  and  occupations, 
particularly  her  superintendence  of  his  infant 
genius,  and  in  which  she  reconciles  him  to  the 
character  of  a  bard,  is  an  elevated  and  solemn 
strain  of  poetry,  ranking  in  all  respects,  excepting 
the  harmony  of  numbers,  with  the  higher  produc- 
tions of  the  English  muse.  The  concluding  stanza, 


2  See  the  first  Idyllium  of  Theocritus — CURRIK. 
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compared  with  that  already  quoted,  will  show  to 
what  si  height  Burns  rises  in  this  poem,  from  the 
point  ct  which  he  set  out : — 

"And  wear  thmi  this — she  solemn  said. 
And  bound  the  Holly  round  my  head  ; 
The  polish'd  leaves,  and  berries  red. 

Did  rustling  play; 
And,  like  a  passing  thought,  she  fled 

In  light  away.' 

In  various  poems,  Burns  has  exhibited  the 
picture  of  a  mind  under  the  deep  impressions  of 
real  sorrow.  '  The  Lament,'  the  '  Ode  to  Ruin,' 
'  Despondency,'  and  '  Winter,  a  Dirge,'  are  of  this 
character.  In  the  first  of  these  poems,  the  8th 
stanza,  which  describes  a  sleepless  night  from 
.inguish  of  mind,  is  particularly  striking.  Burns 
often  indulged  in  those  melancholy  views  of  the 
nature  and  condition  of  man,  which  are  so  con- 
genial to  the  temperament  of  sensibility.  The 
poem  entitled  '  Man  was  made  to  Mourn,'  affords 
«in  instance  of  this  kind,  and  '  The  Winter  Night ' 
is  of  the  same  description.  The  last  is  highly 
characteristic,  both  of  the  temper  of  mind,  and  of 
the  condition  of  Burns.  It  begins  with  a  descrip- 
tion of  a  dreadful  storm  on  a  night  in  winter.  The 
poet  represents  himself  as  lying  in  bed,  and  listen- 
ing to  its  howling.  In  this  situation  he  naturally 
turns  his  thoughts  to  the  "owrie  Cattle"1  and 
the  "silly  Sheep,"2  exposed  to  all  the  violence  of 
the  tempest.  Having  lamented  their  fate,  he 
proceeds  hi  the  following  manner : — 

"  Ilk  happing  bird— wee,  helpless  thing ! 
That,  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring, 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing. 

What  comes  o'  thee? 

Whare  wilt  thou  cow'r  thy  cluttering  wing, 
An'  close  thy  e'e?" 

Other  reflections  of  the  same  nature  occur  to 
his  mind;  and  as  the  midnight  moon  "muffled 
with  clouds  "  casts  her  dreary  light  on  his  window, 
thoughts  of  a  darker  and  more  melancholy  nature 
crowd  upon  him.  In  this  state  of  mind,  he  hears 
a  voice  pouring  through  the  gloom  a  solemn  and 
plaintive  strain  of  reflection.  The  mourner  com- 
pares the  fury  of  the  elements  with  that  of  man 
to  his  brother  man,  and  finds  the  former  light  hi 
the  balance. 

"  See  stern  oppression's  iron  grip, 
Or  mad  ambition's  gory  hand, 
Sending,  like  blood-hounds  from  the  slip, 
Woe,  want,  and  murder,  o'rr  a  land !" 

He  pursues  this  train  of  reflection  through  a 
variety  of  particulars,  in  the  course  of  which  he 
introduces  the  following  animated  apostrophe : — 

1  Otorie — out-lying.     Owrie  cattle,  cattle  that  are  unhoused 
all  winter.    Owrie — drooping,  shivering. — CURBIB. 

2  Silly  is  in  this,  as  in  other  places,  a  term  of  compassion 
and  endearment. — CUBRIB 


"  Oh  ye  !  who,  sunk  in  beds  of  down, 

Fed  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create, 
Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  fate. 
Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown  ! 

Ill-satisfy'd  keen  Nature's  c lam'rons  call. 
Stretch  d  on  his  straw  he  lays  himself  to  sleep, 

While  thro  the  ragged  roof  and  chinky  wall. 
Chill  o'er  his  slumbers  piles  the  drifty  heap  !  - 

The  strain  of  sentiment  which  runs  tlirough  tho 
poem  is  noble,  though  the  execution  is  unequal, 
and  the  versification  is  defective. 

Among  the  serious  poems  of  Burns,  '  The 
Cotter's  Saturday  Night '  is  perhaps  entitled  to 
the  first  rank.  '  The  Farmer's  Ingle '  of  Fergus- 
son  evidently  suggested  the  plan  of  this  poem,  as 
has  been  already  mentioned ;  but  after  the  plan 
was  formed,  Burns  trusted  entirely  to  his  own 
powers  for  the  execution.  Fergusson's  poem  is 
certainly  very  beautiful.  It  has  all  the  charms 
which  depend  on  rural  characters  and  manners 
happily  portrayed,  and  exhibited  under  circum- 
stances highly  grateful  to  the  imagination.  '  The 
Farmer's  Ingle  '  begins  with  describing  the  return 
of  evening.  The  toils  of  the  day  are  over,  and 
the  farmer  retires  to  his  comfortable  fire-side. 
The  reception  which  he  and  his  men -servants 
receive  from  the  careful  housewife,  is  pleasingly 
described.  After  their  supper  is  over,  they  begin 
to  talk  on  the  rural  events  of  the  day. 

"Bout  kirk  and  market  eke  their  tales  gae  on. 
How  Jock  wooed  Jenny  here  to  be  his  bride ; 

And  there  how  Marion  for  a  bastard  son, 
Upo'  the  cutty-stool  was  forced  to  ride, 

The  waefu'  scauld  O'  our  Mess  John  to  bide." 

The  "Gudeame"  is  next  introduced  as  forming 
a  circle  round  the  fire,  in  the  midst  of  her  grand- 
children, and  while  she  spins  from  the  rock,  and 
the  spindle  plays  on  her  "russet  lap,"  she  is 
relating  to  the  young  ones  tales  of  witches  and 
ghosts.  The  poet  exclaims: — 

"  O  mock  na  this,  my  friends  !  but  rather  mourn, 

Ye  in  life's  braivest  spring  wi  reason  clear, 
Wi'  eild  our  idle  fancies  a'  return. 

And  dim  our  dolefu'  days  wi1  bairnly  fear ; 
The  mind  s  aye  cradled  when  the  grave  is  near." 

In  the  mean  time  the  farmer,  wearied  with  the 
fatiffues  of  the  day,  stretches  himself  at  length  on 
the  settle,  a  sort  of  rustic  conch,  which  extends 
on  one  side  of  the  fire,  and  the  cat  and  house-dog 
leap  upon  it  to  receive  his  caresses.  Here  resting 
at  his  ease,  he  gives  his  directions  to  his  men- 
servants  for  the  succeeding  day.  The  house-wife 
follows  his  example,  and  gives  her  orders  to  the 
maidens.  By  degrees  the  oil  in  the  cruise  begins 
to  fail ;  the  fire  runs  low ;  sleep  steals  on  this 
rustic  group ;  and  they  move  off  to  enjoy  their 
peaceful  slumbers.  The  poet  concludes  by  bestow- 
ing his  blessings  on  the  "  husbandman  and  all  his 
tribe." 
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This  is  an  original  and  truly  interesting  pastoral 
It  possesses  every  thing  required  in  this  species 
of  composition.  We  might  have  perhaps  saic 
every  thing  that  it  admits,  had  not  Burns  written 
his  '  Cotter's  Saturday  Night.' 

The  cottager,  returning  from  his  labours,  has  no 
servants  to  accompany  him,  to  partake  of  his  fare, 
or  to  receive  his  instructions.     The  circle  •which 
he  joins  is  composed  of  his  wife  and  children  only; 
and  if  it  admits  of  less  variety,  it  affords  an  oppor- 
tunity for  representing  scenes  that  more  strongly 
interest  the  affections.      The  younger   children 
running  to  meet  him,  and  clambering  round  his 
knee ;    the  elder,  returning  from  their  weekly 
labours  with  the  neighbouring  farmers,  dutifully 
depositing  their  little  gains  with  their   parents, 
and  receiving  their  father's  blessing  and  instruc- 
tions; the  incidents  of  the  courtship  of  Jenny, 
their  eldest  daughter,  "woman  grown;"  are  cir- 
cumstances of  the  most  interesting  kind,  which 
are   most  happily   delineated ;    and   after   their 
frugal  supper,  the  representation  of  these  humble 
cottagers   forming   a  wider   circle   round    their 
hearth,  and  uniting  in  the  worship  of   God,  is   a 
picture  the  most  deeply  affecting  of  any  which 
the  rural  muse  has  ever  presented  to  the  view. 
Burns  was  admirably  adapted  to  this  delineation. 
Like  all  men  of  genius,  he  was  of  the  temperament 
of  devotion ;  and  the  powers  of  memory  co-ope- 
rated, in  this  instance,  with  the  sensibility  of  his 
heart  and  the  fervour  of  his  imagination. '     The 
Cotter's  Saturday  Night  is  tender  and  moral,  it 
is  solemn  and  devotional,  and  rises  at  length  into 
a  strain  of  grandeur  and  sublimity,  which  modern 
poetry  has  not  surpassed.     The  noble  sentiments 
of  patriotism  with  which  it  concludes  correspond 
with  the  rest  of  the  poem.     In  no  age  or  country 
have  the  pastoral  muses  breathed  such  elevated 
accents,  if  the   Messiah  of  Pope   be   excepted, 
which  is  indeed  a  pastoral  in  form  only.     It  is  to 
be  regretted  that  Burns  did  not  employ  his  genius 
on  other  subjects  of  the  same  nature,  which  the 
manners  and  customs  of  the  Scottish  peasantry 
Avould  have  amply  supplied.     Such  poetry  is  not 
to  be  estimated  by  the  degree  of  pleasure  which 
it  bestows  ;  it  sinks  deeply  into  the  heart,  and  is 
calculated,  far  beyond  any  other  human  means, 
for  giving  permanence  to  the  scenes  and  charac- 
ters it  so  exquisitely  describes. 

Before  we  conclude,  it  will  be  proper  to  offer 
a  few  observations  on  the  lyric  productions  of 
Burns.  His  compositions  of  this  kind  are  chiefly 
songs,  generally  in  the  Scottish  dialect,  and 
always  after  the  model  of  the  Scottish  songs,  on 
the  general  character  and  moral  influence  of 


1  Tho    reader  will  recollect  that  the  Cotter  was    Burns' 
father — CUBKIE. 


which,  some  observations  have  already  been 
offered.  We  may  hazard  a  few  more  particular 
remarks. 

Of  the  historic  or  heroic  ballads  of  Scotland, 
it  is  unnecessary  to  speak.     Burns  has  nowhere 
imitated  them,  a  circumstance  to  be   regretted, 
since   in   this   species   of    composition,   from   its 
admitting  the  more  terrible  as  well  as  the  softer 
graces  of  poetry,  he  was  eminently  qualified  to 
have  excelled.     The  Scottish  songs  which  served 
as  a  model  to  Burns  are  almost  without  exception 
pastoral,  or  rather  rural.     Such  of  them  as  are 
comic  frequently  treat  of  a  rustic  courtship  or  a 
country  wedding ;  or  they  describe   the    differ- 
ences  of   opinion   which   arise   in   married   life. 
Burns  has  imitated  this  species,  and  surpassed  his 
models.    The  song,  beginning, '  Husband,  husband, 
cease  your  strife,'  may  be  cited  in  support  of  this 
observation.2    His  other  comic  songs  are  of  equal 
merit.     In  the  rural  songs  of  Scotland,  whether 
humorous  or  tender,  the  sentiments  are  given  to 
particular   characters,   and   very   generally,   the 
incidents  are  referred  to  particular  scenery.     This 
last  circumstance  may  be  considered  as  the  dis- 
tinguishing feature  of  the  Scottish  songs,  and  on 
it  a  considerable  part  of  their  attraction  depends. 
On   all   occasions   the   sentiments,   of   whatever 
nature,  are   delivered  in  the   character   of  the 
person  principally  interested.  If  love  be  described, 
it  is  not  as  it  is  observed,  but  as  it  is  felt :  and 
the  passion  is  delineated  under  a  particular  aspect. 
Neither  is  it  the  fiercer  impulses  of  desire  that  are 
expressed,  as  in  the  celebrated  ode  of  Sappho, 
the  model  of  so  many  modern  songs,  but  those 
gentler   emotions   of    tenderness    and   affection, 
which  do  not  entirely  absorb  the  lover,  but  per- 
mit him  to  associate  his  emotions  with  the  charms  of 
external  nature,  and  breathe  the  accents  of  purity 
and  innocence,  as  well  as  of  love.     In  these  res- 
pects, the  love-songs  of  Scotland  are  honourably 
distinguished  from    the  most   admired   classical 
compositions  of  the  same  kind :  and  by  such  asso- 
ciations, a  variety,  as  well  as  liveliness,  is  given 
to  the  representation  of  this  passion,  which  are 
not  to  be  found  in  the  poetry  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
or  perhaps  of  any  other  nation.     Many  of  the 
love-songs  of  Scotland  describe  scenes  of  rural 
courtship;   many  may  be  considered  as   invoca- 
tions from  lovers  to  their  mistresses.     On  such 
occasions,  a  degree  of  interest  and  reality  is  given 
to  the  sentiments,  by  the  spot  destined  to  these 


2  The  dialogues  between  husbands  and  their  wives,  which 
V>rm  the  subjects  of  the  Scottish  songs,  are  almost  all  ludicrous 
and  satirical,  and  in  these  contests  the  lady  is  generally  victori- 
ous. From  the  collections  of  Mr  Pinkerton  we  find  that  the 
comic  muse  of  Scotland  delighted  in  such  representations  from 
ery  early  times,  in  her  rude  dramatic  efforts,  as  well  as  hi  her 
rustic  songs. — CURRIE. 
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happy  interviews  being  particularized.  The 
lovers  perhaps  meet  at  the  '  Bush  aboon  Tra- 
quair,'  or  on  the  '  Banks  of  Ettrick ; '  the  nymphs 
are  invoked  to  wander  among  the  wilds  of  '  Ros- 
lin,'  or  '  the  woods  of  Invermay.'  Nor  is  the  spot 
merely  pointed  out;  the  scenery  is  often  described 
as  well  as  the  characters,  so  as  to  present  a  com- 
plete picture  to  the  fancy.1  Thus  the  maxim  of 
Horace  ut  pictura  poesis,  is  faithfully  observed 
by  these  rustic  bards,  who  are  guided  by  the 
same  impluse  of  nature  and  sensibility  which 
influenced  the  father  of  epic  poetry,  on  whose 
example  the  precept  of  the  Roman  poet  was  per- 
haps founded.  By  this  means  the  imagination  is 
employed  to  interest  the  feelings.  When  we  do 
not  conceive  distinctly,  we  do  not  sympathize 
deeply  in  any  human  affection ;  and  we  conceive 
nothing  in  the  abstract.  Abstraction,  so  useful  in 
morals,  and  so  essential  in  science,  must  be  aban- 
doned when  the  heart  is  to  be  subdued  by  the 
powers  of  poetry  or  of  eloquence.  The  bards  of 

1  One  or  two  examples  may  illustrate  this  observation.  A 
Scottish  song,  written  about  a  hundred  years  ago,  begins  thus: 

"  On  Ettrick  banks,  on  a  summer's  night 

At  gloaming,  when  the  sheep  drove  hame, 
I  met  my  lassie,  braw  and  tight, 

Come  wading  barefoot  a'  her  lane : 
My  heart  grew  light,  I  ran,  I  flang 

My  arms  about  her  lily  neck, 
And  kiss'd  and  clasped  her  there  fu'  lang 

My  words  they  were  nae  mony,  feck."  * 

The  lover,  who  is  a  Highlander,  goes  on  to  relate  the  lan- 
guage he  employed  with  his  Lowland  maid  to  win  her  heart, 
and  to  persuade  her  to  fly  with  him  to  the  Highland  hills,  there 
to  share  his  fortune.  The  sentiments  are  in  themselves  beau- 
tiful. But  we  feel  them  with  double  force,  while  we  conceive 
that  they  were  addressed  by  a  lover  to  his  mistress,  whom  he 
met  all  alone,  on  a  summer's  evening,  by  the  banks  of  a  beauti- 
ful stream,  which  some  of  us  have  actually  seen,  and  which  all 
of  us  can  paint  to  our  imagination.  Let  us  take  another 
example.  It  is  now  a  nymph  that  speaks.  Hear  how  she 
expresses  herself — 

"How  blythe  each  morn  was  I  to  see 

My  swain  come  o'er  the  hill ! 
He  skipt  the  bum,  and  flew  to  me, 
I  met  him  with  guid  will." 

Here  is  another  picture  drawn  by  the  pencil  of  Nature.  We 
see  a  shepherdess  standing  by  the  side  of  a  brook,  watching  her 
lover  as  he  descends  the  opposite  hill.  He  bounds  lightly 
along ;  he  approaches  nearer  and  nearer ;  he  leaps  the  brook, 
and  flies  into  her  arms.  In  the  recollection  of  these  circum- 
stances, the  surrounding  scenery  becomes  endeared  to  the  fair 
mourner,  and  the  bursts  into  the  following  exclamation : 

"  O  the  broom,  the  bonnie,  bonnie  broom. 

The  broom  of  the  Cowden-Knowes  1 
I  wish  I  were  with  my  dear  swain, 
With  his  pipe  and  my  ewes." 

Thin  the  individual  spot  of  this  happy  interview  is  pointed 
out,  and  the  picture  is  completed. — CUKKIB. 

»  Mony  Feck.  Not  very  many.  We  retain  this  phrase  here  as 
Currie  printed  it,  with  a  comma  between  mony  and  feck,  as  if 
feck  were  an  exclamation  or  oath.  This  misapprehension  of 
its  meaning  gave  rise  to  a  discussion  between  Gilbert  Burns 
and  Currie.  See  the  opening  of  the  Letter  from  Gilbert  to  the 
doctor,  in  Appendix,  No.  I. 


a  ruder  condition  of  society  paint  individual 
objects;  and  hence,  among  other  causes,  the  easy 
access  they  obtain  to  the  heart.  Generalization 
is  the  vice  of  poets  whose  learning  overpowers 
their  genius ;  of  poets  of  a  refined  and  scientific 
age. 

The  dramatic  style  which  prevails  so  much  in 
the  Scottish  songs,  while  it  contributes  greatly  to 
the  interest  they  excite,  also  shows  that  they  have 
originated  among  a  people  in  the  earlier  stages 
of  society.  Where  this  form  of  composition 
appears  in  songs  of  a  modern  date,  it  indicates 
that  they  have  been  written  after  the  ancient 
model. 2 

The  Scottish  songs  are  of  very  unequal  poetical 
merit,  and  this  inequality  often  extends  to  the 
different  parts  of  the  same  song.  Those  that  are 
humorous,  or  characteristic  of  manners,  have  in 
general  the  merit  of  copying  nature ;  those  that 
Jire  serious,  are  tender,  and  often  sweetly  inter- 
esting, but  seldom  exhibit  high  powers  of  imagina- 
tion, which  indeed  do  not  easily  find  a  place  in  this 
species  of  composition.  The  alliance  of  the  words 
of  the  Scottish  songs  with  the  music  has,  in  some 
instances,  given  to  the  former  a  popularity  which 
otherwise  they  would  not  have  obtained. 

The  association  of  the  words  and  the  music  of 
these  songs  with  the  more  beautiful  parts  of  the 
scenery  of  Scotland  contributes  to  the  same 
effect.  It  has  given  them  not  merely  popularity, 
but  permanence ;  it  has  imparted  to  the  works  of 
man  some  portion  of  the  durability  of  the  works 
of  nature.  If,  from  our  imperfect  experience  of 


2  That  the  draimtic  form  of  writing  characterizes  the  pro- 
ductions  of  an  early,  or,  what  amounts  to  the  same  thing,  of  a 
rude  stage  of  society,  may  be  illustrated  by  a  reference  to  the 
most  ancient  compositions  that  we  know  of,  the  Hebrew  scrip- 
tures and  the  writings  of  Homer.  The  form  of  dialogue  isadopted 
in  the  old  Scottish  ballads  even  in  narration,  whenever  the 
situations  described  become  interesting.  This  sometimes  pro- 
duces a  very  striking  effect,  of  which  an  instance  may  be  given 
from  the  ballad  of '  Edom  o'  Gordon,  a  composition  apparently 
of  the  sixteenth  century.  The  story  of  the  ballad  is  shortly  this. 

The  castle  of  Rhodes,  in  the  absence  of  its  lord,  is  attacked 

by  the  robber  Edom  o'  Gordon.  The  lady  stands  on  her 
defence,  beats  off  the  assailants,  and  wonnds  Gordon,  who,  in 
his  rage,  orders  the  castle  to  be  set  on  fire.  That  his  orders 
are  carried  into  eft'ect,  we  learn  fn-m  the  expostulation  of  the 
lady,  who  is  represented  as  standing  on  the  battlements,  and 
remonstrating  on  this  barbarity.  She  is  interrupted— 

«  O  then  bespake  her  little  son, 

Sate  on  his  nourice  knee ; 
Says,  •  Mither  dear,  gi'e  owre  this  house. 

For  the  reek  it  smithers  me.1 
•  I  wad  gie  a  my  gowd,  my  c'.iilde, 

Sae  wad  I  a'  my  fee, 
For  ae  blast  o'  the  westlin  wind, 

To  blaw  the  reek  frae  thee.'  " 

The  circumstantiality  of  the  Scottish  love-songs,  and  the 
dramatic  form  which  prevails  so  generally  in  them,  probably 
arise  from  their  being  the  descendants  and  successors  of  the 
ancient  ballads.  In  the  beautiful  modern  song  of  '  Mary  of 
Castle-Cary,'  the  dramatic  form  has  a  very  happy  effect.  '1  he 
same  may  be  said  of  '  Donald  and  Flora,'  and  '  Come  under  my 
plaidie,'  by  the  same  anthor,  Mr  M'Nicl.— CURRIR. 
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the  past,  wo  may  judge  with  any  confidence 
respecting  the  future,  songs  of  this  description 
are  of  all  others  least  likely  to  die.  In  the 
changes  of  language  they  may  no  doubt  suffer 
change;  but  the  associated  strain  of  sentiment 
and  of  music  will  perhaps  survive,  while  the  clear 
stream  sweeps  down  the  vale  of  Yarrow,  or  the 
yellow  broom  waves  on  Cowden-Knowes. 

The  first  attempts  of  Burns  in  song-writing 
were  not  very  successful.  His  habitual  inatten- 
tion to  the  exactness  of  rhymes,  and  to  the  har- 
mony of  numbers,  arising  probably  from  the 
models  on  which  his  versification  was  formed, 
were  faults  likely  to  appear  to  more  disadvantage 
in  this  species  of  composition  than  in  any  other; 
and  we  may  also  remark,  that  the  strength  of  his 
imagination,  and  the  exuberance  of  his  sensibility, 
were  with  difficulty  restrained  within  the  limits 
of  gentleness,  delicacy,  and  tenderness,  which 
seemed  to  be  assigned  to  the  love-songs  of  his 
nation.  Burns  was  better  adapted  by  nature  for 
following,  in  such  compositions,  the  model  of  the 
Grecian  than  that  of  the  Scottish  muse.  By 
study  and  practice  he,  however,  surmounted  all 
these  obstacles.  In  his  earlier  songs,  there  is 
some  ruggedness ;  but  this  gradually  disappears 
in  his  successive  efforts;  and  some  of  his  later 
compositions  of  this  kind  may  be  compared,  in 
polished  delicacy,  with  the  finest  songs  in  our 
language,  while  in  the  eloquence  of  sensibility 
they  surpass  them  all. 

The  songs  of  Burns,  like  the  models  he  fol- 
lowed and  excelled,  are  often  dramatic,  and  for 
the  greater  part  amatory;  and  the  beauties  of 
rural  nature  are  every  where  associated  with  the 
passions  and  emotions  of  the  mind.  Disdaining 
to  copy  the  works  of  others,  he  has  not,  like 
some  poets  of  great  name,  admitted  into  his 
descriptions  exotic  imagery.  The  landscapes  he 
has  painted,  and  the  objects  with  which  they  are 
embellished,  are,  in  every  single  instance,  such  as 
are  to  be  found  in  his  own  country.  In  a  moun- 
tainous region,  especially  when  it  is  comparatively 
rude  and  naked,  the  most  beautiful  scenery  will 
always  be  found  in  the  valleys,  and  on  the  banks 
of  the  wooded  streams.  Such  scenery  is  pecu- 
liarly interesting  at  the  close  of  a  summer-day. 
As  we  advance  northwards,  the  number  of  the 
days  of  summer,  indeed,  diminishes;  but  from 
this  cause,  as  well  as  from  the  mildness  of  the 
temperature,  the  attraction  of  the  season  increases, 
and  the  summer-night  becomes  still  more  beauti- 
ful. The  greater  obliquity  of  the  sun's  path  on 
the  ecliptic  prolongs  the  grateful  season  of  twi- 
light to  the  mid-night  hours:  and  the  shades  of 


the  evening  seem  to  mingle  with  the  morning's 
dawn.     The  rural  poets  of  Scotland,  as  may  be 
,-,    expected,  associate  in  their  songs  the  expressions 

cexvi 


of  passion,  with  the  most  beautiful  of  their  scenery, 
in  the  fairest  season  of  the  year,  and  generally  in 
those  hours  of  the  evening  when  the  beauties  of 
nature  are  most  interesting. l 

To  all  these  adventitious  circumstances,  on 
which  so  much  of  the  effect  of  poetry  depends, 
great  attention  is  paid  by  Burns.  There  is  scarcely 
a  single  song  of  his,  in  which  particular  scenery 
is  not  described,  or  allusions  made  to  natural 
objects,  remarkable  for  beauty  or  interest :  and 
though  his  descriptions  are  not  so  full  as  are  some- 
times met  with  in  the  older  Scottish  songs,  they 
are  in  the  highest  degree  appropriate  and  inte- 
resting Instances  in  proof  of  this  might  be 
quoted  from  '  The  Lea  Rig,'  *  Highland  Mary,' 
'The  Soldier's  Return,'  'Logan  Water;'  from 
that  beautiful  pastoral  '  Bonnie  Jean,'  and  a 
great  number  of  others.  Occasionally  the  force 
of  his  genius  carries  him  beyond  the  usual  bound- 
aries of  Scottish  song,  and  the  natural  objects 
introduced  have  more  of  the  character  of  sub- 
limity. An  instance  of  this  kind  is  noticed  by  Mr 
Syme,  and  many  others  might  be  adduced: 

'  Had  I  a  cave  on  some  wild,  distant  shore, 
Where  the  winds  howl  to  the  waves'  dashing  roar : 
There  would  I  weep  my  woes, 
There  seek  my  lost  repose, 
Till  grief  my  eyes  should  close 
Ne'er  to  wake  more.' 

In  one  song,  the  scene  of  which  is  laid  in  a  win- 
ter-night, the  "  wan  moon"  is  described  as  "  setting 
behind  the  white  waves;"  in  another,  the  "  storms" 
are  apostrophized,  and  commanded  to  "  rest  in  the 
cave  of  their  slumbers:"  on  several  occasions,  the 
genius  of  Burns  loses  sight  entirely  of  his  arche- 
types, and  rises  into  a  strain  of  uniform  sublimity. 
Instances  of  this  kind  appear  in '  Liberty,  a  Vision ;' 
and  in  lu's  two  war-songs,  '  Bruce's  Address,'  and 


1  A  lady,  of  whose  genius  the  editor  entertains  high  admira- 
tion (Mrs  Barbauld,)  has  fallen  into  an  error  in  this  respect. 
In  her  prefatory  address  to  the  works  of  Collins,  speaking  oi 
the  natural  objects  that  may  be  employed  to  give  interest  to 
the  descriptions  of  passion,  she  observes,  '  they  present  an  inex- 
haustible variety,  from  the  Song  of  Solomon,  breathing  of 
cassia,  myrrh,  and  cinnamon  to  the  Gentle  Shepherd  of  Ram- 
say, whose  damsels  carry  their  milking-pails  through  the  frosts 
and  snows  of  their  less  genial,  but  not  less  pastoral  country.' 
The  damsels  of  Ramsay  do  not  walk  in  the  midst  of  frost  and 
snow. — Almost  all  the  scenes  of  the  Gentle  Shepherd  are  laid 
in  the  open  air,  amidst  beautiful  natural  objects,  and  at  the 
most  genial  season  of  the  year.  Ramsay  introduces  all  his  act* 
with  a  prefatory  description  to  assure  us  of  this.  The  fault  of 
the  climate  of  Britain  is  not,  that  it  does  not  afford  us  the 
beauties  of  summer,  but  that  the  season  of  such  beauties  is 
comparatively  short,  and  even  uncertain.  There  are  days  and 
nights,  even  in  the  northern  division  of  the  island,  which  equal, 
or  perhaps,  surpass,  what  are  to  be  found  in  the  latitude  of 
Sicily,  or  of  Greece.  Buchanan,  when  he  wrote  his  exquisite 
Ode  to  May,  felt  the  charm  as  well  as  the  transientness  of  these 
happy  days : 


Salve  fugacis  gloria  seculi, 

Salve  secunda  digna  dies  nota, 

Salve  vetustae  vitne  iinapo, 

Et  specimen  venientia  Ji'.vi — CURKIB. 
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the  '  Song  of  Death.'  These  last  are  a  descrip- 
tion of  which  we  have  no  other  in  our  language 
The  martial  songs  of  our  nation  are  not  military, 
but  naval.  If  we  were  to  seek  a  comparison  of 
these  songs  of  Burns  with  others  of  a  similar 
nature,  we  must  have  recourse  to  the  poetry  of 
ancient  Greece,  or  modern  Gaul. 

Burns  has  made  an  important  addition  to  the 
songs  of  Scotland.  In  his  compositions,  the  poetry 
equals  and  sometimes  surpasses  the  music.  He 
has  enlarged  the  poetical  scenery  of  his  country. 
Many  of  her  rivers  and  mountains,  formerly 
unknown  to  the  muse,  are  now  consecrated  by 
his  immortal  verse.  The  Doon,  the  Lugar,  the 
Ayr,  the  Nith,  and  the  Cluden,  will  in  future, 
like  the  Yarrow,  the  Tweed,  and  the  Tay,  be 
considered  as  classic  streams,  and  their  borders 
will  be  trodden  with  new  and  superior  emotions. 
The  greater  part  of  the  songs  of  Burns  were 
written  after  he  removed  into  the  county  of  Dum- 
fries. Influenced,  "perhaps,  by  habits  formed  in 
early  life,  he  usually  composed  while  walking  in 
the  open  air.  When  engaged  in  writing  these 
songs,  his  favourite  walks  were  on  the  banks  of 
the  Nith,  or  of  the  Cluden,  particularly  near  the 
ruins  of  Lincluden  Abbey;  and  this  beautiful 
scenery  he  has  very  happily  described  under 
various  aspects,  as  it  appears  during  the  softness 
and  serenity  of  evening,  and  during  the  stillness 
and  solemnity  of  the  moonlight  night. 

There  is  no  species  of  poetry,  the  productions 
of  the  drama  not  excepted,  so  much  calculated 
to  influence  the  morals,  as  well  as  the  happiness 
of  a  people,  as  those  popular  verses  which  are 
associated  with  national  airs;  and  which  being 
learned  in  the  years  of  infancy,  make  a  deep 
impression  on  the  heart  before  the  evolution  of 
the  powers  of  the  understanding.  The  compo- 
sitions of  Burns  of  this  kind,  now  presented  in  a 
collected  form  to  the  world,  make  a  most  impor- 
tant addition  to  the  popular  songs  of  his  nation. 
Like  all  his  other  writings,  they  exhibit  inde- 
pendence of  sentiment;  they  are  peculiarly  cal- 
culated to  increase  those  ties  which  bind  generous 
hearts  to  their  native  soil,  and  to  the  domestic 
circle  of  their  infancy ;  and  to  cherish  those  sen- 
sibilities which,  under  due  restriction,  form  the 
purest  happiness  of  our  nature.  If  in  his  un- 
guarded moments  he  composed  some  songs  on 
which  this  praise  cannot  be  bestowed,  let  us 
hope  that  they  will  speedily  be  forgotten.  In 
several  instances,  where  Scottish  airs  were  allied 
to  words  objectionable  in  point  of  delicacy,  Burns 
has  substituted  others  of  a  purer  character.  On 
such  occasions,  without  changing  the  subject,  he 
has  changed  the  sentiments.  A  proof  of  this 
may  be  seen  in  the  air  of  '  John  Anderson  my 


Joe,'  which  is  now  united  to  words  that  breatLo 
a  stra'n  of  conjugal  tenderness,  that  is  as  highly 
moral  as  it  is  exquisitely  affecting. 

Few  circumstances  could  afford  a  more  striking 
proof  of  the  strength  of  Burns's  genius,  than  the 
general  circulation  of  his  poems  in  England,  not- 
withstanding the  dialect  in  which  the  greater 
part  are  written,  and  which  might  be  supposed  to 
render  them  here  uncouth  or  obscure.  In  some 
instances  he  has  used  this  dialect  on  subjects  of  a 
sublime  nature ;  but  in  general  he  confines  it  to 
sentiments  or  description  of  a  tender  or  humo- 
rous kind;  and  where  he  rises  into  elevation  of 
thought,  he  assumes  a  purer  English  style.  The 
singular  faculty  he  possessed  of  mingling  in  the 
same  poem  humorous  sentiments  and  descriptions 
with  imagery  of  a  sublime  and  terrific  nature, 
enabled  him  to  use  this  variety  of  dialect  on  some 
occasions  with  striking  effect.  His  poem  of  '  Tain 
o'  Shanter'  affords  an  instance  of  this.  There  he 
passes  from  a  scene  of  the  lowest  humour  to 
situations  of  the  most  awful  and  terrible  kind. 
He  is  a  musician  that  runs  from  the  lowest  to  the 
highest  of  his  keys;  and  the  use  of  the  Scot- 
tish dialect  enables  him  to  add  two  additional 
notes  to  the  bottom  of  his  scale. 

Great  efforts  have  been  made  by  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Scotland,  of  the  superior  ranks,  to  approx- 
imate in  their  speech  to  the  pure  English  stan- 
dard; and  this  has  made  it  difficult  to  write  in  the 
Scottish  dialect,  without  exciting  in  them  some 
feelings  of  disgust,  which  in  England  are  scarcely 
felt.  An  Englishman  who  understands  the  mean- 
ing of  Scottish  words  is  not  offended,  nay,  on 
certain  subjects,  he  is,  perhaps,  pleased  with  the 
rustic  dialect,  as  he  may  be  with  the  Doric  Greek 
of  Theocritus. 

But  a  Scotchman,  inhabiting  his  own  country,  if 
a  man  of  education,  and  more  especially,  if  a  lite- 
rary character,  has  banished  such  words  from  his 
writings,  and  has  attempted  to  banish  them  from 
his  speech:  and  being  accustomed  to  hear  them 
from  the  vulgar,  daily,  does  uot  easily  admit  of 
their  use  in  poetry,  which  requires  a  style  ele- 
vated and  ornamented.  A  dislike  of  this  kind  is, 
however,  accidental,  not  natural.  It  is  of  the 
species  of  disgust  which  we  feel  at  seeing  a  female 
of  high  birth  in  the  dress  of  a  rustic;  which,  if 
she  be  really  young  and  beautiful,  a  little  habit 
will  enable  us  to  overcome.  A  lady  who  assumes 
such  a  dress  puts  her  beauty,  indeed,  to  a  severer 
trial.  She  rejects — she,  indeed,  opposes  the  influ- 
ence of  fashion;  she  possibly  abandons  the  grace 
of  elegant  and  flowing  drapery;  but  her  native 
charms  remain  the  more  striking,  perhaps,  because 
the  less  adorned ;  and  to  these  she  trusts  for  fixing 
her  empire  on  those  affections  over  which  fashion 
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has  no  sway.  If  she  succeeds,  a  new  association 
arises.  The  dress  of  the  beautiful  rustic  becomes 
itself  beautiful,  and  establishes  a  new  fashion  for 
the  young  and  the  gay.  And  when,  in  after  ages, 
the  contemplative  observer  shall  view  her  picture 
in  the  gallery  that  contains  the  portraits  of  the 
beauties  of  successive  centuries,  each  in  the  dress 
of  her  respective  day,  her  drapery  will  not 
deviate,  more  than  that  of  her  rivals,  from  the 
standard  of  his  taste,  and  he  will  give  the  palm 
to  her  who  excels  in  the  lineaments  of  nature. 

Burns  wrote  professedly  for  the  peasantry  of 
Hs  country,  and  by  them  their  native  dialect  is 
universally  relished.  To  a  numerous  class  of  the 
natives  of  Scotland  of  another  description,  it  may 
also  be  considered  as  attractive  in  a  different 
point  of  view.  Estranged  from  their  native  soil, 
and  spread  over  foreign  lands,  the  idiom  of  their 
country  unites  with  the  sentiments  and  the  de- 
scriptions on  which  it  is  employed,  to  recal  to 
their  minds  the  interesting  scenes  of  infancy  and 
youth — to  awaken  many  pleasing,  many  tender 
recollections.  Literary  men,  residing  at  Edin- 
burgh or  Aberdeen,  cannot  judge,  on  this  point, 
for  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  of  their 
expatriated  countrymen. l 

To  the  use  of  Scottish  dialect  in  one  species  of 
poetry,  the  composition  of  songs,  the  taste  of  the 
public  has  been  for  some  tune  reconciled.  The 
dialect  in  question  excels,  as  has  already  been 
observed,  in  the  copiousness  and  exactness  of  its 
terms  for  natural  objects;  and  in  pastoral  or  rural 
songs,  it  gives  a  Doric  simplicity,  which  is  very 
generally  approved.  Neither  does  the  regret 
seem  well  founded,  which  some  persons  of  taste 
have  expressed,  that  Burns  used  this  dialect  in  so 
many  other  of  his  compositions.  His  declared 
purpose  was  to  paint  the  manners  of  rustic  life 
among  his  "  humble  compeers,"  and  it  is  not  easy 
to  conceive,  that  this  could  have  been  done  with 
equal  humour  and  effect,  if  he  had  not  adopted 
their  idiom.  There  are  some,  indeed,  who  will 
think  the  subject  too  low  for  poetry.  Persons  of 
this  sickly  taste  will  find  their  delicacies  consulted 
in  many  a  polite  and  learned  author :  let  them  not 
seek  for  gratification  in  the  rough  and  vigorous 
lines,  in  the  unbridled  humour,  or  in  the  over- 
powering sensibility  of  this  bard  of  nature. 


1  These  observations  are  excited  by  some  remarks  of  respect- 
able correspondents  of  the  description  alluded  to.  This  calcu- 
lation of  the  number  of  Scotchmen  living  out  of  Scotland  is  not 
altogether  arbitrary,  and  it  is  probably  below  the  truth.  It  is, 
in  some  degree,  founded  on  the  proportion  between  the  num- 
ber of  the  gexea  iu  Scotland,  as  it  appears  from  the  invaluable 


To  determine  the  comparative  merit  of  Burns 
would  be  no  easy  task.  Many  persons,  after- 
wards distinguished  in  literature,  have  been  born 
in  as  humble  a  situation  of  life ;  but  it  would  bo 
difficult  to  find  any  other  who,  wliile  earning  his 
subsistence  by  daily  labour,  has  written  verses 
which  have  attracted  and  retained  universal 
attention,  and  which  are  likely  to  give  the  author 
a  permanent  and  distinguished  place  among  the 
followers  of  the  muses.  If  he  is  deficient  in  grace, 
he  is  distinguished  for  ease  as  well  as  energy; 
and  these  are  indications  of  the  higher  order  of 
genius.  The  father  of  epic  poetry  exhibits  one 
of  his  heroes  as  excelling  in  strength,  another  in 
swiftness — to  form  his  perfect  warrior,  these 
attributes  are  combined.  Every  species  of  intel- 
lectual superiority  admits,  perhaps,  of  a  similar 
arrangement.  One  •writer  excels  in  force — 
another  in  ease;  he  is  superior  to  them  both,  in 
whom  both  these  qualities  are  united.  Of  Homer 
himself  it  may  be  said,  that,  like  his  own  Achilles, 
he  surpasses  his  competitors  in  nobility  as  well  as 
strength. 

The  force  of  Burns  lay  in  the  powers  of  his 
understanding,  and  in  the  sensibility  of  his  heart; 
and  these  will  be  found  to  infuse  the  living  prin- 
ciple into  all  the  works  of  genius  which  seem 
destined  to  immortality.  His  sensibility  had  an 
uncommon  range.  He  was  alive  to  every  species 
of  emotion.  He  is  one  of  the  few  poets  that  can 
be  mentioned,  who  have  at  once  excelled  in 
humour,  in  tenderness,  and  in  sublimity ;  a  praise 
unknown  to  the  ancients,  and  which  in  modern 
times  is  only  due  to  Ariosto,  to  Shakspeare,  and 
perhaps  to  Voltaire.  To  compare  the  writings  of 
the  Scottish  peasant  with  the  works  of  these 
giants  in  literature  might  appear  presumptuous; 
yet  it  may  be  asserted  that  he  has  displayed  the 
foot  of  Hercules.  How  near  he  might  have 
approached  them  by  proper  culture,  with  length- 
ened years,  and  under  happier  auspices,  it  is  not 
for  us  to  calculate.  But  while  we  run  over  the 
melancholy  story  of  his  life,  it  is  impossible  not 
to  heave  a  sigh  at  the  asperity  of  his  fortune ;  and 
as  we  survey  the  records  of  his  mind,  it  is  easy 
to  see,  that  out  of  such  materials  have  been  reared 
the  fairest  and  the  most  durable  of  the  monu- 
ments of  genius. 

Statistics  of  Sir  John  Sinclair — For  Scotchmen  of  this  descrip- 
tion more  particularly,  Burns  seems  to  have  written  his  song, 
beginning,  'Their  groves  o' sweet  myrtle,' a  beautiful  strain, 
which,  it  may  be  confidently  predicted,  will  be  sung  with  equal 
or  superior  interest  on  the  banks  of  the  Ganges  or  of  the  Mis- 
sissippi, as  on  those  of  the  Tay  or  the  Tweed.— CUKRIB. 
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LETTER  FROM  GILBERT  BURNS 


DR  CURRIE.  1 

THE  Editor  (Dr  Currie)  has  particular  pleasure  in  pre- 
senting to  the  Public  the  following  letter  from  Gilbert 
Burns,  to  the  due  understanding  of  which  a  few  previous 
observations  are  necessary. 

The  Biographer  of  Burns  was  naturally  desirous  of 
hearing  the  opinion  of  the  friend  and  brother  of  the 
Poet,  on  the  manner  in  which  he  had  executed  his  task, 
before  a  second  edition  should  be  committed  to  the 
press.  He  had  the  satisfaction  of  receiving  this  opinion, 
in  a  letter  dated  the  24th  of  August,  approving  of  the 
Life  in  very  obliging  terms,  and  offering  one  or  two 
trivial  corrections  as  to  names  and  dates  chiefly,  which 
are  made  in  this  edition.  One  or  two  observations 
were  offered  of  a  different  kind.  In  the  319th  page  of 
the  first  volume,  first  edition, 2  a  quotation  is  made  from 
the  pastoral  song, '  Ettrick  Banks,'  and  an  explanation 
given  of  the  phrase  "mony  feck,"  which  occurs  in  this 
quotation.  Supposing  the  sense  to  be  complete  after 
"mony,"  the  Editor  had  considered  "feck "a  rustic 
oath,  wliich  confirmed  the  assertion.  The  words  were 
therefore  separated  by  a  comma.  Mr  Burns  considered 
this  an  error.  "  Feck,"  he  presumes,  is  the  Scottish 
word  for  quantity,  and  "mony  feck"  to  mean  simply, 
very  many.  The  editor,  in  yielding  to  this  authority, 
expressed  some  hesitation,  and  hinted  that  the  phrase 
"mony  feck"  was,  in  Mr  Burns'  sense,  a  pleonasm  or 
barbarism  which  deformed  this  beautiful  song.3  His 
reply  to  this  observation  makes  the  first  clause  of  the 
following  letter. 

In  the  same  communication  he  informed  me,  that 
the  '  Mirror'  and  the  '  Lounger '  were  proposed  by  him 
to  the  Conversation  Club  of  Mauchline,  and  that  he  had 
thoughts  of  giving  me  his  sentiments  on  the  remarks  I 
had  made  respecting  the  fitness  of  such  works  for  such 
societies.  The  observations  of  such  a  man  on  such  a 
subject,  the  Editor  conceived,  would  be  received  with 
particular  interest  by  the  public ;  and  having  pressed 


1  First  printed  in  the  second  edition  of  Currie. 

2  Corresponding  to  p.  ccxv.  of  the  present  edition  of  the 
Memoir. 

S  The  <roirertion  made  by  Gilbert  Burns  has  also  been  sng- 
jrestod  by  a  writer  in  the  Monthly  Magazine,  under  the  signa- 
ture of  Albion:  who,  for  taking  this  trouble,  and  for  mention- 
ing the  author  of  the  poem  of  Donochi-head,  deserves  the  Edi- 
tor s  thanks — CCRK:K. 


earnestly  for  them,  they  will  be  found  in  the  following 
letter.  Of  the  value  of  this  communication,  delicacy 
towards  his  very  respectable  correspondent  prevents 
him  from  expressing  his  opinion.  The  original  letter  is 
in  the  hands  of  Messrs  Caddell  and  Davies. 

DINNING,  DUMFRIES  SHIRE, 
24xu  OCT.,  1800. 

DEAR  SIR, 

YOURS  of  the  1 7th  instant  came  to  my  hand  yester- 
day, and  I  sit  down  this  afternoon  to  write  you  in 
return:  but  when  I  shall  be  able  to  finish  all  I  wish  to 
say  to  you,  I  cannot  tell.  I  am  sorry  your  conviction  is 
not  complete  respecting  feck.  There  is  no  doubt,  that 
if  you  take  two  English  words  which  appear  synonymous 
to  mony  feck,  and  judge  by  the  rules  of  English  con- 
struction, it  will  appear  a  barbarism.  I  believe  if  you 
take  this  mode  of  translating  from  any  language,  the 
effect  will  frequently  be  the  same.  But  if  you  take  the 
expression  mony  feck  to  have,  as  I  have  stated  it,  the 
same  meaning  with  the  English  expression  very  many 
(and  such  license  every  translator  must  be  allowed, 
especially  when  he  translates  from  a  simple  dialect 
which  has  never  been  subjected  to  role,  and  where  the 
precise  meaning  of  words  is,  of  consequence,  not 
minutely  attended  to,)  it  will  be  well  enough.  One 
thing  I  am  certain  of,  that  ours  is  the  sense  universally 
understood  in  this  country;  and  I  believe  no'Scotsman, 
who  has  lived  contented  at  home,  pleased  with  the 
simple  manners,  the  simple  melodies,  and  the  simple 
dialect  of  his  native  country,  unvit  iatcd  by  foreign  inter- 
course, "whose  soul  proud  science  never  taught  to 
stray,"  ever  discovered  barbarism  in  the  song  of  Ettrick 
Banks.' 

The  story  yon  have  heard  of  the  gable  of  my  father's 
house  falling  down,  is  simply  as  follows  :<  —  When  my 
father  built  his  "  clay  bi>rgin',"  he  put  in  two  stone- 
jambs,  as  they  are  called,  and  a  lintel,  carrying  up  a 
chimney  in  his  clay-gable.  The  consequence  was,  that 
as  the  gable  subsided,  the  jambs,  remaining  firm,  threw 
it  off  its  centre ;  and,  one  very  stormy  morning,  when 
my  brother  was  nine  or  ten  days  old,  a  little  before  day- 
light, a  part  of  the  gable  fell  out,  and  the  rest  appeared 
so  shattered,  that  my  mother,  with  the  young  Poet, 
had  to  be  carried  through  the  storm  to  a  neighbour's 
house,  where  they  remained  a  week  till  their  own 


4  The  Editor  had  hoard  a  report,  that  the  Poet  was  horn  !u 
the  midst  of  a  storm,  which  blew  down  a  part  of  the  house. — 
Cf  KHIK. 
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dwelling  was  adjusted.  That  you  may  not  think  too 
meanly  of  this  house,  or  my  father's  taste  in  building, 
by  supposing  the  Poet's  description  in  '  The  Vision ' 
(which  is  entirely  a  fancy  picture)  applicable  to  it, 
allow  me  to  take  notice  to  you,  that  the  house  consisted 
of  a  kitchen  in  one  end,  and  a  room  in  the  other,  with 
a  fire-place  and  chimney;  that  my  father  had  con- 
structed a  concealed  bed  in  the  kitchen,  with  a  small 
closet  at  the  end,  of  the  same  materials  with  the  house ; 
and,  when  altogether  cast  over,  outside  and  in,  with 
lime,  it  had  a  neat,  comfortable  appearance,  such  as  no 
family  of  the  same  rank,  in  the  present  improved  style 
of  living,  would  think  themselves  ill-lodged  in.  I  wish 
likewise  to  take  notice,  in  passing,  that  although  the 
"  Cotter,"  in  the  Saturday  Night,  is  an  exact  copy  of 
my  father  in  his  manners,  his  family-devotion,  and 
exhortations,  yet  the  other  parts  of  the  description  do 
not  apply  to  our  family.  None  of  us  were  ever  "  at 
service  out  amang  the  neebors  roun'."  Instead  of  our 
depositing  our  "  sair  won  penny  fee  "  with  our  parents, 
my  father  laboured  hard,  and  lived  with  the  most  rigid 
economy,  that  he  might  be  able  to  keep  his  children  at 
home,  thereby  having  an  opportunity  of  watching  the 
progress  of  our  young  minds,  and  forming  in  them  early 
habits  of  piety  and  virtue;  and  from  this  motive  alone 
did  he  engage  in  farming,  the  source  of  all  his  diffi- 
culties and  distresses. 

When  I  threatened  you  in  my  last  with  a  long  letter 
on  the  subject  of  the  books  I  recommended  to  the 
Mauchline  club,  and  the  effects  of  refinement  of  taste 
on  the  labouring  classes  of  men,  I  meant  merely,  that  I 
wished  to  write  you  on  that  subject,  with  the  view  that, 
in  some  future  communication  to  the  public,  you  might 
take  up  the  subject  more  at  large;  that,  by  means  of 
your  happy  manner  of  writing,  the  attention  of  people 
of  power  and  influence  might  be  fixed  on  it.  I  had 
little  expectation,  however,  that  I  should  overcome  my 
indolence,  and  the  difficulty  of  arranging  my  thoughts, 
so  far  as  to  put  my  threat  in  execution;  till  some  time 
ago,  before  I  had  finished  my  harvest,  having  a  call  from 
Mr  Ewart,!  with  a  message  from  you,  pressing  me  to 
the  performance  of  this  task,  I  thought  myself  no  longer 
at  liberty  to  decline  it,  and  resolved  to  set  about  it  with 
my  first  leisure.  I  will  now,  therefore,  endeavour  to  lay 
before  you  what  has  occurred  to  my  mind,  on  a  subject 
where  people,  capable  of  observation,  and  of  placing 
their  remarks  in  a  proper  point  of  view,  have  seldom  an 
opportunity  of  making  their  remarks  on  real  life.  In 
doing  this,  I  may  perhaps  be  led  sometimes  to  write 
more  in  the  manner  of  a  person  communicating  infor- 
mation to  you,  which  you  did  not  know  before,  and  at 
other  times  more  in  the  style  of  egotism,  than  I  would 
choose  to  do  to  any  person,  in  whose  candour,  and  even 
personal  good-will,  I  had  less  confidence. 

Tliere  are  two  several  lines  of  study  that  open  to  every 
man  as  he  enters  life:  the  one,  the  general  science  of 
life,  of  duty,  and  of  happiness ;  the  other,  the  particular 
arts  of  his  employment  or  situation  in  society,  and  the 
several  branches  of  knowledge  therewith  connected. 
This  last  is  certainly  indispensable,  as  nothing  can  be 
more  disgraceful  than  ignorance  in  the  way  of  one's 
own  profession ;  and  whatever  a  man's  speculative  know- 
ledge may  be,  if  he  is  ill-informed  there,  he  can  neither 
be  a  useful  nor  a  respectable  member  of  society.  It  is 
nevertheless  true,  that  "  the  proper  study  of  mankind 


1  The  Editor's  friend,  Mr  Peter  Ewart  of  Manchester.— 
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is  man;" — to  consider  what  duties  are  incumbent  on 
him  as  a  rational  creature  and  a  member  of  society; —  |  Y 
how  he  may  increase  or  secure  his  happiness — and  how  '  * 
he  may  prevent  or  soften  the  many  miseries  incident  to 
human  life.  I  think  the  pursuit  of  happiness  is  too 
frequently  confined  to  the  endeavour  after  the  acquisi- 
tion of  wealth.  I  do  not  wish  to  be  considered  as  an 
idle  declaimer  against  riches,  which,  after  all  that  can 
be  said  against  them,  will  still  be  considered,  by  men 
of  common  sense,  as  objects  of  importance ;  and  poverty 
will  be  felt  as  a  sore  evil,  after  all  the  fine  things  that 
can  be  said  of  its  advantages:  on  the  contrary,  I  am  of 
opinion,  that  a  great  proportion  of  the  miseries  of  life 
arise  from  the  want  of  economy,  and  a  prudent  atten- 
tion to  money,  or  the  ill-directed  or  intemperate  pursuit 
of  it.  But  however  valuable  riches  may  be  as  the  means 
of  comfort,  independence,  and  the  pleasure  of  doing 
good  to  others,  yet  I  am  of  opinion,  that  they  may  be, 
and  frequently  are,  purchased  at  too  great  a  cost,  and 
that  sacrifices  are  made  in  the  pursuit,  which  the 
acquisition  cannot  compensate.  I  remember  hearing 
my  worthy  teacher,  Mr  Murdoch,  relate  an  anecdote  to 
my  father,  which  I  think  sets  this  matter  in  a  strong 
light,  and  perhaps  was  the  origin,  or  at  least  tended  to 
promote  this  way  of  thinking  in  me.  When  Mr  Murdoch 
left  Alloway,  he  went  to  teach  and  reside  in  the  family 
of  an  opulent  farmer,  who  had  a  number  of  sons.  A 
neighbour  coming  on  a  visit,  in  the  course  of  con  versa 
tion,  asked  the  father  how  he  meant  to  dispose  of  his 
sons.  The  father  replied,  that  he  had  not  determined. 
The  visitor  said,  that,  were  he  in  his  place,  he  would 
give  them  all  good  education,  and  send  them  abroad, 
without,  perhaps,  having  a  precise  idea  where.  The 
father  objected,  that  many  young  men  lost  their  health 
in  foreign  countries,  and  many  their  lives.  True, 
replied  the  visitor,  but  as  you  have  a  number  of  sons, 
it  will  be  strange  if  some  one  of  them  does  not  live  and 
make  a  fortune. 

Let  any  person  who  has  the  feelings  of  a  father 
comment  on  this  story.  But  though  few  will  avow, 
even  to  themselves,  that  such  views  govern  their  con- 
duct, yet  do  we  not  daily  see  people  shipping  off  their 
sons  (and  who  would  do  so  by  their  daughters  also,  if 
there  were  any  demand  for  them),  that  they  may  be 
rich,  or  perish? 

The  education  of  the  lower  classes  is  seldom  con- 
sidered in  any  other  point  of  view,  than  as  the  means  of 
raising  them  from  that  station  to  which  they  were  born, 
and  of  making  a  fortune.  I  am  ignorant  of  the  mys- 
teries of  the  art  of  acquiring  a  fortune,  without  any 
thing  to  begin  with;  and  cannot  calculate,  with  any 
degree  of  exactness,  the  difficulties  to  be  surmounted, 
the  mortifications  to  be  suffered,  and  the  degradation 
of  character  to  be  submitted  to,  in  lending  one's  self  to 
be  the  minister  to  other  people's  vices,  or  in  the  practice 
of  rapine,  fraud,  oppression,  or  dissimulation,  in  the 
progress;  but  even  when  the  wished-for  end  is  attained, 
it  may  be  questioned  whether  happiness  be  much 
increased  by  the  change.  When  I  have  seen  a  fortunate 
adventurer  of  the  lower  ranks  of  life  returned  from  the 
East  or  West  Indies,  with  all  the  liauteur  of  a  vulgar 
mind  accustomed  to  be  served  by  slaves;  assuming  a 
character,  which,  from  the  early  habits  of  life,  he  is  ill- 
fitted  to  support;  displaying  magnificence,  which  raises 
the  envy  of  some,  and  the  contempt  of  others;  claiming 
an  equality  with  the  great,  which  they  are  unwilling  to 
allow;  inly  pining  at  the  precedence  of  the  hereditary 
gentry;  maddened  by  the  polished  insolence  of  some  of 
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the  unworthy  part  of  them;  seeking  pleasure  in  the 
pociety  of  men  who  can  condescend  to  flatter  him,  and 
listen  to  his  absurdity  for  the  sake  of  a  good  dinner  and 
good  wine; — I  cannot  avoid  concluding,  that  his  brother 
or  companion,  who,  by  a  diligent  application  to  the 
labours  of  agriculture,  or  some  useful  mechanical 
employment,  and  the  careful  husbanding  of  his  gains, 
has  acquired  a  competence  in  his  station,  is  a  much 
happier,  and,  in  the  eye  of  a  person  who  can  take  an 
enlarged  view  of  mankind,  a  much  more  respectable 
man. 

But  the  votaries  of  wealth  may  be  considered  as  a 
great  number  of  candidates  striving  for  a  few  prizes: 
and  whatever  addition  the  successful  may  make  to  their 
pleasure  or  happiness,  the  disappointed  will  always 
have  more  to  suffer,  I  am  afraid,  than  those  who  abide 
contented  in  the  station  to  which  they  were  born.  I 
wish,  therefore,  the  education  of  the  lower  classes  to  be 
promoted,  and  directed  to  their  improvement  as  men, 
as  the  means  of  increasing  their  virtue,  and  opening  to 
them  new  and  dignified  sources  of  pleasure  and  happi- 
ness. I  have  heard  some  people  object  to  the  education 
of  the  lower  classes  of  men,  as  rendering  them  less  use- 
ful, by  abstracting  them  from  their  proper  business  ; 
others,  as  tending  to  make  them  saucy  to  their  superi- 
ors, impatient  of  their  condition,  and  turbulent  sub- 
jects; while  you,  with  more  humanity,  have  your  fears 
alarmed,  lest  the  delicacy  of  mind,  induced  by  that  sort 
of  education  and  reading  I  recommend,  should  render 
the  evils  of  their  situation  insupportable  to  them.  I 
wish  to  examine  the  validity  of  each  of  these  objections, 
beginning  with  the  one  you  have  mentioned. 

I  do  not  mean  to  controvert  your  criticism  of  my 
favourite  books,  the  Mirror  and  Lounger,  although  I 
understand  there  are  people  who  think  themselves 
judges,  who  do  not  agree  with  you.  The  acquisition  of 
knowledge,  except  what  is  connected  with  human  life 
and  conduct,  or  the  particular  business  of  his  employ- 
ment, does  not  appear  to  me  to  be  the  fittest  pursuit 
for  a  peasant.  I  would  say  with  the  poet, 

"  How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art. 
Save  where  it  guides  the  life,  or  mends  the  heart." 

There  seems  to  be  a  considerable  latitude  in  the  use 
of  the  word  taste.  I  understand  it  to  be  the  perception 
and  relish  of  beauty,  order,  or  any  other  thing,  the  con- 
templation of  which  gives  pleasure  and  delight  to  the 
mind.  I  suppose  it  is  in  this  sense  you  wish  it  to 
be  understood.  If  I  am  right,  the  taste  which  these 
lxx>ks  are  calculated  to  cultivate  (besides  the  taste  for 
fine  writing,  which  many  of  the  papers  tend  to  improve 
and  to  gratify),  is  what  is  proper,  consistent,  and 
becoming  in  human  character  and  conduct,  as  almost 
every  paper  relates  to  these  subjects. 

I  am  sorry  I  have  not  these  books  by  me,  that  I 
might  point  out  some  instances.  I  remember  two ;  one, 
the  beautiful  story  of  La  Roche,  where,  beside  the 
pleasure  one  derives  from  a  beautiful  simple  story,  told 
in  Mackenzie's  happiest  manner,  the  mind  is  led  to 
taste,  with  heartfelt  rapture,  the  consolation  to  be 
derived,  in  deep  affliction,  from  habitual  devotion  and 
trust  in  Almighty  God.  The  other,  the  story  of  General 

W ,  where  the  reader  is  led  to  hare  a  high  relish 

for  that  firmness  of  mind  which  disregards  appearances, 
the  common  forms  and  vanities  of  life,  for  the  sake  of 
doing  justice  in  a  case  which  was  out  of  the  reach  of 
human  laws. 

Allow  me  then  to  remark,  that  if  the  morality  of 


these  books  is  subordinate  to  the  cultivation  of  taste; 
that  taste,  that  refinement  of  mind  and  delicacy  of 
sentiment  ^diich  they  are  intended  to  give,  are  the 
strongest  guard,  and  surest  foundation,  of  morality  and 
virtue.  Other  moralists  guard,  as  it  were,  the  overt 
act;  these  papers,  by  exalting  duty  into  sentiment,  arc 
calculated  to  make  every  deviation  from  rectitude  and 
propriety  of  conduct,  painful  to  the  wind, 

"  Whose  tomper'd  powers 
Refine  at  length,  and  every  passion  wears 
A  chaster,  milder,  mure  attractive  mien." 

I  readily  grant  you,  that  the  refinement  of  mina 
which  I  contend  for,  increases  our  sensibility  to  tho 
evils  of  life.  But  what  station  of  life  is  without  its 
evils?  There  seems  to  be  no  such  thing  as  perfect 
happiness  in  this  world,  and  we  must  balance  the 
pleasure  and  the  pain  which  we  derive  from  taste, 
before  we  can  properly  appreciate  it  in  the  case  before 
us.  I  apprehend  that,  on  a  minute  examination,  it  will 
appear  that  the  evils  peculiar  to  the  lower  ranks  of 
life  derive  their  power  to  wound  us,  more  from  tho 
suggestions  of  false  pride,  and  the  "  contagion  of  luxury, 
weak  and  vile,"  than  the  refinement  of  our  taste.  It 
was  a  favourite  remark  of  my  brother's,  that  there  was 
no  part  of  the  constitution  of  our  nature  to  which  we 
were  more  indebted,  than  that  by  which  "  Custom  make* 
things  familiar  and  easy"  (a  copy  Mr  Murdoch  used  to 
set  us  to  write) ;  and  there  is  little  labour  which  cus- 
tom will  not  make  easy  to  a  man  in  health,  if  he  is  not 
ashamed  of  his  employment,  or  does  not  begin  to  com- 
pare his  situation  with  those  he  may  see  going  about  at 
their  ease. 

But  the  man  of  enlarged  mind  feels  the  respect  due 
to  him  as  a  man;  he  has  learned  that  no  employment 
is  dishonourable  in  itself;  that  while  he  performs  aright 
the  duties  of  that  station  in  which  God  has  placed  him, 
he  is  as  great  as  a  king  in  the  eyes  of  Him  whom  he  is 
principally  desirous  to  please;  for  the  man  of  taste, 
who  is  constantly  obliged  to  labour,  must  of  necessity 
be  religious.  If  you  teach  him  only  to  reason,  you  may 
make  him  an  atheist,  a  demagogue,  or  any  vile  thing: 
but  if  you  teach  him  to  feel,  his  feelings  can  only  find 
their  proper  and  natural  relief  in  devotion  and  religious 
resignation.  He  knows  that  those  people,  who  are  to 
appearance  at  ease,  are  not  without  their  share  of  evils, 
and  that  even  toil  itself  is  not  destitute  of  advantages. 
He  listens  to  the  words  of  liis  favourite  poet: 

"  O  mortal  man,  that  livest  here  by  toil, 

Cease  to  repine  and  grudge  thy  hard  estate ! 
That  like  an  emmet  thou  must  ever  moil, 

Is  a  sad  sentence  of  an  ancient  date. 
And,  certes,  there  is  for  it  reason  great ; 

Altho*  sometimes  it  makes  thee  weep  and  wail. 
And  curse  thy  star,  and  early  drudge  and  late ; 

\Vithouten  that  would  come  an  heavier  bale. 
Loose  life,  unruly  passions,  and  diseases  pale  !  " 

And  while  he  repeats  the  words,  the  grateful  recol- 
lection comes  across  his  mind,  how  often  he  has  derived 
ineffable  pleasure  from  the  sweet  song  of  "Nature's 
darling  child."  I  can  say,  from  my  own  experience, 
that  there  is  no  sort  of  farm-labour  inconsistent  with 
the  most  refined  and  pleasurable  state  of  the  mind  that 
I  am  acquainted  with,  thrashing  alone  exeepted. 
Tlfat,  indeed,  I  have  always  considered  as  insupport- 
able drudgery,  and  think  the  ingenious  mechanic  who 
invented  the  thrashing-machine  ought  to  haveast.itno 
among  the  benefactors  of  his  country,  and  should  IKJ 
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placed  in  the  niche  next  to  the  person  who  introduced 
the  culture  of  potatoes  into  this  island. 

Perhaps   the    thing    of    most    importance    in   the 
education  of  the  common  people,  is  to  prevent  the 
intrusion  of  artificial  wants.    I  bless  the  memory  of 
my  worthy  father  for  almost  every  thing  in  the  disposi- 
tions of  my  mind,  and  my  habits  of  life,  which  I  can 
approve  of :  and  for  none  more  than  the  pains  he  took 
to  impress  my  mind  with  the  sentiment,  that  nothing 
was  more  unworthy  the  character  of  a  man,  than  that 
his  happiness  should  in  the  least  depend  on  what  he 
should  eat  or  drink.    So  early  did  he  impress  my  mind 
with  this,  that  although  I  was  as  fond  of  sweetmeats 
as  children  generally  are,  yet  I  seldom  laid  out  any  of 
the  halfpence,  which  relations  or  neighbours  gave  me 
sit  fairs,  in  the  purchase  of  them ;  and  if  I  did,  every 
mouthful  I  swallowed  was  accompanied  with  shame 
and  remorse;  and  to  this  hour  I  never  indulge  in  the 
use  of  any  delicacy,  but  I  feel  a  considerable  degree  of 
self-reproach  and  alarm  for  the  degradation  of  the 
human  character.    Such  a  habit  of  thinking  I  consider 
as  of  great  consequence,  both  to  the  virtue  and  happi- 
ness of  men  in  the  lower  ranks  of  life. — And  thus,  Sir, 
I  am  of  opinion,  that  if  their  minds  are  early  and  deeply 
impressed  with  a  sense  of  the  dignity  of  man,  as  such ; 
with  the  love  of  independence  and  of  industry,  economy, 
and  temperance,  as  the  most  obvious  means  of  making 
themselves  independent,  and  the  virtues  most  becoming 
their  situation,  and  necessary  to  their  happiness ;  men 
in  the  lower  ranks  of  life  may  partake  of  the  pleasures 
to  be  derived  from  the  perusal  of  books  calculated  to 
improve  the  mind  and  refine  the  taste,  without  any 
danger,  of  becoming  more  unhappy  in  their  situation, 
or  discontented  with  it.    Nor  do  I  think  there  is  any 
danger  of  their  becoming  less  useful.    There  are  some 
hours  every  day  that  the  most  constant  labourer  is 
neither  at  work  nor  asleep.     These  hours  are  either 
appropriated  to  amusement  or  to  sloth.     If  a  taste  for 
employing  these  hours  in  reading  were  cultivated,  I  do 
not  suppose  that  the  return  to  labour  would  be  more 
difficult.     Every  one  will  allow,  that  the  attachment 
to  idle  amusements,  or  even  to  sloth,  has  as  powerful 
a  tendency  to  abstract  men  from  their  proper  busi- 
ness, as  the  attachment  to  books;  while  the  one  dissi- 
pates the  mind,  and  the  other  tends  to  increase  its 
powers  of  self-government.    To  those  who  are  afraid 
that  the  improvement  of   the    minds    of    the    com- 
mon people  might   be   dangerous  to  the   state,  or  to 
the   established  order    of   society,   I  would    remark, 
that  turbulence  and  commotion   are    certainly  very 
inimical  to  the  feelings  of  a  refined  mind.     Let  the 
matter  be  brought  to  the  test  of  experience  and  obser- 
vation.   Of  what  descriptions  of  people  are  mobs  and 
insurrections    composed?     Are    they  not  universally 
owing  to  the  want  of  enlargement  and  improvement  of 
mind  among  the  common  people?    Nay,  let  any  one 
recollect   the   characters  of  those  who    formed    the 
calmer  and  more  deliberate  associations,  which  lately 
pave  so  much  alarm  to  the  government  of  this  country. 
I  suppose  few  of  the  common  people,  who  were  to 
be  found  in  such  societies,  had  the   education  and 
turn  of  mind  I  have  been  endeavouring  to  recommend. 
Allow  me  to  suggest  one  reason  for  endeavouring  to 
enlighten  the  minds  of  the  common  people.     Their 
morals  have  hitherto  been  guarded  by  a  sort  of  dim 
religious  awe,  which,  from  a  variety  of  causes,  seems 
wearing  off.     I  think  the  alteration   in  this  respect 
considerable,  in  the  short  period  of  my  observation.    I 


have  already  given  my  opinion  of  the  effects  of  refine- 
ment of  mind  on  morals  and  virtue.     Whenever  vulgar 
minds  begin  to  shake  off  the  dogmas  of  the  religion  in 
which  they  have  been  educated,  the  progress  is  quick 
and  immediate  to  downright  infidelity ;  and  nothing 
but  refinement  of  mind  can  enable  them  to  distinguish 
between  the  pure  essence  of  religion,   and  the  gross 
systems  which  men  have  been  perpetually  connecting 
it  with.     In  addition  to  what  has  already  been  done 
for  the  education  of  the  common  people  of  this  coun- 
try, in  the  establishment  of  parish  schools,  I  wish  to 
see  the  salaries  augmented  in  some  proportion  to  the 
present  expense  of  living,  and  the  earnings  of  the  peo- 
ple of  similar  rank,  endowments,  and  usefulness  in 
society;  and  I  hope  that  the  liberality  of  the  present 
age  will  be  no  longer  disgraced  by  refusing,  to  so  use- 
ful a  class  of  men,  such  encouragement  as  may  make 
parish  schools  worth  the  attention  of  men  fitted  for 
the  important  duties  of  that  office.     In  filling  up  the 
vacancies,  I  would  have  more  attention  paid  to  the 
candidate's  capacity  of  reading  the  English  language 
with    grace    and    propriety ;    to    his    understanding 
thoroughly,  and  having  a  high  relish  for,  the  beauties 
of  English  authors,  both  in  poetry  and  prose;  to  that 
good  sense  and  knowledge  of  human  nature,  which 
would  enable  him  to  acquire  some  influence  on  the 
minds  and  affections  of  his  scholars;  to  the  general 
worth  of  his  character,  and  the  love  of  his  king  and 
country,  than  to  his  proficiency  in  the  knowledge  of 
Latin  and  Greek.    I  would  then  have  a  sort  of  high 
English  class  established,  not  only  for  the  purpose  of 
teaching  the  pupils  to  read  in  that  graceful  and  agree- 
able manner  that  might  make  them  fond  of  reading, 
but  to  make  them  understand  what  they  read,  and 
discover  the  beauties  of  the  author,  in  composition  and 
sentiment.     I  would  have  established,  in  every  parish, 
a  small  circulating   library,   consisting  of  the  books 
which  the  young  people  had  read  extracts  from  in  the 
collections  they  had  read  at  school,  and  any  other 
books  well  calculated  to  refine  the  mind,  improve  the 
moral  feelings,  recommend  the  practice  of  virtue,  and 
communicate  such  knowledge  as  might  be  useful  and 
suitable  to  the  labouring  classes  of  men.     I  would  have 
the  schoolmaster  act  as  librarian,  and  in  recommending 
books  to  his  young  friends,  formerly  his  pupils,  and 
letting  in  the  light  of  them  upon  their  young  minds,  ho 
should  have  the  assistance  of  the  minister.    If  once 
such  education  were  become  general,  the  low  delights 
of  the  public  house,  and  other  scenes  of  riot  and  depra- 
vity, would  be  contemned  andneglected ;  while  industry, 
order,  cleanliness,  and  every  virtue,  which  taste  and 
independence  of  mind  could  recommend,  would  prevail 
and  flourish.   Thus,  possessed  of  a  virtuous  and  enlight- 
ened populace,  with  high  delight  I  should  consider  my 
native  country  as  at  the  head  of  all  the  nations  of  the 
earth,  ancient  or  modern. 

Thus,  Sir,  have  I  executed  my  threat  to  the  fullest 
extent,  in  regard  to  the  length  of  my  letter.  If  I  had 
not  presumed  on  doing  it  more  to  my  liking,  I  should 
not  have  undertaken  it ;  but  I  have  not  time  to  attempt 
it  anew;  nor,  if  I  would,  am  I  certain  that  I  should 
succeed  any  better.  I  have  learned  to  have  less  confi- 
dence in  my  capacity  of  writing  on  such  subjects. 

I  am  much  obliged  by  your  kind  inquiries  about  my 
situation  and  prospects.  I  am  much  pleased  with  the 
soil  of  this  farm,  and  with  the  terms  on  which  I  possess 
it.  I  receive  great  encouragement  likewise  in  building, 
enclosing,  and  other  conveniences,  from  my  landlord. 
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Mr  G.  S.  Montcith,  whose  general  character  and  con- 
duct, as  a  landlord  and  country  gentleman,  I  am  highly 
pleased  with.  But  the  land  is  in  such  a  state  as  to 
require  a  considerable  immediate  outlay  of  money  in 
the  purchase  of  manure,  the  grubbing  of  brush-wood, 
removing  of  stones,  &c.,  which  twelve  years'  struggle 
with  a  farm  of  a  cold  ungrateful  soil  has  but  ill  pre- 
pared me  for.  If  I  can  get  these  things  done,  however, 
to  my  mind,  I  think  there  is  next  to  a  certainty,  that 
in  five  or  six  years  I  shall  be  in  a  hopeful  way  of  attain- 
ing a  situation,  which  I  think  as  eligible  for  happiness 
as  any  one  I  know;  for  I  have  always  been  of  opinion, 
that  if  a  man,  bred  to  the  habits  of  a  farming  life,  who 
possesses  a  farm  of  good  soil,  on  such  terms  as  enables 
him  easily  to  pay  all  demands,  is  not  happy,  he  ought 
to  look  somewhere  else  than  to  his  situation  for  the 
causes  of  his  uneasiness. 

I  beg  you  will  present  my  most  respectful  compli- 
ments to  Mrs  Currie,  and  remember  me  to  Mr  and  Mrs 
Koscoe,  and  Mr  Roscoe,  junior,  whose  kind  attentions 
to  me,  when  in  Liverpool,  I  shall  never  forget.  I  am, 
dear  Sir,  your  most  obedient,  and  much  obliged  hum- 
ble Servant, 

GILBERT  BURNS. 

To  JAMES  CUERIE,  M.D.,  F.R.S.,  Liverpool. 


THE  WIDOW,  CHILDREN,  AND  BROTHER 
OF  BURNS. 

AT  the  time  of  Burns's  decease,  his  family  consisted 
of  his  wife  and  four  sons — Robert,  born  at  Mauchline, 
in  1786;  Francis  Wallace,  born  at  Ellisland,  April  9, 
1791 ;  William  Nicol,  born  at  Dumfries,  November  21, 
1792;  and  James  Glencairn.  Francis  Wallace,  a  child 
of  uncommon  vivacity,  died  at  the  age  of  fourteen. 
The  three  other  sons  yet  (1841)  survive.  Robert 
received  a  good  education  at  the  academy  of  Dumfries, 
was  two  sessions  at  the  university  of  Edinburgh,  and 
one  at  the  university  of  Glasgojv;  and,  in  1 804,  obtained 
a  situation  in  the  Stamp  Office,  London,  where  he 
continued  for  twenty-nine  years,  improving  a  narrow 
income  by  teaching  the  classics  and  mathematics.  It 
is  remarkable  that,  during  that  long  time  he  and  his 
mother,  though  on  the  best  terms,  never  once  met.  In 
1 833,  having  obtained  a  superannuation  allowance,  he 
retired  to  Dumfries,  where  he  now  lives.  He  has  the 
dark  eyes,  large  head,  and  swarthy  complexion  of  his 
father,  and  possesses  much  more  than  the  average  of 
mental  capacity.  He  has  written  many  verses  far 
above  mediocrity;  but  the  bent  of  his  mind  is  towards 
geometry — a  study  in  which  his  father  was  much  more 
accomplished  than  his  biographers  seem  to  have  been 
aware  of.  William  and  James  went  out  to  India  on 
cadctships,  and  have  each  risen  to  the  rank  of  major  in 
the  Company's  service.  "  Wherever  these  men  wander, 
at  home  or  abroad,  they  are  regarded  as  the  scions  of 
a  noble  stock,  and  receive  the  cordial  greetings  of 
hundreds  who  never  saw  their  faces  before,  but  who 
account  it  a  happiness  to  grasp,  in  friendly  pressure, 
the  hand  hi  which  circulates  the  blood  of  Burns." — 
M'Diarmid's  Picture  of  Dumfries.  1 


1  Mr  M'Diarraid  gives  a  touching  account  of  the  illness  and 
death  of  one  of  the  daughters  of  Captain  James  Glencairn 
Burns,  on  her  voyage,  homewards,  from  India.  '  At  the  fun- 
eral of  the  poor  child  there  was  witnessed  a  most  affecting 
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The  only  dependence  of  Mrs  Burns,  after  her  hus- 
band's death,  was  on  an  annuity  often  pounds,  ariMnx 
from  a  benefit  society  connected  with  the  Excise,  tho 
books  and  other  moveable  property  left  to  her,  and  the 
generosity  of  the  public.  The  subscription,  as  we  are 
informed  by  l)r  Currie,  produced  seven  hundred 
pounds  ;  and  the  works  -of  the  poet,  as  edited  with 
singular  taste  and  judgment  by  that  gentleman,  brought 
nearly  two  thousand  more.  One  half  of  the  latter  sum 
was  lent  on  a  bond  to  a  Galloway  gentleman,  who  con- 
tinued to  pay  five  per  cent,  for  it  till  a  late  period.  Mrs 
Burns  was  thus  enabled  to  support  and'  educate  her 
family  in  a  manner  creditable  to  the  memory  of  her 
husband.  She  continued  to  reside  in  the  house  which 
had  been  occupied  by  her  husband  and  herself,  and 

"  never  changed,  nor  wished  to  change,  her  place." 

For  many  years  after  her  sons  had  left  her  to  pursue 
their  fortunes  in  the  world,  she  lived  in  a  decent  and 
respectable  manner,  on  an  income  which  never  amounted 
to  more  than  £62  per  annum.  At  length,  in  1817,  at  a 
festival  held  in  Edinburgh  to  celebrate  the  birth- day 
of  the  bard,  Mr  Henry  (now  Lord)  Cockburn,  acting 
as  president,  it  was  proposed  by  Mr  Maule  of  Panmure 
(now  Lord  Panmure),  that  some  permanent  addition 
should  be  made  to  the  income  of  the  Poet's  widow. 
The  idea  appeared  to  be  favourably  received,  but  the 
subscription  did  not  fill  rapidly.  Mr  Maule  then  said 
that  the  burden  of  the  provision  should  fall  upon  him- 
self, and  immediately  executed  a  bond,  entitling  Mrs 
Burns  to  an  annuity  of  £50  as  long  as  she  lived.  This 
act,  together  with  the  generosity  of  the  same  gentle- 
man to  Nathaniel  Gow,  in  his  latter  and  evil  days, 
must  ever  endear  the  name  of  Lord  Panmure  to  all 
who  feel  warmly  on  the  subjects  of  Scottish  poetry 
and  Scottish  music. 

Mr  Maule's  pension  had  not  been  enjoyed  by  the 
widow  more  than  a  year  and  a  half,  when  her  youngest 
son  James  attained  the  rank  of  a  captain  with  a  situa- 
tion in  the  Commissariat,  and  was  thus  enabled  to 
relieve  her  from  the  necessity  of  being  beholden  to  a 
stranger's  hand  for  any  share  of  her  support.  She 
accordingly  resigned  the  pension.  Mr  M'Diarmid,  who 
records  these  circumstances,  adds,  in  another  place, 
that,  during  her  subsequent  years,  Mrs  Burns  enjoyed 
an  income  of  about  two  hundred  a-year,  great  part  of 
which,  as  not  needed  by  her,  she  dispensed  in  charities. 
Her  whole  conduct  in  widowhood  was  such  as  to  secure 
universal  esteem  in  the  town  where  she  resided.  She 
died,  March  26,  1834,  in  the  68th  year  of  her  age,  and 
was  buried  beside  her  illustrious  husband,  in  the  mau- 
soleum at  Dumfries.  2 


scene.  Officers,  passengers,  and  men,  were  drawn  up  in  regu- 
lar order  on  deck ;  some  wore  crape  round  the  right  arm, 
others  were  dressed  in  the  deepest  mourning ;  every  head  was 
uncovered;  and,  as  the  lashing  of  the  waves  on  the  side*  of 
the  coffin  proclaimed  that  the  melancholy  ceremony  had  closed, 
every  countenance  seemed  saddened  with  grief— every  eye 
moistened  with  tears.  Not  a  few  of  the  bailors  wept  outright, 
natives  of  Scotland,  who,  even  when  far  away,  had  revived 
their  recollections  of  home  and  youth  by  listening  to,  or 
repeating,  the  poetry  of  Bums. 

2  The  household  effects  of  Mrs  Bums  were  sold  by  public 
auction  on  the  10th  and  llth  of  April,  and  from  the  anxiety 
of  the  public  to  possess  relics  of  thu  interesting  household, 
brought  uncommonly  high  sums.  According  to  the  Dumfriet 
Courier,  '  the  auctioneer  commenced  with  small  articles,  and 
when  he  came  to  a  broken  copper  coffee-pot,  there  were  so 


THE  LIFE  OF  BURNS. 


Mr  Gilbert  Burns,  the  early  companion  and  at  all 
times  the  steadfast  friend  of  the  Poet,  commenced  to 
straggle  with  the  miserable  glebe  of  Mossgiel  till  about 
the  year  1 797,  when  he  removed  to  the  farm  of  Dinning, 
on  the  estate  of  Mr  Monteath  of  Closeburn,  in  Niths- 
dale.  The  Poet  had  lent  him  £200  out  of  the  profits 
of  the  Edinburgh  edition  of  his  works,  in  order  that  he 
might  overcome  some  of  his  difficulties  ;  and  he,  some 
years  after,  united  himself  to  a  Miss  Brekonridge,  by 
whom  he  had  a  family  of  six  sons  and  five  daughters. 
On  all  his  boys  he  bestowed  what  is  called  occasional 
education.  In  consideration  of  the  support  he  extended 
to  his  widowed  mother,  the  Poet  seems  never  to  have 
thought  of  a  reckoning  with  him  for  the  above  sum. 

He  was  a  man  of  sterling  sense  and  sagacity,  pious 
without  asceticism  or  bigotry,  and  entertaining  liberal 
and  enlightened  views,  without  being  the  least  of  an 
enthusiast.  His  letter  to  Dr  Currie,  given  in  this 
Appendix,  shows  no  mean  powers  of  composition,  and 
embodies  nearly  all  the  philanthropic  views  of  human 
improvement  which  have  been  so  broadly  realised  in 
our  own  day.  We  are  scarcely  more  affected  by  the 
consideration  of  the  penury  under  which  some  of  his 
brother's  noblest  compositions  were  penned,  than  by 
the  reflection  tliat  this  beautiful  letter  was  the  effu- 
sion of  a  man  who,  with  his  family,  daily  wrought  long 
and  laboriously  under  all  those  circumstances  of  parsi- 
mony which  characterize  Scottish  rural  life.  Some 
years  after,  Mr  Gilbert  Burns  was  appointed  by  Lady 
Blantyre  to  be  land-steward  or  factor  upon  her  estate 
of  Lethington  in  East- Lothian,  to  which  place  he 
accordingly  removed.  His  conduct  in  this  capacity, 
during  'near  twenty-five  years,  was  marked  by  great 
fidelity  and  prudence,  and  gave  the  most  perfect  satis- 
faction to  his  titled  employer.  It  was  not  till  1820 
that  he  was  enabled  to  repay,  with  interest,  the  money 
borrowed  from  his  brother  in  1788.  Being  invited  by 
Messrs  Cadell  and  Davies  to  superintend,  and  improve 
as  much  as  possible,  a  new  edition  of  the  Poet's  works, 
he  received  as  much  in  remuneration  for  his  labour  as 
enabled  him  to  perform  this  act  of  duty. 

The  mother  of  Robert  and  Gilbert  Burns  lived  in  the 
household  of  the  latter  at  Grant's  Braes,  near  Leth- 
ington, till  1 820,  when  she  died  at  the  age  of  eighty- 
eight,  and  was  buried  in  the  church- yard  of  Bolton. 
In  personal  aspect,  Robert  Burns  resembled  his  mother ; 


many  bidders  that  the  price  paid  exceeded  twenty-fold  the 
intrinsic  value.  A  tea-kettle  of  the  same  metal  succeeded, 
and  reached  £2  sterling.  Of  the  linens,  a  table-clotli,  marked 
1792,  which,  speaking  commercially,  may  have  been  worth 
half-»  crown  or  five  shillings,  was  knocked  down  at  £5.  7s. 
Many  other  articles  commanded  handsome  prices,  and  the 
older  and  plainer  the  furniture  the  better  it  sold.  The  rusty 
iron  top  of  a  shower-bath,  which  Mrs  Dunlop  of  Dunlop  sent 
to  the  Poet  when  afflicted  with  rheumatism,  was  bought  by  a 
Carlisle  gentleman  for  £1  8j.;  and  a  low  wooden  kitchen  chair, 
on  which  the  late  Mrs  Burns  sat  when  nursing  her  children, 
was  run  up  to  £3  7*.  1  he  crystal  and  china  were  much 
coveted,  and  brought,  in  most  cases,  splendid  prices.  Even  an 
old  fender  reached  a  figure  which  would  go  far  to  buy  half  a 
dozen  new  ones,  and  every  thing,  towards  the  close,  attracted 
notice,  down  to  grey-beards,  bottles,  and  a  half-worn  pair  of 
bellows.  The  Poet's  eight-day  clock,  made  by  a  Mauchline 
artist,  attracted  great  attention,  from  the  circumstance  that  it 
had  frequently  been  wound  up  by  his  own  hand.  In  a  few 
seconds  it  was  bid  up  to  fifteen  pounds  or  guineas,  and  was 
finally  disposed  of  for  £35.  The  purchaser  had  a  hard  battle 
to  fight ;  but  his  spirit  was  good,  and  his  purse  obviously  not  a 
light  one,  and  the  story  ran  that  he  had  instructed  Mr  Richard- 
son to  secure  a  preference  at  any  sum  under  £60.' 


Gilbert  had  the  more  aquiline  features  of  liis  fatlirr 
The  portrait  of  Robert  Burns,  painted  by  a  Mr  Taylor, 
and  published  in  an  engraved  form  by  Messrs  Constable 
and  Company,  bore  a  striking  resemblance  to  Gilbert. 
This  excellent  man  died  at  Grant's  Braes,  November  8, 
1 827,  aged  about  sixty-seven  years.  His  sons  occupy 
respectable  stations  in  society.  One  is  factor  to  Lord 
Blantyre,  and  another  is  minister  of  the  parish  of 
Mor.kton,  near  Ayr. 

The  untimely  death  of  a  third,  a  youth  of  very  pro- 
mising talents,  when  on  the  eve  of  being  admitted  to 
holy  orders,  is  supposed  to  have  hastened  the  departure 
of  the  venerable  parent. 

Two  sisters  of  Burns,  one  of  whom  is  by  marriage 
Mrs  Begg,  yet  survive.  They  reside  in  the  village  of 
Tranent,  East- Lothian. 

Through  life,  and  in  death,  Gilbert  Burns  maintained, 
and  justified  the  promise  of  his  virtuous  youth,  and 
seems  in  all  respects  to  have  resembled  his  father,  of 
whom  Murdoch,  long  after  he  was  no  more,  wrote  in 
language  honourable  to  his  own  heart: — "  O  for  a  world 
of  men  of  such  dispositions:  I  have  often  wished,  for 
the  good  of  mankind,  that  it  were  as  customary  to 
honour  and  perpetuate  the  memory  of  those  who  excel 
in  moral  rectitude  as  it  is  to  extol  what  are  called 
heroic  actions;  then  would  the  mausoleum  of  the  friend 
"of  my  youth  overtop  and  surpass  most  of  those  we  see 
in  Westminster  Abbey  I" 


DEATH  AND  CHARACTER  OF  MRS  BURNS.  1 

AT  a  late  hour  of  the  night  of  Wednesday,  the  26th 
March,  1834,  the  world  and  its  concerns  closed  for  ever 
on  Mrs  Jean  Armour,— the  venerable  relict  of  the  Poet 
Burns.  On  the  Saturday  preceding,  she  was  seized 
with  paralysis  for  the  fourth  time  during  the  last  few 
years ;  and  although  perfectly  conscious  of  her  situa- 
tion, and  the  presence  of  friends,  became  deprived, 
before  she  could  be  removed  to  bed,  of  the  faculty  of 
speech,  and  in  a  day  or  two  thereafter  of  the  sense  of 
hearing.  Still  she  lay  wonderfully  calm  and  composed, 
and,  in  the  opinion  of  the  medical  attendant,  suffered 
from  weakness  rather  than  from  pain.  Frequently  she 
gazed,  with  the  greatest  earnestness,  on  her  grand- 
daughter Sarah;  and  it  was  easy  to  read  what  was 
passing  within,  from  the  tears  that  filled  her  aged  eyes, 
and  trickled  down  her  cheeks.  To  another  individual 
she  directed  looks  so  eager  and  full  of  meaning,  as  to 
impress  him  with  the  idea  that  she  had  some  dying 
request  to  make,  and  deeply  regretted  that  it  was  too 
late ;  for  even  if  her  salvation  had  depended  on  the 
exertion,  she  was  unfortunately  incapacitated  from 
uttering  a  syllable,  guiding  a  pen,  or  even  making  an 
intelligible  sign.  The  mind,  in  her  case,  survived  tho 
body ;  and  this,  perhaps,  was  the  only  painful  circum- 
stance attending  her  death-bed,  —  considering  how 
admirable  her  conduct  had  always  been,  her  general 
health  so  sound,  her  span  protracted  beyond  the  com- 
mon lot,  her  character  for  prudence  and  piety  so  well 
established,  and  her  situation  in  life  every  way  so  com- 
fortable. On  the  night  of  Tuesday,  or  morning  of  Wed- 
nesday, a  fifth  shock,  unperceived  by  the  attendants, 
deprived  Mrs  Burns  of  mental  consciousness;  and  from 


1  From  the  Dumfries  Courier. 
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thai  time,  till  the  hour  of  her  death,  her  situation  was 
exactly  that  of  a  breathing  corpse.  And  thus  passed 
away  all  that  remained  of  "  Bonnie  Jean," — the  relict 
of  a  man,  whose  fame  is  as  wide  as  the  world  itself, 
and  the  venerated  heroine  of  many  a  lay,  which  bid 
fitir  to  live  in  the  memories  of  the  people  of  Scotland, 
and  of  thousands  far  removed  from  its  shores,  as  long 
as  the  language  in  which  they  are  written  is  spoken  or 
understood.  1 

The  deceased  was  born  at  Manchline,  in  February 
1765,  and  had  thus  entered  the  seventieth  year  of  her 
age.  Her  father  was  an  industrious  master  mason,  in 
good  employment,  who  enjoyed  the  esteem  of  the 
gentry  and  others  within  the  district,  and  reared  the 
numerous  family  of  eleven  sons  and  daughters,  four  of 
whom  still  survive, — viz.  Robert,  a  respectable  mer- 
chant in  London;  James,  who  resides  in  the  town  of 
Paisley;  Mrs  Lees  and  Mrs  Brown.  The  alleged  cir- 
cumstances attending  Mrs  Burns'  union  with  the  Bard 
are  well  known,  and  may  be  dismissed  witli  the  remark, 
that  we  have  good  authority  for  saying,  that  they  have 
been  incorrectly  narrated  by  nearly  every  writer  who 
has  touched  upon  the  subject.  To  the  Poet,  Jean 
Armour  bore  a  family  of  five  sons  and  four  daughters. 
The  whole  of  the  latter  died  in  early  life,  and  were 
interred  in  the  cemetery  of  their  maternal  grandfather 
in  Mauchline  church-yard.  Of  the  sons  two  died  very 
young, — viz.  Francis  Wallace  and  Maxwell  Burns,  the 
last  of  whom  was  a  posthumous  child,  born  the  very 
day  his  father  was  buried.  Of  the  said  family  of  nine, 
three  sons  alone  survive — Robert,  the  eldest,  a  retired 
officer  of  the  Aecomptant  -  General's  Department, 
Stamp-Office,  London,  now  in  Dumfries;  and  William 
and  James  Glencairn  Burns,  in  the  Hon.  the  East  India 
Company's  Service. 

Burns  certainly  left  his  family  poor,  (and  how  could 
it  be  otherwise  \)  but  it  is  not  true,  as  Collector  Find- 
later  has  most  successfully  shown,  that  they  were  in 
immediate  want,  or  lacked  any  necessary  comfort.  The 
Relief  Fund  annuity  of  an  Exciseman's  widow  is  known 
to  be  small  (now,  we  believe,  about  £12  per  annum); 
but  Providence,  shortly  after  the  husband  and  father's 
decease,  raised  up  to  the  family  many  valuable  friends. 
Passing  exigencies  were  supplied  from  this  honourable 
source;  and  no  lengthened  period  elapsed  until  the 
active  and  disinterested  benevolence  of  Dr  Currie,  in 
conjunction  with  his  excellent  talents,  placed  atv  the 
feet  of  the  family,  to  the  great  delight  of  the  people  of 
Scotland,  very  nearly  £2000  sterling,  in  name  of  profits 
arising  from  the  Liverpool  edition  of  the  Poet's  works. 
The  Poet  died  in  1796,  and  up  to  1818,  his  widow's 
income  exceeded  not,  if  it  equalled,  sixty  pounds  per 
annum.  But  on  this  sum,  small  as  it  may  appear,  she 
contrived  to  maintain  a  decent  appearance,  was  never 
known  to  be  in  debt  or  wanting  in  charity — so  unaspir- 
ing were  her  ambition  and  views,  and  undeviating  her 
prudence,  economy,  and  frugality.  At  the  period  just 
mentioned,  Captain  James  Glencairn  Burns  wrote,  in 
breathless  haste,  from  India,  to  say,  that  having 
obtained  promotion,  through  the  kindness  of  the  Mar- 
quis of  Hastings,  he  had  been  enabled  to  set  apart  £150 
yearly  for  the  uses  of  his  mother,  and,  as  an  earnest  of 
affection,  transmitted  a  draft  for  £75.  And  it  is  due 


1  In  the  present  work  a  portrait  is  givpn  of  Mrs  Hum-  in 
advanced  life,  along  with  that  of  her  grandchild,  a  son  of 
Major  James  Glencairu  Burns,  late  of  the  East  India  Com- 
pany's service. 
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to  this  gentleman  to  say,  that  from  first  to  last,  includ- 
ing some  assistance  from  his  brother,  and  allowances 
for  his  infant  daughter  Sarah,  he  remitted  his  mother 
in  all  the  handsome  sum  of  £2400  sterling.  Leave  of 
absence,  and  some  other  circumstances,  at  length  im- 
paired the  means,  and  changed  the  fortunes,  of  the 
individual  alluded  to;  Captain  William  Burns,  later  in 
life,  very  cheerfully  took  his  brother's  place,  and  dis- 
charged, with  equal  promptitude,  generosity,  and  affec- 
tion, duties  dear  to  the  best  and  kindliest  feelings  of 
our  nature.  In  this  way,  for  sixteen  years  at  the  least, 
Mrs  Burns  enjoyed  an  income  of  £200  per  annum— a 
change  of  fortune  which  enabled  her  to  add  many  com- 
forts to  her  decent  domicile,  watch  over  the  education 
of  a  favourite  grandchild,  and  exercise,  on  a  broader 
scale,  the  Christian  duty  of  charity,  which  she  did  tho 
more  efficiently,  by  acting  hi  most  cat>es  as  her  owu 
almoner. 

It  is  generally  known,  that  Mrs  Dunlop  of  Dunlop 
was  the  first  efficient  patroness  of  Robert  Bums.  Of 
the  accuracy  of  this  fact  his  writings  furnish  the  most 
undoubted  proofs ;  and  it  would  appear  that  her  children 
inherited  her  feelings,  and  spread  the  same  mantle  of 
friendship  over  the  Poet's  family.  For  a  greater  num- 
ber of  years  than  our  memory  can  trace,  Mrs  Burns 
dined  every  Sunday,  after  attending  divine  service  in 
St  Michael's  Church,  with  the  late  Mrs  Perochan,  the 
eldest  daughter  of  Mrs  Dunlop  of  Dunlop;  and  was 
noticed  and  patronised  in  the  most  flattering  manner 
by  various  living  members  of  the  same  ancient  family, 
who  might  feel  offended,  did  we  dare  to  record  all  we 
happen  to  know  of  then-  exertions,  in  a  cause  which 
Scotsmen,  wherever  situated,  are  prone  to  identify  with 
the  land  of  their  birth. 

The  term  of  Mrs  Burns'  widowhood  extended  to 
thirty-eight  years,  in  itself  rather  an  unusual  circum- 
stance— and  in  July  1 796,  when  the  bereavement  occur- 
red, she  was  but  little  beyond  the  age  at  which  the 
majority  of  females  marry.  But  she  had  too  much 
respect  for  the  memory  of  her  husband,  and  regard  for 
his  children,  to  think  of  changing  her  name,  although 
she  might  have  done  so  more  than  once  with  advantage; 
and  was  even  careful  to  secure  on  lease,  and  repair  and 
embellish,  as  soon  as  she  could  afford  it,  the  decent 
though  modest  mansion  in  which  he  died.  And  here, 
for  more  than  thirty  years,  she  was  visited  by  thousands 
on  thousands  of  strangers,  from  the  Peer  down  to 
itinerant  sonnetteers — a  class  of  persons  to  whom  she 
never  refused  an  audience,  or  dismissed  unrewarded. 
Occasionally,  during  the  summer  months,  she  was  a 
good  deal  annoyed;  but  she  bore  all  in  patience,  and 
although  naturally  fond  of  quiet,  seemed  to  consider 
her  house  as  open  to  visitors,  and  its  mistress,  in  sonic 
degree,  the  property  of  the  public.  But  the  attentions- 
of  strangers  neither  turned  her  head,  nor  were  ever 
alluded  to  in  the  spirit  of  boasting;  and  had  it  not  been 
for  a  female  friend  who  accompanied  her  on  one  occa- 
sion to  the  King's  Arms  Inn,  to  meet,  by  invitation,  the 
Marchioness  of  Hastings,  no  one  would  have  known 
that  that  excellent  lady  directed  the  present  Marquis, 
who  was  then  a  boy,  to  present  Mrs  Burns  with  a  glass 
of  wine,  and  at  the  same  time  remarked,  that  "he  should 
consider  himself  very  highly  honoured,  and  cherish  the 
recollection  of  having  met  the  Poet's  widow,  as  long  as 
he  lived."  Hers,  in  short,  was  one  of  those  well- 
balanced  minds  that  cling  instinctively  to  propriety  and 
a  medium  in  all  things;  and  such  as  knew  the  deceased, 
earliest  and  latest,  were  unconscious  of  any  change  in 
2/ 
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her  demeanour  .and  habits,  excepting,  perhaps,  greater 
attention  to  dress,  and  more  refinement  of  manner, 
insensibly  acquired  by  frequent  intercourse  with  fami- 
lies of  the  first  respectability.  In  her  tastes,  she  was 
frugal,  simple,  and  pure;  and  delighted  in  music,  pic- 
tures, and  flowers.  In  spring  and  summer,  it  was 
impossible  to  pass  her  windows  without  being  struck 
with  the  beauty  of  the  floral  treasures  they  contained  ; 
and  if  extravagant  in  any  tiling,  it  was  in  the  article  of 
roots  and  plants  of  the  finest  sorts.  Fond  of  the  society 
of  young  people,  she  mingled,  as  long  as  able,  in  their 
innocent  pleasures,  and  cheerfully  filled  for  them  the 
cup  "  which  cheers  but  not  inebriates."  Although 
neither  a  sentimentalist  nor  a  "  blue  stocking,"  she  was 
a  clever  woman,  possessed  great  shrewdness,  discrimi- 
nated character  admirably,  and  frequently  made  very 
pithy  remarks;  and  were  this  the  proper  place  for  such 
a  detail,  proofs  of  what  is  stated  might  easily  be 
adduced. 

When  young,  she  must  have  been  a  handsome 
comely  woman,  if  not  indeed  a  beauty,  when  the  Poet 
saw  her  for  the  first  time  on  a  bleach-green  at  Mauch- 
line,  engaged  like  Peggy  and  Jenny  at  Habbie's  Howe. 
Her  limbs  were  cast  in  the  finest  mould ;  and  up  to 
middle  life  her  jet-black  eyes  were  clear  and  sparkling, 
her  carriage  easy,  and  her  step  light.  The  writer  of  the 
present  sketch  never  saw  Mrs  Burns  dance,  nor  heard 
her  sing;  but  he  has  learned  from  others  that  she  moved 
with  great  grace  on  the  floor,  and  chaunted  her  "  wood- 
notes  wild  "ma  style  but  rarely  equalled  by  unprofes- 
sional singers.  Her  voice  was  a  brilliant  treble,  and  in 
singing  '  Coolen,'  '  I  gaed  a  waeftr  gate  yestreen,'  and 
other  songs,  she  rose  without  effort  as  high  as  B  natu- 
ral. In  ballad  poetry  her  taste  was  good,  and  range  of 
reading  rather  extensive.  Her  memory,  too,  was 
strong,  and  she  could  quote  when  she  chose  at  consi- 
derable length,  and  with  great  aptitude.  Of  these 
powers  the  bard  was  so  well  aware,  that  he  read  to  her 
almost  every  piece  he  composed,  and  was  not  ashamed 
to  own  that  he  had  profited  by  her  judgment.  In  fact, 
none,  save  relations,  neighbours,  and  friends,  could  form 
a  proper  estimate  of  the  character  of  Mrs  Burns.  In 
the  presence  of  strangers  she  was  shy  and  silent,  and 
required  to  be  drawn  out,  or,  as  some  would  say,  shown 
off  to  advantage,  by  persons  who  possessed  her  confi- 
dence, and  knew  her  intimately. 

But  we  have  perhaps  said  enough,  and  although 
onr  heart  has  been  thrown  into  our  words,  the  portrait 
given  is  so  strictly  true  to  nature,  that  we  conclude  by 
saying,  in  the  spirit  of  a  friendship,  not  of  yesterday, — 
peace  to  the  manes,  and  honour  to  the  memory,  of 
Bonnie  Jean! 

The  remains  of  Mrs  Burns  were  interred  in  the 
family  vault  on  Tuesday,  the  1st  April,  with  many 
marks  of  public  respect,  in  presence  of  an  immense 
crowd  of  spectators.  Independently  of  the  Bard's 
Mausoleum,  St  Michael's  church-yard  is  perhnps  the 
most  remarkable  cemetery  in  Britain;  amidst  innumer- 
able tombs  thousands  on  thousands  sleep  below;  and 
on  the  day  alluded  to,  public  interest  or  curiosity  waxed 
so  intensely,  that  it  became,  if  such  an  expression  may 
be  used,  instinct  with  life  as  well  as  death.  By  many, 
a  strong  wish  was  expressed  that  the  funeral  should  be 
made  broadly  public;  others  again  objected  to  every- 
thing like  parade,  as  unsuited  to  the  quiet  retiring 
character  of  the  deceased;  and  amidst  counsels  and 
wishes  so  opposite  and  conflicting,  the  relatives  and 
executors  had  a  duty  to  discharge  which  was  felt  to  be 


exceedingly  onerous  and  perplexing.  The  magistrates 
and  commissioners  of  police  politely  offered  to  mark 
their  respect  for  Mrs  Burns'  memory  by  attending  her 
funeral  in  their  public  capacity — an  offer  so  honourable 
that  it  was  at  once  acknowledged  and  acceded  to  by 
the  trustees.  But  something  more  was  wanted,  in  the 
opinion  of  at  least  a  portion  of  the  public ;  and  as  the 
street  in  which  the  deceased  resided  is  short,  narrow, 
and  situated  so  near  to  the  church -yard,  as  to  injure 
the  appearance  of  any  procession,  it  was  anxiously  asked 
that  the  coffin  should  be  conveyed  in  a  hearse  to  the 
Council  Chamber  stairs,  and  from  thence  carried 
shoulder-high  along  the  line  of  the  principal  street.  On 
reflection,  however,  it  was  deemed  better  that  the  living 
should  go  to  the  dead,  than  the  dead  to  the  living.  The 
Magistrates  agreed  in  the  propriety  of  this,  and  issued 
cards  to  the  whole  of  the  Council,  appointing  a  meeting 
at  half-past  1 1  on  the  morning  of  Tuesday,  at  which 
hour  they  assembled,  and  shortly  after  moved  in  a  body 
to  Burns'-street,  amidst  a  throng  of  people  (many  of 
whom  had  voluntarily  arrayed  themselves  in  sables) 
such  as  has  rarely  been  witnessed  on  the  streets  of 
Dumfries.  Between  two  and  three  hundred  funeral 
letters  were  issued  in  compliance  with  the  usual  custom ; 
and  in  this  way,  while  the  private  feelings  of  friends 
were  conciliated,  the  public  were  gratified  in  as  far  as 
was  deemed  consistent  with  the  rules  of  decorum. 

As  many  persons  were  received  into  the  house  as  it 
could  possibly  contain,  including  various  clergymen, 
citizen  friends,  and  country  gentlemen,  among  the  latter 
of  whom  we  observed  Sir  Thos.  Wallace,  a  kind  personal 
friend  of  the  deceased;  Sir  Thomas  Kirkpatrick;  Mr 
Dunlop,  Southwick;  Mr  Jas.  M'Alpine  Leny  of  Dal- 
swinton;  Mr  John  Dunlop,  Kosefield;  Mr  MacAdam  of 
Castledykes  ;  Major  Adair;  Mr  Hannah  of  Hannah- 
field;  Major  Davies;  Mr  John  Staig;  the  Provost  and 
Magistrates,  &c.  &c.  Eloquent  prayers  were  put  up  on 
the  occasion  by  the  Reverend  Messrs  Wightman,  Fyffe, 
Dunlop,  and  Wallace;  and  after  the  usual  forms  had 
been  observed,  the  coffin  was  placed  on  spokes,  and 
borne  by  many  to  its  final  resting  place.  Throwing  a 
stone  to  a  chieftain's  cairn  was  deemed  an  honour  by 
our  Celtic  ancestors,  and  a  similar  feeling  obviously  pre- 
vailed in  regard  to  the  funeral  obsequies  of  the  Poet's 
widow.  Before  one  person  had  well  touched  a  spoke 
he  was  succeeded  by  another,  eager  to  share  in  the 
same  mournful  duty;  and  although  the  distance  was 
extremely  short,  several  hundred  hands  bore  the  body 
along  by  shifting  as  frequently  as  St  Michael's  bell 
tolled.  Though  the  crowd  was  very  dense,  forests  of 
heads  were  thrown  into  lines  as  the  procession  moved 
forward;  every  window  was  filled  with  spectators; 
numerous  visitors  were  observed  from  the  country ;  and, 
altogether,  the  scene  reminded  many  of  the  memorable 
day  of  the  Poet's  funeral.  So  great  was  the  anxiety  to 
enter  the  Mausoleum,  that  the  pressure,  in  the  first 
instance,  occasioned  a  slight  degree  of  confusion;  but 
in  a  minute  or  two  order  was  restored,  and  the  body 
lowered  slowly  and  solemnly  into  the  family  vault.  The 
chief  mourners  then  descended,  took  the  stations 
assigned  them,  and  after  every  thing  had  been  adjusted, 
placed  the  coffin  in  a  grave  dug  to  the  depth  of  four 
feet.  Five  relatives  attended  the  interment,  viz.  Mr 
Robert  Burns,  eldest  son  of  the  Poet,  Mr  Robert 
Armour,  the  widow's  brother,  and  the  husbands  of  three 
nieces,  the  Messrs  Irving  and  Mr  M'Kinnel.  But  there 
were  other  chief  mourners,  and  among  those  we  observed 
Mr  Dunlop,  Southwick,  Provost  Murray,  Dr  John 
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Symoiw,  Mr  Booie,  and  Mr  M'Diarmid.  The  grave  was 
covered  in  a  brief  space;  the  chief  mourners  then  with- 
drew; and  after  every  thing  foreign  had  been  removed 
from  the  vault,  the  executors  gave  the  necessary  direc- 
tions for  restoring  the  large  stone  which  guards  the 
entrance  to  the  tomb  of  our  great  national  Poet.  As 


effects  of  some  undefinable  emotion,  while  gazing  on 
all  that  remained  of  one  "  whose  fume  is  as  wide  as 
the  world  itself."  But  the  scene,  however  imposing, 
was  brief;  for  tlie  instant  the  workmen  inserted  a  sh.-ll 
or  wooden  case  beneath  the  origiml  coffin,  the  he;id 
separated  from  the  trunk,  and  the  whole  body,  with 


this  was  a  task  of  considerable  labour,  hours  elapsed     the  exception  of  the  bones,  crumbled  into  dust.     Not- 


before  it  could  be  completed,  and,  in  the  interim, 
thousands  had  an  opportunity  of  gratifying  their  curi- 
osity by  taking  a  parting  look  at  the  resting  place  of 
genius. 

EXHUMATION  OF  THE  POET. — It  is  generally  known 
that  the  remains  of  Burns  were  exhumed,  privately, 
on  the  19th  September,  1815,  and  deposited,  with 
every  regard  to  decency,  in  the  arched  vault  attached 
to  the  Mausoleum,  then  newly  erected  in  honour  of  his 
memory.  The  principal  actors,  on  that  occasion,  were 
the  late  Convener  Thomson,  and  Mr  Miiligan,  builders, 
Mr  Grierson,  Secretary  to  the  Monument  Committee, 
and  Mr  Bogie,  Terraughty.  Originally  his  ashes  la>  in 
the  north  corner  of  the  church-yard;  and  as  years 
elapsed  before  any  general  movement  was  made,  his 
widow,  with  pious  care,  marked  the  spot  by  a  modest 
monument,  the  expense  of  which  she  willingly  defrayed 
out  of  her  own  slender  means.  In  the  first  instance, 
attempts  were  made  to  enlarge  the  church-yard  wall, 
and  thus  avert  the  necessity  of  a  ceremony,  in  the 
highest  degree  revolting  to  the  feelings  of  Mrs  Burns; 
but  the  spot  was  so  narrow,  and  interfered  so  closely 
with  the  property  of  others,  that  the  idea  was  aban- 
doned as  utterly  impracticable.  On  the  day,  therefore, 
already  named,  the  committee  chosen  proceeded  to  the 
spot  before  the  sun  had  risen,  and  went  to  work  so 
rapidly,  that  they  had  well  nigh  completed  their  pur- 
pose previous  to  the  assemblage  of  any  crowd. — And  it 
was  fortunate  their  measures  were  so  wisely  taken;  for 
though  the  gates  of  St  Michael's  were  carefully  locked, 
a  few  early  risers,  and  accidental  observers,  communi- 
cated so  speedily  their  suspicions  to  others,  that  before 
the  entrance  to  the  vault  could  be  closed,  an  immense 
crowd  besieged  the  church-yard  walls,  and  on  leave 
being  refused,  readily  found  the  means  of  admitting 
themselves.  Still  the  individuals  alluded  to  discharged, 
with  the  greatest  sternness,  their  duty  as  sentinels,  by 
repressing  all  attempts  at  obtaining  bones,  or  indeed 
any  thing  connected  with  the  respective  coffins  of  the 
Bard  and  his  two  sons.  As  a  report  had  been  spread 
that  the  largest  coffin  was  made  of  oak,  hopes  were 
entertained  that  it  would  be  possible  to  remove  it 
without  injury,  or  public  examination  of  any  kind. 
But  this  hope  proved  fallacious;  on  testing  the  coffin  it 
was  found  to  be  composed  of  ordinary  materials,  and 
liable  to  yield  to  the  slightest  pressure;  and  the  lid 
partially  removed,  a  spectacle  was  unfolded,  which, 
considering  the  fame  of  the  mighty  dead,  has  rarely 
been  witnessed  by  a  single  human  being.  There  lay 
the  remains  of  the  great  Poet,  to  all  appearance  entire, 
retaining  various  traces  of  recent  vitality,  or,  to  speak 
more  correctly,  exhibiting  the  features  of  one  who  had 
newly  sunk  into  the  sleep  of  death.  The  forehead 
struck  every  one  as  beautifully  arched,  if  not  so  high 
as  might  have  been  reasonably  supposed,  while  the 
scalp  was  rather  thickly  covered  with  hair,  and  the 
teeth  perfectly  firm  and  white.  Altogether,  the  scene 
was  so  imposing,  that  the  commonest  workmen  stood 
uncovered  as  the  late  Dr  Gregory  did  at  the  exhuma- 
tion of  the  remains  of  King  Robert  Bruce,  and  for  some 
moments  remained  inactive,  as  if  thrilling  under  the 


withstanding  of  the  solemnity  the  occusiun  required,  at 
least  a  few  felt  constrained  to  lift  and  examine  the 
skull  -  probably  under  the  inspiration  of  feelings  akin 
to  those  of  Hamlet,  when  he  leaned  and  moralized  over 
Yorick's  grave,  and  who,  if  aware  of  the  passage,  might 
have  quoted  appropriately  enough  the  language  of 
Byron: — 

"  Look  on  its  broken  arch  and  nrned  luill — 
Its  chambers  desolate  and  portals  foul ; 

Yes,  this  was  once  Ambition'!-  airy  liall. 
The  dome  of  thought,  the  palace  of  the  soul '. 

Behold  through  each  lack-lustre  eyeless  hole, 
The  gay  recess  of  wisdom  and  of  wit — 

Of  passion's  host  that  never  brooked  control- 
Cm)  all  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ. 

People  tliis  lonely  tower— this  tenement  refit." 

Every  thing,  as  we  have  said,  was  conducted  with 
the  greatest  propriety  and  care;  and  after  the  second 
grave-bed  of  the  Poet  and  his  offspring  had  been  care- 
fully prepared,  the  original  tomb-stone  was  placed 
above  their  ashes,  and  the  vault  closed  for  a  period  of 
nearly  nineteen  years— that  is,  from  the  ISth  Septem- 
ber, 181 5,  till  the  '-'8th  March,  18:54.  The  well-known 
Mr  Matthews,  a  man  of  high  and  original  genius,  on 
one  occasion  paid  a  visit  to  Dumfries;  and  it  fell  to  the 
lot  of  the  writer  (Mr  M'Diannid)  to  accompany  him  to 
the  house  of  Mrs  Bums,  and  St  Michael's  church-yard. 
On  entering  the  mausoleum,  the  great  comedian  became 
obviously  highly  excited,  and,  after  a  little  pause,  in- 
quired eagerly  "  what  has  become  of  the  original  tomb- 
stone?" and  on  this  question  being  answered,  expressed 
the  greatest  regret  that  it  had  not  been  inserted  as  part 
of  the  pavement  in  front  of  the  sculpture,  as  was  done 
in  the  case  of  Shakspeare's  mausoleum  at  Stratford- 
upon- Avon.  And  here  we  cannot  resist  quoting  a  brief 
passage  from  the  works  of  Mr  Washington  Irving: — 
''  A  few  years  since,  as  some  labourers  were  digging  to 
make  an  adjoining  vault,  the  earth  caved  in  so  as  to 
leave  a  vacant  space  almost  like  an  arch,  through 
which  one  might  have  looked  into  Shakspcare's  grave. 
No  one,  however,  presumed  to  meddle  with  his  bones, 
so  awfully  guarded  by  a  malediction;  and  lest  any  of 
the  idle  or  curious,  or  any  collector  of  relics,  should 
have  been  tempted  to  commit  depredations,  the  old 
sexton  kept  watcli  over  the  spot  for  two  days,  until 
the  vault  was  finished,  and  the  aperture  closed.  He 
told  me  he  had  made  bold  to  look  in  at  the  hole,  but 
could  sec  neither  coffin  nor  bones — nothing  but  dust. 
It  was  something,  I  thouyhl,  to  have  seen  even  the  dust  of 
S/ia/o>peare." 

The  remains  of  Mrs  Burns,  as  has  already  been 
stated,  were  interred  on  Tuesday,  the  1st  April.  On 
the  day  preceding,  the  vault  was  opened  by  Mr  Crom- 
bie — a  work  of  considerable  difficulty  and  labour — and 
the  keys  of  the  mausoleum,  which  is  guarded  round 
and  round  with  high  iron-pillared  doors,  placed  tem- 
porarily iu  the  possession  of  Mr  M'Diarmid  And  here 
it  may  be  l>e«t  to  confess  the  whole  truth,  and  "onceal 
nothing.  Ever  since  we  became  acquainted  with 
what  occurred  on  the  19th  September,  1815,  we  havo 
regretted  that  so  favourable  an  opportunity  was  missed 
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of  taking  a  cast  from  the  Poet's  skull, — and  the  more 
so,  when  informed  that  a  phrenologist  had  made  an 
imaginary  one  from  his  works  and  history,  and  on  this 
theory  assigned  to  Burns  all  the  qualities  of  a  great 
statesman.  In  this  regret  we  were  joined  by  many, 
and  not  a  few  persons  here  and  elsewhere,  by  word  and 
by  letter,  prompted  and  urged  the  propriety  of  a  mea- 
sure we  had  previously  determined  to  adopt,  if  pos- 
sible. But  one  difficulty  remained  behind— soothing 
the  repugnance,  and  conciliating  the  feelings  of  those 
who  alone  had  a  right  to  decide — the  principal  male 
relatives  of  the  Bard  and  his  late  relict.  Mr  Armour 
arrived  from  London  by  Monday's  mail,  and  we  confess 
It  was  six  o'clock,  p.  M.,  before  we  could  find  courage  to 
introduce  the  subject.  We  did,  however,  name  it  at 
last,  and  after  much  anxious  conversation,  obtained  a 
reluctant  and  conditional  consent.  From  this  moment 
matters  were  put  hi  train,  and  by  seven  a  small  party 
repaired,  one  by  one,  and  by  different  routes,  to  St 
Michael's  church-yard.  But  the  hour  was  found 
unsuitable,  and  the  opportunity  inapt,  from  the  num- 
ber of  anxious  eyes  that  were  still  abroad.  At  nine, 
however,  the  attempt  was  renewed  with  all  the  success 
which  the  most  enthusiastic  admirers  of  genius  or 
science  could  desire.  Again  the  party  conferred  pri- 
vately, and  proceeded  stealthily,  one  after  another,  by 
the  quietest  paths,  and  after  clambering  over  the 
church  yard  walls,  met  by  appointment  in  front  of  the 
mausoleum.  In  this,  it  must  be  confessed,  there  was 
something  degrading,  which  reminded  us  of  the  horrid 
trade  of  body-snatching;  but  the  most  profound  secrecy 
was  indispensible,  and  if  there  be  any  who  feel  inclined  to 
impute  blame,  all  we  can  say  is — our  motives  were  good, 
and  totally  alien  to  those  of  idle  curiosity.  Mr  Blacklock 
offered  his  services  at  a  favourable  moment,  and  it  was 
well  we  had  a  gentleman  with  us  qualified  to  give  a 
scientific  account  of  the  appearance,  preservation,  and 
peculiarities  of  the  skull.  While  one  of  our  number 
kept  watch  above,  the  rest  of  the  party  descended 
into  the  vault  by  means  of  a  ladder  and  a  muffled 
lantern ;  and  we  shall  not  readily  forget  the  mingled 
emotions  that  arose  in  the  mind, — passing  away  and 
returning  with  the  most  thrilling  influence, — as  we 
stood  solemnly  on  the  Poet's  grave,  and  recalled  the 
awful  malediction  of  Shakspeare.  The  night  was  most 
serene,  and  the  dim  light  of  the  lantern,  and  the  lone- 
liness of  the  vault,  contrasted  strikingly  with  the  lam- 
bent light  of  the  host  of  stars  that  sparkled  brightly  in 
the  heavens  above.  Mr  Crombie's  knowledge  of  loca- 
lities rendered  the  process  of  disinterment  compara- 
tively easy,  and  Mr  Bogie,  who  had  seen  the  skull  in 
1815,  proclaimed  its  identity  the  moment  it  appeared. 
But  in  the  absence  of  such  a  witness,  its  size  and 
character  were  quite  sufficient  to  avouch  the  fact,  and, 
after  it  had  been  carefully  cleaned,  a  cast  was  taken 
from  it  before  the  parties  retired  to  rest.  In  the  exe- 
cution of  this  duty  they  received  the  most  efficient 
assistance  from  Mr  James  Fraser,  plasterer,  whose 
skill  and  style  of  handling  would  do  no  discredit  to  a 
London  artist.  Just  as  the  party  were  about  to  sepa- 
rate, the  clock  chimed  the  hour  of  one;  and  although 
ten  individuals  were  present  at  the  last,  including  Pro- 
vost Murray,  Mr  Hamilton,  writer,  and  Rector  M'Mil- 
lan,  the  largest  hat  of  the  whole  was  found  too  narrow 
to  receive  the  skull — a  sufficient  proof  of  its  extraordi- 
nary size.  Early  on  Tuesday  morning,  a  leaden  box 
was  made,  and  carefully  lined  with  the  softest  mate- 
rials, and  on  the  same  day,  we,  as  in  duty  bound,  wit- 


nessed the  re  interment  of  the  sacred  relic  it  contained, 
previous  to  the  funeral  of  Mrs  Burns.  The  pious  wish 
expressed  by  Mr  Matthews  has  at  length  been  gratified, 
by  removing  the  original  tomb-stone  from  the  vault, 
and  placing  it  within  the  iron  railing  which  protects 
the  sculpture.  In  accomplishing  this,  the  said  railing 
had  to  be  slightly  enlarged;  and  the  stone  now  occu- 
pies a  position  where  it  can  be  seen  by  all,  without 
being  trode  upon,  or  injured  by  any.  The  inscriptions 
upon  it  are  as  follow,  the  closing  one  having  being 
chiseled  within  the  last  few  days: 

"In  memory  of  Robert  Bums,  who  died  the  21st 
July,  1796,  in  the  37th  year  of  his  age;  and  Maxwell 
Burns,  who  died  25th  April,  1 799,  aged  two  years  and 
nine  months.  Also,  of  Francis  Wallace  Burns,  who 
died  9th  July,  1803,  aged  fourteen  years.  Also,  of 
Jean  Armour,  relict  of  the  Poet,  born  February,  1 765, 
died  26th  March,  1834." 

The  following  is  from  the  pen  of  Mr  Blacklock: 

"  On  Monday  night,  the  31st  March,  1834,  Mr  John 
M'Diarmid,  Mr  Adam  Rankine,  Mr  James  Kerr,  Mr 
James  Bogie,  Mr  Andrew  Crombie,  and  the  subscriber, 
descended  into  the  vault  of  the  Mausoleum,  for  the 
purpose  of  examining  the  remains  of  Burns,  and,  if 
possible,  procuring  a  cast  of  his  skull.  Mr  Crombie 
having  witnessed  the  exhumation  of  the  Bard's  remains 
in  1815,  and  seen  them  deposited  in  their  present  rest- 
ing place,  at  once  pointed  out  the  exact  spot  where 
the  head  would  be  found,  and  a  few  spadefulls  of 
loose  sandy  soil  being  removed,  the  skull  was  brought 
into  view,  and  carefully  lifted. 

"  The  cranial  bones  were  perfect  in  every  respect,  if 
we  except  a  little  erosion  of  their  external  table,  and 
firmly  held  together  by  their  sutures;  even  the  deli- 
cate bones  of  the  orbits,  with  the  trifling  exception  of 
the  os  unguis  in  the  left,  were  sound  and  uninjured  by 
death  and  the  grave.  The  superior  maxillary  bones 
still  retained  the  four  most  posterior  teeth  on  each 
side,  including  the  denies  sapientice,  and  all  without  spot 
or  blemish;  the  incisores,  cuspidati,  &[c,  had,  in  all  pro- 
bability, recently  dropt  from  the  jaw,  for  the  alveoli 
were  but  little  ^decayed.  The  bones  of  the  face  and 
palate  were  also  sound.  Some  small  portions  of  black 
hair,  with  a  very  few  grey  hairs  intermixed,  were 
observed  while  detaching  some  extraneous  matter 
from  the  occiput.  Indeed,  nothing  could  exceed  the 
high  state  of  preservation  in  which  we  found  the  bones 
of  the  cranium,  or  offer  a  fairer  opportunity  of  supply- 
ing what  has  so  long  been  desiderated  by  phrenologists 
— a  correct  model  of  our  immortal  Poet's  head:  and  in 
order  to  accomplish  this  in  the  most  accurate  and  satis- 
factory manner,  every  particle  of  sand,  or  other  foreign 
body,  was  carefully  washed  off,  and  the  plaster  of  Paris 
applied  with  all  the  tact  and  accuracy  of  an  experienced 
artist.  The  cast  is  admirably  taken,  and  cannot  fail  to 
prove  highly  interesting  to  phrenologists  and  others. 

"  Having  completed  our  intention,  the  skull,  securely 
enclosed  in  a  leaden  case,  was  again  committed  to  the 
earth  precisely  where  we  found  it. 

"  ARCHD.  BLACKLOCK." 

"  Dumfries,  1st  April,  1834." 

A  cast  from  the  skull  having  been  transmitted  to  the 
Phrenological  Society  of  Edinburgh,  the  following  view 
of  the  cerebral  development  of  Burns  was  drawn  up  by 
Mr  George  Combe,  and  published  in  connection  with 
four  views  of  the  cranium: — 


PHRENOLOGICAL  INDICATIONS  OF  THE  SKULL. 


I. — DIMENSIONS  OF  THE  SKULL. 

Oreatest  circumference, 2iJ 

From  Occipital  Spine  to  Individuality,  over  the  top  of 

the  head 14 

Ear  to  ear  vertically  over  the  top  of  the  head,        13 

Philoprogeuitiveness  to  Individuality,  (greatest 

length),  8 

Concentrativeness  of  Comparison,        .       .       .    7J 

Ear  to  Philoprogenitiveness,      .       .       .       .       4f 

Individuality 4| 

Benevolence,  5J 

-  Firmness, 5J 

Destructiveness  to  Destructiveness,         .        .       6f 

Secretiveness  to  Secret! veness,      ....    6} 

.  Cautiousness  to  Cautiousness,  ...       6} 

• Ideality  to  Ideality, 4| 

Constructiveness  to  Constructiveness,      .        .       4J 

Mastoid  Process  to  Mastoid  Process,  .       .    4f 

II. — DEVELOPEMENT  OF  THE  ORGANS. 

Scale. 

1.  Amati veness,  rather  large,         .  .  16 

2.  Philoprogenitiveness,  very  large,  .  .      90 

3.  Concentrativeness,  large,  .  .  18 

4.  Adhesiveness,  very  large,    .  .  .20 

5.  Combati  veness,  very  large,        .  .          20 

6.  Destructiveness,  large,        .  .  .18 

7.  Secretiveness,  large,        ...  19 

8.  Acquisitiveness,  rather  large,         .  .      16 

9.  Constructiveness,  full,     ...  15 

10.  Self-Esteem,  large,    .           .           .  .18 

1 1.  Love  of  Approbation,  very  large,        .  20 

12.  Cautiousness,             .           .           .  .19 

13.  Benevolence,  very  large,           .           .  20 

14.  Veneration,  large,     .           .           .  .18 

15.  Firmness,  full,       ....  15 

16.  Conscientiousness,  full,         .            .  .15 

17.  Hope,  full,              ....  14 

18.  Wonder,  large,           .           .           .  .18 

19.  Ideality,  large,       ....  18 

20.  Wit,  or  Mirthfullness,  full,               .  .      IS 

21.  Imitation,  large,                            .           .  19 

22.  Individuality,  large,              .           .  .19 

23.  Form,  rather  large,          ...  16 

24.  Size,  rather  large,      .            .            .  .17 
23.  Weight,  rather  large,      ...  16 

26.  Colouring,  rather  large,       .           .  .16 

27.  Locality,  large,     ....  18 

28.  Number,  rather  full,            .           .  .12 

29.  Order,  full,            ....  14 

30.  Eventuality,  large,    .           .           .  .18 

31.  Time,  rather  large,                     .           •  16 

32.  Tune,  full,       .            .            .            .  .15 

33.  Language,  uncertain,     ... 

34.  Comparison,  rather  large,    .           .  .17 

35.  Causality,  large,  ....  18 

The  scale  of  the  organs  indicates  their  relative  proportions 
to  each  other;  2  it  idiotcy—10  moderate— 14  fuU— 18  large; 
and  20  very  large. 

The  cast  of  a  skull  does  not  show  the  temperament 
of  the  individual,  but  the  portraits  of  Burns  indicate 
the  bilious  and  nervous  temperaments,  the  sources  of 
strength,  activity,  and  susceptibility;  and  the  descrip- 
tions given  by  his  contemporaries  of  his  beaming  and 
energetic  eye,  and  the  rapidity  and  impetuosity  of  his 
manifestations,  establish  the  inference  that  his  brain 
was  active  and  susceptible. 

Size  in  the  brain,  other  conditions  being  equal,  is 
the  measure  of  mental  power.  The  skull  of  Burns 
indicates  a  large  brain.  The  length  is  eighth,  and  the 
greatest  breadth  nearly  six  inches.  The  circumference 
is  2"2J  inches.  These  measurements  exceed  the  average 
of  Scottish  living  heads,  including  the  integuments,  for 
which  four-eighths  of  an  inch  may  be  allowed. 

The  brain  of  Burns,  therefore,  possessed  the  two  ele- 
ments of  power  and  activity. 


The  portions  of  the  brain  which  manifest  the  animal 
propensities  are  uncommonly  large,  indicating  strong 
passions,  and  great  energy  in  action  under  their  influ- 
ence. The  group  of  organs  manifesting  the  domestic 
affections  (Amativeness,  Philoprogenitive-ness,  and 
Adhesiveness)  is  large ;  Philoprogenitiveness  uncom- 
monly so  for  a  male  head.  The  organs  of  Combative- 
ness  and  Destructiveness  are  large,  bespeaking  great 
heat  of  temper,  impatience,  and  liability  to  irritation. 

Secretiveness  and  Cautiousness  are  both  large,  and 
would  confer  considerable  power  of  restraint,  where  he 
felt  restraint  to  be  necessary. 

Acquisitiveness,  Self-Esteem,  and  Love  of  Approba- 
tion, are  also  in  ample  endowment,  although  the  first 
is  less  than  the  other  two;  these  feelings  give  the  love 
of  property,  a  high  consideration  of  self,  and  desire 
of  the  esteem  of  others.  The  first  quality  will  not  be 
so  readily  conceded  to  Burns  as  the  second  and  third, 
which,  indeed,  were  much  stronger;  but  the  phrenolo- 
gist records  what  is  presented  by  nature,  in  full  confi- 
dence that  the  manifestations,  when  the  character  is 
correctly  understood,  will  be  found  to  correspond  with 
the  developement,  and  he  states  that  the  bruin  indi- 
cates considerable  love  of  property. 

The  organs  of  the  moral  sentiments  are  also  largely 
developed.  Ideality,  Wonder,  Imitation,  and  Benevo- 
lence, are  the  largest  in  size.  Veneration  also  is  large. 
Conscientiousness,  Firmness,  and  Hope  are  full. 

The  Knowing  organs,  or  those  of  perceptive  intellect, 
are  large ;  and  the  organs  of  Reflection  are  also  consi- 
derable, but  less  than  the  former.  Causality  is  larger 
than  Comparison,  and  Wit  is  less  than  either. 

The  skull  indicates  the  combination  of  strong  animal 
passions  with  equally  powerful  emotions.  If  the  natural 
morality  had  been  less,  the  endowment  of  the  propen- 
sities is  sufficient  to  have  constituted  a  character  of  the 
most  desperate  description.  The  combination,  as  it 
exists,  bespeaks  a  mind  extremely  subject  to  contend- 
ing emotions — capable  of  great  good,  or  great  evil — 
and  encompassed  with  vast  difficulties  in  preserving  a 
steady,  even,  onward  course  of  practical  morality. 

In  the  combination  of  very  large  Philoprogenitiveness 
and  Adhesiveness,  with  very  large  Benevolence  and 
large  Ideality,  we  find  the  elements  of  that  exquisite 
tenderness  and  refinement,  which  Burns  so  frequently 
manifested  even  when  at  the  worst  stage  of  his  career. 
In  the  combination  of  great  Combat i veness,  Destruc- 
tiveness, and  Self-Esteem,  we  find  the  fundamental 
qualities  which  inspired  "  Scots  wha  hae  wi'  Wallace 
bled,"  and  similar  productions. 

The  combination  of  large  Secretiveness,  Imitation, 
and  the  perceptive  organs,  gives  the  elements  of  his 
dramatic  talent  and  humour.  The  skull  indicates  a 
decided  talent  for  Humour,  but  less  for  Wit.  The 
public  are  apt  to  confound  the  talents  for  Wit  and 
Humour.  The  metaphysicians,  however,  have  distin- 
guished them,  and  in  the  phrenological  works  their 
different  elements  are  pointed  out.  Burns  possessed 
the  talent  for  satire;  Destructiveness,  added  to  the 
combination  which  gives  Humour,  produces  it. 

An  unskilful  observer,  looking  at  the  forehead,  might 
suppose  it  to  be  moderate  in  size;  but  when  the  dimen- 
sions of  the  anterior  lobe,  in  both  length  and  breadth, 
are  attended  to,  the  Intellectual  organs  will  be  recog- 
nised to  have  been  large.  The  anterior  lobe  projects 
so  much  that  it  gives  an  appearance  of  narrowness  to 
the  forehead  which  is  not  real.  This  is  the  cause,  also, 
why  Benevolence  appears  to  lie  farther  back  than  usual. 
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An  anterior  lobe  of  this  magnitude  indicates  great 
intellectual  power.  The  combination  of  large  Percep- 
tive and  Reflecting  organs  (Causality  predominant), 
with  large  Concentrativeness  and  large  organs  of  the 
feelings,  gives  that  sagacity  and  vigorous  common  sense 
for  which  Burns  was  distinguished. 

The  skull  rises  high  above  Causality,  and  spreads  wide 
in  the  region  of  Ideality;  the  strength  of  his  moral 
feelings  lay  in  that  region. 

The  combination  of  large  organs  of  the  Animal 
Propensities,'  with  little  Cautiousness,  and  only  full 
Hope,  together  with  the  unfavourable  circumstances  in 
which  he  was  placed,  accounts  for  the  melancholy  and 
internal  unhappiness  with  which  Burns  was  so  fre- 
quently afflicted.  This  melancholy  was  rendered  still 
deeper  by  bad  health. 

The  combination  of  Acquisitiveness,  Cautiousness, 
Love  of  Approbation,  and  Conscientiousness,  is  the 
source  of  his  keen  feelings  in  regard  to  pecuniary 
independence.  The  great  power  of  his  Animal  Pro- 
pensities would  give  him  strong  temptations  to  waste; 
but  the  combination  just  mentioned  would  impose  a 
powerful  restraint.  The  head  indicates  the  elements 
of  an  economical  character,  and  it  is  known  that  he 
died  free  from  debt,  notwithstanding  the  smallness  of 
his  salary. 

No  phrenologist  can  look  upon  this  head,  and  con- 
sider the  circumstances  in  which  Burns  was  placed, 
without  vivid  feelings  of  regret.  Burns  must  have 
walked  the  earth  with  a  consciousness  of  great  supe- 
riority over  his  associates  in  the  station  in  which  he 
was  placed — of  powers  calculated  for  a  far  higher 
sphere  than  that  which  he  was  able  to  reach,  and  of 
passions  which  he  could  with  difficulty  restrain,  and 
which  it  was  fatal  to  indulge,  If  he  had  been  placed 
from  infancy  in  the  higher  ranks  of  life,  liberally  edu- 
cated, and  employed  in  pursuits  corresponding  to  his 
powers,  the  inferior  portion  of  his  nature  would  have 
lost  part  of  its  energy,  while  his  better  qualities  would 
have  assumed  a  decided  and  permanent  superiority. 


LETTER  FROM  MR  JAMES  GRAYl 
TO  GILBERT  BURNS. 

CONTAININO  OBSERVATIONS  ON  THE  LAST  THREE  YEARS 
OF  THE  POET'S  LIFE. 

IT  was  my  good  fortune  to  be  introduced  to  the  Poet 
soon  after  I  went  to  Dumfries.  This  was  early  in  1 794, 
and  I  saw  him  often  and  intimately  during  the  remain- 
der of  his  life.  I  have  often  been  with  him  in  his 
scenes  of  merriment,  passing  with  him  the  social  hour. 
I  have  been  delighted  by  the  constant  flashes  of  a 
brilliant  wit,  playful  or  caustic,  as  the  occasion  re- 
quired; but  never  disgusted  by  any  thing  coarse,  vicious, 
or  vulgar.  I  have  not  unfrequently  enjoyed  with  him 
the  morning  walk — seen  him  clear  and  unclouded.  I 
was  astonished  by  the  extent  and  promptitude  of  his 
information — by  his  keen  inspection  into  human  cha- 
racter— by  the  natural,  warm,  and  energetic  flow  of  his 
eloquence — and  by  the  daring  flights  of  his  imagina- 
tion. I  have  often  seen  him  pourtray,  with  a  pencil 
dipped  in  the  colours  of  the  rainbow,  every  thing  fair, 


1  Mr  Gray  was  master  of  the  High  School  of  Dumfries  in 
Burns's  day.  He  latterly  became  a  chaplain  in  the  Hon.  East 
India  Company's  service,  and  died  at  Cutch  iu  1830. 
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great,  or  sublime,  in  human  character  or  nature  at 
large ;  and  along  with  those,  I  ever  heard  him  the 
zealous  advocate  of  humanity,  religion,  virtue,  and 
freedom.  On  these  occasions  I  have  heard  him  quote 
the  English  poets,  from  Shakspeare  down  to  Cowper; 
while  their  finest  passages  seemed  to  acquire  new  beauty 
from  his  energetic  recitation.  His  countenance,  on  these 
occasions,  would  brighten,  and  his  large  dark  eyes 
would  sparkle  with  delight.  At  other  times  he  would 
roll  them  over  the  purple  tints  of  the  morning  sky,  or 
the  varied  beauties  of  a  fine  landscape;  while  he  would 
burst  out  into  glowing  descriptions,  or  enthusiastic 
strains  of  adoration,  worthy  of  the  royal  Hebrew  bard. 

He  seemed  to  me  to  frequent  convivial  parties  from 
the  same  feelings  with  which  he  wrote  poetry,  because 
nature  had  eminently  qualified  him  to  shine  there,  and 
he  never  on  any  occasion  indulged  in  solitary  drinking. 
He  was  always  the  living  spirit  of  the  company,  and, 
by  the  communications  of  his  genius,  seemed  to  anU 
mate  every  one  present  with  a  portion  of  his  own  fire. 
He  indulged  in  the  sally  of  wit  and  humour,  of  striking 
originality,  and  sometimes  of  bitter  sarcasm,  but  always 
free  from  i  he  least  taint  of  grossness.  I  was,  from  the 
commencement  of  my  acquaintance  with  him,  struck 
with  his  aversion  to  all  kinds  of  indelicacy,  and  have 
seen  him  dazzle  and  delight  a  party  for  hours  together 
by  the  brilliancy  and  rapidity  of  his  flashes,  without 
even  an  allusion  that  could  give  ofience  to  vestal  purity. 

I  often  met  him  at  breakfast  parties,  which  were 
then  customary  at  Dumfries ;  and  on  these  occasions,  if 
he  had  been  suffering  from  midnight  excesses,  it  must 
have  been  apparent.  But  his  whole  air  was  that  of 
one  who  had  enjoyed  refreshing  slumbers,  and  who 
arose  happy  in  himself,  and  to  diffuse  happiness  on 
all  around  him;  his  complexion  was  fresh  and  clear, 
his  eye  brilliant,  his  whole  frame  vigorous  and  elastic, 
and  his  imagination  ever  on  the  wing.  His  morning 
conversations  were  marked  by  an  impassioned  elo- 
quence that  seemed  to  flow  from  immediate  inspira- 
tion, and  shed  an  atmosphere  of  light  and  beauty 
around  every  thing  it  touched,  alternately  melting  and 
elevating  the  souls  of  all  who  heard  him.  In  our  soli- 
tary walks  on  a  summer  morning,  the  simplest  floweret 
by  the  way-side,  every  sight  of  rural  simplicity  and 
happiness,  every  creature  that  seemed  to  drink  the  joy 
of  the  seasons,  awakened  the  sympathy  of  his  heart, 
which  flowed  in  spontaneous  music  from  his  lips  ;  and 
every  new  opening  of  the  beauty  or  the  magnificence  of 
the  scene  before  him  called  forth  the  poetry  of  his  soul. 

As  a  friend,  no  views  of  selfishness  ever  made  him 
faithless  to  those  whom  he  had  once  honoured  with 
that  name  —  ever  ready  to  aid  them  by  the  wisdom 
of  his  counsels,  when  his  means  were  inadequate  to 
their  relief;  and,  by  a  delicate  sympathy,  to  soothe 
the  sufferings  and  the  sorrows  he  could  not  heal.  As 
a  citizen  he  never  neglected  a  single  professional  duty ; 
and  even  on  the  slender  income  of  an  excise  officer, 
he  never  contracted  a  single  debt  he  could  not  pay 
He  could  submit  to  privations,  but  could  not  brook 
the  dependence  of  owing  anything  to  any  man  on 
earth.  To  the  poor  he  was  liberal  beyond  his  limited 
means,  and  the  cry  of  the  unfortunate  was  never  ad- 
dressed to  him  in  vain,  and  when  he  could  not  him- 
self relieve  their  necessities,  he  was  often  known,  by  a 
pathetic  recital  of  their  misfortunes,  to  draw  the  tear 
and  open  the  purse  of  those  who  were  not  famed 
either  for  tenderness  of  heart  or  charity;  on  such  occa- 
sions it  was  impossible  to  resist  his  solicitations. 
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He  was  a  kind  and  an  attentive  father,  and  took 
great  delight  in  spending  liis  evenings  in  the  cultiva- 
tion of  the  minds  of  his  children.  Their  education 
was  the  grand  object  of  his  life,  and  he  did  not,  like 
most  parents,  think  it  sufficient  to  send  them  to  public 
schools;  he  was  their  private  instructor;  and  even  at 
that  early  age,  bestowed  great  pains  in  training  their 
minds  to  habits  of  thought  and  reflection,  and  in  keep- 
ing them  pure  from  every  form  of  vice.  This  he  con- 
sidered a  sacred  duty,  and  never,  to  his  last  illness, 
relaxed  in  his  diligence. 

With  his  eldest  son,  a  boy  of  not  more  than  nine 
years  of  age,  he  had  read  many  of  the  favourite  poets, 
and  some  of  the  best  historians,  of  our  language;  and, 
what  is  more  remarkable,  gave  him  considerable  aid  in 
the  study  of  Latin.  This  boy  attended  the  grammar 
school  of  Dumfries,  and  soon  attracted  my  notice  by 
the  strength  of  his  talent,  and  the  ardour  of  his  ambi- 
tion. Before  he  had  been  a  year  at  school,  I  thought 
it  right  to  advance  him  a  form;  and  he  began  to  read 
Caesar,  and  gave  me  translations  of  that  author  of  such 
beauty  as,  I  confess,  surprised  me.  On  inquiry,  I 
found  that  his  father  made  him  turn  over  his  diction- 
ary till  he  was  able  to  translate  to  him  the  passage 
in  such  a  way  that  he  could  gather  the  author's  mean- 
ing, .and  that  it  was  to  him  he  owed  that  polished 
and  forcible  English  with  which  I  was  so  greatly 
struck.  I  have  mentioned  this  incident  merely  to 
show  what  minute  attention  he  paid  to  this  important 
branch  of  parental  duty. 

Many  insinuations  have  been  made  against  his  cha- 
racter as  a  husband ;  but  I  am  happy  to  say  that  I  have 
in  exculpation  the  direct  evidence  of  Mrs  Burns  her- 
self, who,  among  many  amiable  and  respectable  quali- 
ties, ranks  a  veneration  for  the  memory  of  her  departed 
husband,  whom  she  never  names  but  in  terms  of  the 
profoundest  respect  and  the  deepest  regret,  to  lament 
his  misfortunes,  or  to  extol  his  kindnesses  to  herself,  not 
as  the  momentary  overflowings  of  the  heart,  in  a  sea- 
son of  penitence  for  offences  generously  forgiven,  but 
an  habitual  tenderness  that  ended  only  with  his  life. 
I  place  this  evidence,  which  I  am  proud  to  bring  for- 
ward on  her  own  authority,  against  a  thousand  anony- 
mous calumnies. 

To  the  very  end  of  his  existence,  all  the  powers  of 
his  mind  were  as  vigorous  as  in  the  blossom  of  their 
spring;  and  it  may  be  asked,  if  the  numerous  songs 
written  for  Mr  Thomson's  collection,  which  were  his  last 
compositions,  and  by  many  considered  the  glory  of  his 
genius,  indicate  any  intellectual  decay?  I  saw  him 
four  days  before  he  died,  and  though  the  hand  of  death 
was  obviously  upon  him,  he  repeated  to  me  a  little 
poem  he  had  composed  the  day  before,  full  of  energy 
and  tenderness. 

Your  brother  partook,  in  an  eminent  degree,  of  the 
virtues  and  the  vices  of  the  poetical  temperament.  He 
was  often  hurried  into  error  by  the  impetuosity  of  his 
passions,  but  he  was  never  their  slave;  he  was  often  led 
astray  by  the  meteor  lights  of  pleasure,  but  he  never 
lost  sight  of  the  right  way,  to  which  he  was  ever  eager 
to  return;  and,  amid  all  his  wanderings  and  his  self- 
conflicts,  his  heart  was  pure,  and  his  principles  un- 
tainted. Though  he  was  often  well  nigh  broken-hearted 
by  the  severity  of  his  fate,  yet  he  was  never  heard  to 
complain;  and,  had  he  been  an  unconnected  individual, 
he  would  have  bid  defiance  to  fortune;  but  his  sorrows 
for  his  wife  and  children,  for  whom  he  suffered  much, 
and  feared  more,  wefe  keen  and  acute:  yet  unminglcd 


with  selfishness.  All  Ids  life  he  had  to  maintain  a 
hard  struggle  with  cares ;  and  he  often  had  to  labour 
under  those  depressions  to  which  genius  is  sub- 
ject: yet  his  spirit  never  stooped  from  its  lofty  career, 
and,  to  the  very  end  of  his  warfare  with  himself  and 
with  fortune,  lie  continued  strong  in  its  independence. 
The  love  of  posthumous  fame  was  the  master  passion 
of  his  soul,  which  kept  all  others  in  subordination,  and 
prevented  them  from  running  into  that  disorder  which 
hi8  great  susceptibility  to  all  those  objects  which  pleased 
his  fancy  or  interested  his  heart,  and  the  vivacity  of 
all  his  emotions  might,  without  this  regulating  princi- 
ple, have  produced.  Amidst  the  darkest  overshadow- 
ings  of  his  fate,  or  the  most  alluring  temptations  of 
pleasure,  it  was  his  consoling  and  leading  star;  and,  as 
it  directed  his  eye  to  distant  ages,  it  was  often  his 
only  support  in  the  one,  and  the  most  powerful  check 
against  the  dangerous  indulgence  of  the  other.  Pos- 
sessing an  eloquence  that  might  have  guided  the  coun- 
cils of  nations,  and  which  would  have  been  eagerly 
courted  by  any  party,  he  would  have  perished  by 
famine  rather  than  submit  to  the  degradation  of  becom- 
ing the  tool  of  faction.  It  is  a  known  fact  that  he 
rejected  a  sum  equal  to  his  whole  annual  income,  for 
the  support  of  those  measures  which  he  thought  most 
for  the  interests  of  the  country.  He  had  a  loftiness 
of  sentiment  that  raised  him  above  making  his  genius 
a  hireling  even  in  a  good  cause,  and  his  laurels  were 
never  stained  by  a  single  act  of  venality. 

Though  his  chosen  companions  were  not  more  remark- 
able for  talent  than  for  the  respectability  of  their  cha- 
racter, and  the  purity  of  their  lives,  and  many  ladies, 
of  the  most  delicate  and  cultivated  minds  and  elegant 
manners,  were  numbered  among  his  friends,  who  clung 
to  him  through  good  and  through  bad  report,  and  still 
cherish  an  affectionate  and  enthusiastic  regard  for  his 
memory,  yet  has  he  been  accused  of  being  addicted  to 
low  company.  Qualified  for  the  noblest  employments, 
he  was  condemned  to  drudge  in  the  lowest  occupa- 
tions— often  in  scenes  where  to  avoid  contamination 
was  an  effort  of  virtue.  Accumulated  misfortunes,  and 
the  cruelty  of  mankind,  actually  broke  his  heart,  and 
hurried  him  to  a  premature  grave,  which  to  him  has 
been  no  sanctuary,  for  the  voice  of  calumny  has  been 
heard  even  there;  but  prejudices  will  pass  away,  and 
posterity  will  do  him  justice.  I  shall  deem  it  the 
proudest  work  of  my  life,  if  my  feeble  efforts  shall  be 
in  the  slightest  degree  instrumental  in  correcting  erro- 
neous opinions,  which  have  been  too  long  and  too  widely 
circulated. 
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It  is  possible,  perhaps  for  some  it  may  be  easy,  to 
imagine  a  character  of  a  much  higher  cast  than  that  of 
Burns,  developed,  too,  under  circumstances  in  many 
respects  not  unlike  those  of  his  history— the  character 
of  a  man  of  lowly  birth,  and  powerful  genius,  elevated 
by  that  philosophy  which  is  alone  pure  and  divine,  far 
above  all  those  annoyances  of  terrestrial  spleen  and 
passion,  which  mixed  from  the  beginning  with  the 
workings  of  his  inspiration,  and  in  the  end  were  able  to 
eat  deep  into  the  great  heart  which  they  had  long 
tormented.  Such  a  being  would  have  received,  no 
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question,  a  species  of  devout  reverence,  I  mean  when 
the  grave  had  closed  on  him,  to  which  the  wannest 
admirers  of  our  poet  can  advance  no  pretensions  for 
their  unfortunate  favourite;  but  could  such  a  being 
have  delighted  his  species — could  he  even  have  instructed 
them  like  Burns?  Ought  we  not  to  be  thankful  for 
every  new  variety  of  form  and  circumstance,  in  and 
under  which  the  ennobling  energies  of  true  and  lofty 
genius  are  found  addressing  themselves  to  the  common 
brethren  of  the  race?  Would  we  have  none  but  Miltons 
and  Cowpers  in  poetry — but  Brownes  and  Southeys  in 
prose?  Alas!  if  it  were  so,  to  how  large  a  portion  of 
the  species  would  all  the  gifts  of  all  the  muses  remain 
for  ever  a  fountain  shut  up  and  a  book  sealed!  Were 
the  doctrine  of  intellectual  excommunication  to  be  thus 
expounded  and  enforced,  how  small  the  library  that 
would  remain  to  kindle  the  fancy,  to  draw  out  and 
refine  the  feelings,  to  enlighten  the  head  by  expanding 
the  heart  of  man!  From  Aristophanes  to  Byron,  how 
broad  the  sweep,  how  woeful  the  desolation ! 

In  the  absence  of  that  vehement  sympathy  with 
humanity  as  it  is,  its  sorrows  and  its  joys  as  they  are, 
we  might  have  had  a  great  man,  perhaps  a  great  poet, 
but  we  could  have  had  no  Burns.  It  is  very  noble  to 
despise  the  accidents  of  fortune;  but  what  moral  homily 
concerning  these,  could  have  equalled  that  which 
Burns's  poetry,  considered  alongside  of  Burns's  history, 
and  the  history  of  his  fame,  presents !  It  is  very  noble 
to  be  above  the  allurements  of  pleasure;  but  who 
preaches  so  effectually  against  them,  as  he  who  sets 
forth  in  immortal  verse  his  own  intense  sympathy  with 
those  that  yield,  and  in  verse  and  in  prose,  in  action 
and  in  passion,  in  life  and  hi  death,  the  dangers  and  the 
miseries  of  yielding? 

It  requires  a  graver  audacity  of  hypocrisy  than  falls 
to  the  share  of  most  men,  to  declaim  against  Burns's 
sensibility  to  the  tangible  cares  and  toils  of  his  earthly 
condition ;  there  are  more  who  venture  on  broad  denun- 
ciations of  his  sympathy  with  the  joys  of  sense  and 
passion.  To  these,  the  great  moral  poet  already  quoted 
speaks  in  the  following  noble  passage — and  must  he 
speak  in  vain  ?  "Permit  me,"  says  he, "  to  remind  you, 
that  it  is  the  privilege  of  poetic  genius  to  catch,  under 
certain  restrictions  of  which  perhaps  at  the  time  of  its 
being  exerted  it  is  but  dimly  conscious,  a  spirit  of 
pleasure  wherever  it  can  be  found, — in  the  walks  of 
nature,  and  in  the  business  of  men. — The  poet,  trusting 
to  primary  instincts,  luxuriates  among  the  felicities  of 
love  and  wine,  and  is  enraptured  while  he  describes  the 
fairer  aspects  of  war ;  nor  does  he  shrink  from  the  com- 
pany of  the  passion  of  love  though  immoderate — from 
convivial  pleasure  though  intemperate — nor  from  the 
presence  of  war  though  savage,  and  recognised  as  the 
hand-maid  of  desolation.  Frequently  and  admirably 
has  Burns  given  way  to  these  impulses  of  nature;  both 
with  reference  to  himself,  and  in  describing  the  condi- 
tion of  others.  Who,  but  some  impenetrable  dunce  or 
narrow-minded  puritan  in  works  of  art,  ever  read  with- 
out delight  the  picture  which  he  has  drawn  of  the 
convivial  exaltation  of  the  rustic  adventurer,  Tarn 
o'Shanter?  The  poet  fears  not  to  tell  the  reader  in  the 
outset,  thit  his  hero  was  a  desperate  and  sottish 
drunkard,  whose  excesses  were  frequent  as  his  oppor- 
tunities. This  reprobate  sits  down  to  his  cups,  while 
the  storm  is  roaring,  and  heaven  and  earth  are  in  con- 
fusion ; — the  night  is  driven  on  by  song  and  tumultuous 
noise — laughter  and  jest  thicken  as  the  beverage  im- 
proves upon  the  palate— conjugal  fidelity  archly  bends 
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to  the  service  of  general  benevolence — selfishness  is  not 
absent,  but  wearing  the  mask  of  social  cordiality — and, 
while  these  various  elements  of  humanity  are  blended 
into  one  proud  and  happy  composition  of  elated  spirits, 
the  anger  of  the  tempest  without  doors  only  heightens 
and  sets  off  the  enjoyment  within. — I  pity  him  who 
cannot  perceive  that,  in  all  this,  though  there  was  no 
moral  purpose,  there  is  a  moral  effect. 


"  Kings  may  be  blest,  but  Tarn  was  glorious, 
O'er  a'  the  ills  of  life  victorious.'' 

"  What  a  lesson  do  these  words  convey  of  charitable 
indulgence  for  the  vicious  habits  of  the  principal  actor 
in  this  scene,  and  of  those  who  resemble  him! — Men 
who  to  the  rigidly  virtuous  areobjects  almostof  loathing, 
and  whom  therefore  they  cannct  serve!  The  poet, 
penetrating  the  unsightly  and  disgusting  surfaces  of 
things,  has  unveiled  with  exquisite  skill  the  finer  tics 
of  imagination  and  feeling,  that  often  bind  these  beings 
to  practices  productive  of  much  unhappiness  to  them- 
selves, and  to  those  whom  it  is  their  duty  to  cherish ; — 
and,  as  far  as  he  puts  the  reader  into  possession  of  this 
intelligent  sympathy,  he  qualifies  him  for  exercising  a 
salutary  influence  over  the  minds  of  those  who  are  thus 
deplorably  deceived."  1 

That  some  men  in  every  age  will  comfort  themselves 
in  the  practice  of  certain  vices,  by  reference  to  particular 
passages  both  in  the  history  and  in  the  poetry  of  Burns, 
there  is  all  reason  to  fear;  but  surely  the  general  influ- 
ence of  both  is  calculated,  and  has  been  found,  to 
produce  far  different  effects.  The  universal  popularit  j 
which  his  writings  have  all  along  enjoyed  among  one  of 
the  most  virtuous  of  nations,  is  of  itself,  as  it  would 
seem,  a  decisive  circumstance.  Search  Scotland  over, 
from  the  Pentland  to  the  Solway,  and  there  is  not  a 
cottage-hut  so  poor  and  wretched  as  to  be  without  its 
Bible;  and  hardly  one  that,  on  the  same  shelf,  and  next 
to  it,  does  not  possess  a  Burns.  Have  the  people 
degenerated  since  their  adoption  of  this  new  manual? 
Has  their  attachment  to  the  Book  of  Books  declined? 
Are  their  hearts  less  firmly  bound,  than  were  their 
fathers',  to  the  old  faith  and  the  old  virtues?  I  believe, 
he  that  knows  the  most  of  the  country  will  be  the 
readiest  to  answer  all  these  questions,  as  every  lover  of 
genius  and  virtue  would  desire  to  hear  them  answered. 

On  one  point  there  can  be  no  controversy ;  the  poetry 
of  Burns  has  had  most  powerful  influence  in  reviving 
and  strengthening  the  national  feelings  of  his  country- 
men. Amidst  penury  and  labour,  his  youth' fed  on  the 
old  minstrelsy  and  traditional  glories  of  his  nation,  and 
his  genius  divined,  that  what  he  felt  so  deeply  must 
belong  to  a  spirit  that  might  lie  smothered  around  him, 
but  could  not  be  extinguished.  The  political  circum- 
stances of  Scotland  were,  and  had  been,  such  as  to 
starve  the  flame  of  patriotism;  the  popular  literature 
had  striven,  and  not  in  vain,  to  make  itself  English ;  and, 
above  all,  a  new  and  a  cold  system  of  speculative  philo- 
sophy had  begun  to  spread  widely  among  us.  A  peasant 
appeared,  and  set  himself  to  check  the  creeping  pesti- 
lence of  this  indifference.  Whatever  genius  has  since 
then  been  devoted  to  the  illustration  of  the  national 
manners,  and  sustaining  thereby  of  the  national  feelings 
of  the  people,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  Burns  will 
ever  be  remembered  as  the  founder,  and,  alas!  hi  his 
own  person  as  the  martyr,  of  this  reformation. 

That  what  is  now-a-days  called,  by  solitary  eminence, 
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che  wealth  of  the  nation,  had  been  on  the  increase  ever 
since  our  incorporation  with  a  greater  and  wealthier 
state — nay,  that  the  laws  had  been  improving,  and, 
above  all,  the  administration  of  the  laws,  it  would  be 
mere  bigotry  to  dispute.  It  may  also  be  conceded 
easily,  that  the  national  mind  had  been  rapidly  clearing 
itself  of  many  injurious  prejudices— that  the  people,  as 
a  people,  had  been  gradually  and  surely  advancing  in 
knowledge  and  wisdom,  as  well  as  in  wealth  and  secu- 
rity. But  all  this  good  had  not  been  accomplished 
without  rude  work.  If  the  improvement  were  -valuable, 
it  had  been  purchased  dearly.  "  The  spring  fire,"  Allan 
Cunningham  says  beautifully  somewhere,  "  which 
destroys  the  furze,  makes  an  end  also  of  the  nests  of  a 
thousand  song-birds;  and  he  who  goes  a-trouting  with 
lime  leaves  little  of  life  in  the  stream."  We  were  get- 
ting fast  ashamed  of  many  precious  and  beautiful  things, 
only  for  that  they  were  old  and  our  own. 

It  has  already  been  remarked,  how  even  Smollett, 
who  began  with  a  national  tragedy,  and  one  of  the 
noblest  of  national  lyrics,  never  dared  to  make  use  of 
the  dialect  of  his  own  country ;  and  how  Moore,  another 
most  enthusiastic  Scotsman,  followed  in  this  respect, 
as  hi  others,  the  example  of  Smollett,  and  over  and  over 
again  counselled  Burns  to  do  the  like.  But  a  still  more 
striking  sign  of  the  times  is  to  be  found  in  the  style 
adopted  by  both  of  these  novelists,  especially  the  great 
master  of  the  art,  in  their  representations  of  the  manners 
and  characters  of  their  own  countrymen.  In  Humphry 
Clinker,  the  last  and  best  of  Smollett's  tales,  there  are 
some  traits  of  a  better  kind — but,  taking  his  works  as 
a  whole,  the  impression  it  conveys  is  certainly  a  painful, 
a  disgusting  one.  The  Scotsmen  of  these  authors,  are 
the  Jockeys  and  Archies  of  farce — 

"  Time  out  of  mind  the  Southrons'  mirthmakers  " — 

the  best  of  them  grotesque  combinations  of  simplicity 
nnd  hypocrisy,  pride  and  meanness.  When  such  men, 
high-spirited  Scottish  gentlemen,  possessed  of  learning 
and  talents,  and,  one  of  them  at  least,  of  splendid 
genius,  felt,  or  fancied,  the  necessity  of  making  such 
submissions  to  the  prejudices  of  the  dominant  nation, 
nnd  did  so  without  exciting  a  murmur  among  their  own 
countrymen,  we  may  form  some  notion  of  the  boldness 
of  Burns's  experiment;  and  on  contrasting  the  state  of 
things  then  with  what  is  before  us  now,  it  will  cost  no 
effort  to  appreciate  the  nature  and  consequences  of  the 
victory  in  which  our  poet  led  the  way,  by  achievements 
never  in  their  kind  to  be  surpassed,  l  "  Burns,"  says 
Mr  Campbell, "  has  given  the  elixir  vitae  to  his  dialect:"  2 
— he  gave  it  to  more  than  his  dialect. 

1  "  He  was,"  says  a  writer,  in  whose  language  a  brother  poet 
will  he  recognised—"  he  was  in  many  resperts  born  at  a  happy 
time  ;  happy  for  a  man  of  genius  like  him,  but  fatal  and  hope- 
less  to  the  more  common  mind.  A  whole  world  of  life  lay 
before  Burns,  whose  inmost  nu-es-ses,  and  darkest  nooks,  and 
sunniest  eminences,  he  had  familiarly  trodden  from  his  child- 
hood.  All  that  world  he  felt  could  be  made  his  own.  No 
conqueror  had  overrun  its  fertile  provinces,  and  it  was  for  him 
to  be  crowned  supreme  over  all  the 

'  Lyric  singers  of  that  high-soul'd  land.' 

The  crown  that  he  has  won  can  never  be  removed  from  his 
lu-ad.  Much  is  yet  left  for  other  poets,  even  among  that  life 
where  his  spirit  delighted  to  work  ;  but  he  has  built  monuments 
on  all  the  high  places,  and  they  who  follow  can  only  hope  to 
leave  behind  them  some  far  humbler  memorials." — niacktoood't 
Magatine,  Feb.  1817. 
3  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets,  voL  vii.  p.  240. 


The  moral  influence  of  his  genius  has  not  been  con- 
fined to  his  own  countrymen.  "  The  range  of  the  pns- 
toral,"  said  Johnson,  "  is  narrow.  Poetry  cannot  dwell 
upon  the  minuter  distinctions  by  which  one  species 
differs  from  another,  without  departing  from  that  sim- 
plicity of  grandeur  which/$s  tlte  imagination ;  nor  dissect 
the  latent  qualities  of  things,  without  losing  its  general 
power  of  gratifying  every  mind  by  recalling  its  own  concep- 
tions. Not  only  the  images  of  rural  life,  but  the  occa- 
sions on  which  they  can  be  properly  applied,  are  few 
and  general.  The  state  of  a  man  confined  to  the 
employments  and  pleasures  of  the  country,  is  so  little 
diversified,  and  exposed  to  so  few  of  those  accidents 
which  produce  perplexities,  terrors,  and  surprises,  in 
more  complicated  transactions,  that  he  can  be  shown 
but  seldom  in  such  circumstances  as  attract  curiosity 
His  .ambition  is  without  policy,  and  his  love  without. 
intrigue.  He  has  no  complaints  to  make  of  his  rival, 
but  that  he  is  richer  than  himself;  nor  any  disasters  to 
lament,  but  a  cruel  mistress  or  a  bad  harvest."  3  Such 
were  the  notions  of  the  great  arbiter  of  taste,  whose 
dicta  formed  the  creed  of  the  British  world,  at  the  time 
when  Burns  made  his  appearance  to  overturn  all  such 
dogmata  at  a  single  blow;  to  convince  the  loftiest  of 
the  noble,  and  the  daintiest  of  the  learned,  that  wherever 
human  nature  is  at  work,  the  eye  of  a  poet  may  dis- 
cover rich  elements  of  his  art — that  over  Christian 
Europe,  at  all  events,  the  purity  of  sentiment  and  the 
fervour  of  passion  may  be  found  combined  with  sagacity 
of  intellect,  wit,  shrewdness,  humour,  whatever  elevates 
and  whatever  delights  the  mind,  not  more  easily  amidst 
the  most  "  complicated  transactions "  of  the  most 
polished  societies,  than 

"  In  huts  where  poor  men  lie." 

Bums  did  not  place  himself  only  within  the  estima- 
tion and  admiration  of  those  whom  the  world  called  his 
superiors — a  solitary  tree  emerging  into  light  and  air, 
and  leaving  the  parent  underwood  as  low  and  as  dark 
as  before.  He,  as  well  as  any  man, 

"  Knew  his  own  worth,  anil  reverenced  the  lyre ;"  * 

but  he  ever  announced  himself  as  a  peasant,  the  repre- 
sentative of  his  class,  the  painter  of  their  manners, 
inspired  by  the  same  influences  which  ruled  their 
bosoms;  and  whosoever  sympathized  with  the  verse  of 
Burns,  had  his  soul  opened  for  the  moment  to  the 
whole  family  of  man.  If,  in  too  many  instances,  the 
matter  has  stopped  there — the  blame  is  not  with  the 
poet,  but  with  the  mad  and  unconquerable  pride  and 
coldness  of  the  worldly  heart — "  man's  inhumanity  to 
man."  If,  in  spite  of  Burns,  and  all  his  successors,  the 
boundary  lines  of  society  are  observed  with  increasing 
strictness  among  us — if  the  various  orders  of  men  still, 
day  by  day,  feel  the  chord  of  sympathy  relaxing,  let  us 
lament  over  symptoms  of  a  disease  in  the  body  politic, 
which,  if  it  goes  on,  must  find  sooner  or  later  a  fatal 
ending:  but  let  us  not  undervalue  the  antidote  which 
has  all  along  been  checking  this  strong  poison.  Wh-> 
can  doubt  that  at  this  moment  thousands  of  •'  the  first- 
born of  Eaypt"  look  upon  the  smoke  of  a  cottager* 
chimney  with  feelings  which  would  never  have  been 


3  Rambler,  No.  36. 

4  Perhaps  some  readers  will  »mile  to  hear,  that  Burm  very 
often   wrute  his  name  on  his  books  thus    "  Robert   Burns. 
Poet;"   and  that  Allan  Cunningham  remembers  a  favourite 
collie  at   E'lisland  having  the  same  inscription  on  his  collar. 
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developed   within   their   being,   had    there   been    no 
Burns  ? 
Such,  it  can  hardly  be  disputed,  has  been  and  is  the 


"The  impression  of  his  genius,"  says  Campbell, 
deep  and  universal;  and  viewing  him  merely  as  a  poet, 
there  is  scarcely  another  regret  connected  with  his 


general  influence  of  this  poet's  genius;  and  the  effect     name,  than  that  his  productions,  with  all  their  merit, 
lias  been  accomplished,  not  in  spite  of,  but  by  means  of  ]  fall  short  of  the  talents  which  he  possessed.     That  he 


the  most  exact  contradiction  of,  every  one  of  the  prin- 
ciples laid  down  by  Dr  Johnson  in  a  passage  already 
cited;  and,  indeed,  assumed  throughout  the  whole  body 
of  that  great  author's  critical  disquisitions.  Whatever 
Burns  has  done,  he  has  done  by  his  exquisite  power  of 
entering  into  the  characters  and  feelings  of  individuals, 
as  Heron  has  well  expressed  it,  ''by  the  effusion  of 
particular,  not  general  sentiments,  and  in  the  picturing 
out  of  particular  imagery." 

Dr  Currie  says,  that  "  if  fiction  be  the  soul  of  poetry, 
as  some  assert,  Burns  can  have  small  pretensions  to  the 
name  of  poet."  The  success  of  Burns,  the  influence  of 
his  verse,  would  alone  be  enough  to  overturn  all  the 
systems  of  a  thousand  definers;  but  the  Doctor  has 
obviously  taken  fiction  in  far  too  limited  a  sense.  There 
are  indeed  but  few  of  Burns's  pieces  in  which  he  is 
found  creating  beings  and  circumstances,  both  alike 
alien  from  his  own  person  and  experience,  and  then  by 
the  power  of  imagination,  divining  and  expressing  what 
forms  life  and  passion  would  assume  with,  and  under 
these — But  there  are  some;  there  is  quite  enough  to 
satisfy  every  reader  of  "Hallowe'en,"  the  "Jolly  Beg- 
gars," and  "  Tarn  o'  Shanter,"  (to  say  nothing  of  various 
particular  songs,  such  as  "  Brace's  Address,"  "Mac  • 
pherson's  Lament,"  &c.)  that  Burns,  if  he  pleased,  might 
have  been  as  largely  and  as  successfully  an  inventor  in 
this  way,  as  he  is  in  another  walk,  perhaps  not  so 
inferior  to  this  as  many  people  may  have  accustomed 
themselves  to  believe;  in  the  art,  namely,  of  recombining 
and  new-combining,  varying,  embellishing,  and  fixing 
and  transmitting  the  elements  of  a  most  picturesque 
experience,  and  most  vivid  feelings. 

Lord  Byron,  in  his  letter  on  Pope,  treats  with  high 
and  just  contempt  the  laborious  trifling  which  has  been 
expended  on  distinguishing,  by  air-drawn  lines  and 
technical  slang-words,  the  elements  and  materials  of 
poetical  exertion ;  and,  among  other  things,  expresses 
his  scorn  of  the  attempts  that  have  been  made  to  class 
Burns  among  minor  poets,  merely  because  he  has  put 
forth  few  large  pieces,  and  still  fewer  of  what  is  called 
the  purely  imaginative  character.  Fight  who  will  about 
words  and  forms,  "  Burns's  rank,"  says  he,  "  is  in  the 
first  class  of  his  art ;"  and,  I  believe,  the  world  at  large 
are  now-a-days  well  prepared  to  prefer  a  line  from  such 
a  pen  as  Byron's  on  any  such  subject  as  this,  to  the 
most  luculent  dissertation  that  ever  perplexed  the 
brains  of  writer  and  of  reader.  Sentio,  ergo  sum,  says 
the  metaphysician;  the  critic  may  safely  parody  the 
saying,  and  assert  that  that  is  poetry  of  the  highest 
order,  which  exerts  influence  of  the  most  powerful  order 
on  the  hearts  and  minds  of  mankind. 

Burns  has  been  appreciated  duly,  and  he  has  had  the 
fortune  to  be  praised  eloquently,  by  almost  every  poet 
who  has  come  after  him.  To  accumulate  all  that  has 
been  said  of  him,  even  by  men  like  himself,  of  the  first 
order,  would  fill  a  volume — and  a  noble  monument,  no 
question,  that  volume  would  be— the  noblest,  except 
what  he  has  left  us  in  his  own  immortal  verses,  which — 
were  some  dross  removed,  and  the  rest  arranged  in  a 
chronological  order — would  I  believe  form,  to  the  intel- 
ligent, a  more  perfect  and  vivid  history  of  his  life  than 
will  ever  be  composed  out  of  all  the  materials  in  the 
World  besides. 


never  attempted  any  great  work  of  fiction,  may  be 
partly  traced  to  the  cast  of  his  genius,  and  partly  to  his 
circumstances,  and  defective  education.  His  poetical 
temperament  was  that  of  fitful  transports,  rather  th»a 
steady  inspiration.  Whatever  he  might  have  written, 
was  likely  to  have  been  fraught  with  passion.  There  is 
always  enough  of  interest  in  life  to  cherish  the  feelings 
of  genius;  but  it  requires  knowledge  to  enlarge  ami 
enrich  the  imagination.  Of  that  knowledge,  which 
unrolls  the  diversities  of  human  manners,  adventures, 
and  characters,  to  a  poet's  study,  he  could  have  no 
great  share;  although  he  stamped  the  little  treasure 
which  he  possessed  in  the  mintage  of  sovereign 
genius."  1 

"Notwithstanding,"  says  Sir  Walter  Scott,  "the 
spirit  of  many  of  his  lyrics,  and  the  exquisite  sweetness 
and  simplicity  of  others,  we  cannot  but  deeply  regret 
that  so  much  of  his  time  and  talents  was  frittered  away 
in  compiling  and  composing  for  musical  collections. 
There  is  sufficient  evidence,  that  even  the  genius  of 
Burns  could  not  support  him  in  the  monotonous  task 
of  writing  love  verses,  on  heaving  bosoms  and  sparkling 
eyes,  and  twisting  them  into  such  rhythmical  forms  as 
might  suit  the  capricious  evolutions  of  Scotch  reels  and 
strathspeys.  Besides,  this  constant  waste  of  his  power 
and  fancy  in  small  and  insignificant  compositions,  must 
necessarily  have  had  no  little  effect  in  deterring  him 
from  undertaking  any  grave  or  important  task.  Let  no 
one  suppose  that  we  undervalue  the  songs  of  Burns. 
When  his  soul  was  intent  on  suiting  a  favourite  air  to 
words  humorous  or  tender,  as  the  subject  demanded, 
no  poet  of  our  tongue  ever  displayed  higher  skill  in 
marrying  melody  to  immortal  verse.  But  the  writing 
of  a  series  of  songs  for  large  musical  collections,  degen- 
erated into  a  slavish  labour  which  no  talents  could 
support,  led  to  negligence,  and,  above  all,  diverted  the 
poet  from  his  grand  plan  of  dramatic  composition.  To 
produce  a  work  of  this  kind,  neither,  perhaps,  a  regular 
tragedy  nor  comedy,  but  something  partaking  of  the 
nature  of  both,  seems  to  have  been  long  the  cherished 
wish  of  Burns.  He  had  even  fixed  on  the  subject, 
which  was  an  adventure  in  low  life,  said  to  have  hap- 
pened to  Robert  Bruce,  while  wandering  in  danger  and 
disguise,  after  being  defeated  by  the  English.  The 
Scottish  dialect  would  have  rendered  such  a  piece 
totally  unfit  for  the  stage;  but  those  who  recollect  the 
masculine  and  lofty  tone  of  martial  spirit  which  glows 
in  the  poem  of  Bannockburn,  will  sigh  to  think  what 
the  character  of  the  gallant  Bruce  might  have  proved 
under  the  hand  of  Burns.  It  would  undoubtedly  have 
wanted  that  tinge  of  chivalrous  feeling  which  the  man- 
ners of  the  age,  no  less  than  the  disposition  of  the 
monarch,  demanded;  but  this  deficiency  would  have 
been  more  than  supplied  by  a  bard  who  could  have 
drawn  from  his  own  perceptions  the  unbending  energy 
of  a  hero  sustaining  the  desertion  of  friends,  the  perse- 
cution of  enemies,  and  the  utmost  malice  of  disastrous 
fortune.  The  scene,  too,  being  partly  laid  in  humble 
life,  admitted  that  display  of  broad  humour  and 
exquisite  pathos,  with  which  he  could,  interchangeably 
and  at  pleasure,  adorn  his  cottage  views.  Nor  was  the 


1  Specimens,  vol.  vii.  p.  241. 
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assemblage  of  familiar  sentiments  incompatible  in 
Bums,  with  those  of  the  most  exalted  dignity.  In  the 
inimitable  tale  of  "Tarn  o'  Shanter,"  he  has  k-ft  us 
sufficient  evidence  of  his  abilities  to  combine  the  ludi- 
crous with  the  awful,  and  even  the  horrible.  No  poet, 
with  the  exception  of  Shakspcarc,  ever  possessed  the 
power  of  exciting  the  most  varied  and  discordant 
emotions  with  such  rapid  transitions.  His  humorous 
description  of  death  in  the  poem  on  "  Dr  Hornbook  " 
borders  on  the  terrific,  and  the  witches'  dance  in  the 
kirk  of  Alloway  is  at  once  ludicrous  and  horrible. 
Deeply  must  we  then  regret  those  avocations  which 
diverted  a  fancy  so  varied  and  so  vigorous,  joined  with 
language  and  expression  suited  to  all  its  changes,  from 
leaving  a  more  substantial  monument  to  his  own  fame, 
and  to  the  honour  of  his  country."  l 

The  cantata  of  the  "  Jolly  Beggars,"  which  was  not 
printed  at  all  until  some  time  after  the  poet's  death, 
and  has  not  been  included  in  the  editions  of  his  works 
until  within  these  few  years,  cannot  be  considered  as  it 
deserves,  without  strongly  heightening  our  regret  that 
Burns  never  lived  to  execute  his  meditated  drama. 
That  extraordinary  sketch,  coupled  with  his  later  lyrics 
in  a  higher  vein,  is  enough  to  show  that  in  him  we  had 
a  master  capable  of  placing  the  musical  drama  on  a 
level  with  the  loftiest  of  our  clnsKic.il  forms.  "  Beggar's 
Bush,"  and  "  Beggar's  Opera,"  sink  into  tamcness  in 
the  comparison;  and  indeed,  without  profanity  to  the 
name  of  Shakspeare,  it  may  be  said,  that  out  of  such 
materials,  even  his  genius  could  hardly  have  constructed 
a  piece  in  which  imagination  could  have  more  splendidly 
predominated  over  the  outward  show  of  things — in 
which  the  sympathy-awakening  power  of  poetry  could 
have  been  displayed  more  triumphantly  under  circum- 
stances of  the  greatest  difficulty. — That  remarkable 
performance,  by  the  way,  was  an  early  production  of 
the  Mauchline  period; 2  I  know  nothing  but  the  "Tarn 
o'  Shanter"  that  is  calculated  to  convey  so  high  an 
impression  of  what  Burns  might  have  done. 

As  to  Burns's  want  of  education  and  knowledge,  Mr 
Campbell  may  not  have  considered,  but  he  must  admit, 
that  whatever  Burns's  opportunities  had  been  at  the 
time  when  he  produced  his  first  poems,  such  a  man  as 
he  was  not  likely  to  be  a  hard  reader,  (which  he  cer- 
tainly was,)  and  a  constant  observer  of  men  and  man- 
ners, in  a  much  wider  circle  of  society  than  almost  any 
other  great  poet  has  ever  moved  in,  from  three- and- 
twenty  to  eight- and-thirty,  without  having  thoroughly 
removed  any  pretext  for  auguring  unfavourably  on  that 
score,  of  what  he  might  have  been  expected  to  produce 
in  the  more  elaborate  departments  of  his  art,  had  his 
life  been  spared  to  the  usual  limits  of  humanity.  In 
another  way,  however,  I  cannot  help  suspecting  that 
Burns's  enlarged  knowledge,  both  of  men  and  books, 
produced  an  unfavourable  effect,  rather  than  otherwise, 
on  the  exertions,  such  as  they  were,  of  his  later  years. 
His  generous  spirit  was  open  to  the  impression  of  every 
kind  of  excellence;  his  lively  imagination,  bending  its 
own  vigour  to  whatever  it  touched,  made  him  admire 
even  what  other  people  try  to  read  in  vain ;  and  after 
travelling,  as  he  did,  over  the  general  surface  of  our 
literature,  he  appears  to  have  been  somewhat  startled 
at  the  consideration  of  what  he  himself  liad,  in  com- 

1  Quarterly  Review,  No.  1.  p.  31. 

X  So  John  Richmond  of  Maurhline  informed  Chambers— see 
the  "  Picture  of  Scotland,"  article  MtinMine,  for  some  enter- 
taining particiil-ira  of  the  scene  that  suggested  the  poem. 


parative  ignorance,  adventured,  and  to  have  been  mine 
intimidated  than  encouraged  by  the  retrospect.    In 
most  of  the  new  departments  in  which  he  made  some 
trial  of  his  strength,  (such,  for  example,  as  the  moral 
epistle  in  Pope's  vein,  the  heroic  satire,  &c  ,)  he  appears 
I  to  have  soon  lost  heart,  and  paused.    There  is  indeed 
one  magnificent  exception   in  "Tarn  o'   Shanter" — n 
piece  which  no  one  can  understand  without  believing, 
j  that  had  Bums  pursued  that  walk,  and  poured  out  his 
i  stores  of  traditionary  lore,  embellished  with  his  extra- 
ordinary powers  of  description  of  all  kinds,  we  might 
J  have  had  from  his  hand  a  scries  of  national  tales,  uniting 
!  the   quaint   simplicity,    sly   humour,   and   irresistible 
pathos  of  another  Chaucer,  with  the  strong  and  graceful 
versification,  and  masculine  wit  and  sense  of  another 
Dry  den. 

This  was  a  sort  of  feeling  that  must  have  in  time 
subsided. — But  let  us  not  waste  words  in  regretting 
what  might  have  been,  where  so  much  is.  Bums, 
short  and  painful  as  were  his  years,  has  left  behind  him 
a  volume  in  which  there  is  inspiration  for  every  fancy, 
and  music  for  every  mood;  which  lives,  and  will  live  in 
strength  and  vigour — "  to  soothe,"  as  a  generous  lover 
of  genius  has  said — "the  sorrows  of  how  many  a  lover, 
j  to  inflame  the  patriotism  of  how  many  a  soldier,  to  fan 
I  the  fires  of  how  many  a  genius,  to  disperse  the  gloom 
of  solitude,  appease  the  agonies  of  pain,  encourage 
virtue,  and  show  vice  its  ugliness;" 3 — a  volume,  in 
which,  centuries  hence,  as  now,  wherever  a  Scotsman 
may  wander,  he  will  find  the  dearest  consolation  of  his 
exile.  Already  has 


Glory  without  end 


Scattered  the  clouds  away ;  and  on  that  name  attend 
The  tears  and  praises  of  all  time."  4 


CHARACTER  OF  ROBERT  BURNS, 

BY   THOMAS  CARLYLE.  5 

BURNS  first  came  upon  the  world  as  a  prodigy ;  and 
was,  in  that  character,  entertained  by  it,  in  the  usual 
fashion,  with  loud,  vague,  tumultuous  wonder,  speedily 
subsiding  into  censure  and  neglect ;  till  his  early  and 
most  mournful  death  again  awakened  an  enthusiasm 
for  him,  which,  especially  as  there  was  now  nothing  to 
be  done,  and  much  to  be  spoken,  has  prolonged  itsv-lf 
even  to  our  own  time.  It  is  true,  the  "nine  days"  have 
long  since  elapsed;  and  the  very  continuance  of  this 
clamour  proves  that  Burns  was  no  vulgar  wonder. 
Accordingly,  even  in  sober  judgments,  where,  as  yeais 
passed  by ,  he  has  come  to  rest  more  and  more  exclusively 
on  hLs  own  intrinsic  merits,  and  may  now  be  well-nigh 
shorn  of  that  casual  radiance,  he  appears  notonlyasatrue 
British  poet,  but  as  one  of  the  most  considerable  British 
men  of  the  eighteenth  century.  Let  it  not  be  objected 
that  he  did  little :  he  did  much,  if  we  consider  where 
and  how.  If  the  work  performed  was  small,  we  must 
remember  that  he  had  his  very  materials  to  discover; 
for  the  metal  he  worked  in  lay  hid  under  the  desert, 
where  no  eye  but  his  had  guessed  its  existence;  and  wo 

3  Se*  the  Centura  Literaria  of  Sir  Egerton  Brydget,  vol. 
ii.  p.  55. 

4  Childe  Harold.  Canto  ir.  36. 

5  This  admirable   estimate   of   the  Poet's   character   first 
appeared  in  the  Edinburgh  Review  in  a  critique 
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ma}-  almost  say  that,  with  his  own  hand,  he  had  to 
construct  the  tools  for  fashioning  it.  For  he  found 
himself  in  deepest  obscurity,  without  help,  without 
instruction,  without  model;  or  with  models  only  of  the 
nvanest  sort.  An  educated  man  stands,  as  it  were,  in 
the  midst  of  a  boundless  arsenal  and  magazine,  filled 
with  all  the  weapons  and  engines  which  man's  skill  has 
been  able  to  devise  from  the  earliest  time ;  and  he  works 
accordingly,  with  a  strength  borrowed  from  all  past 
ages.  How  different  is  his  state  who  stands  on  the 
outside  of  that  storehouse,  and  feels  that  its  gates  must 
be  stormed,  or  remain  for  ever  shut  against  him!  His 
means  are  the  commonest  and  rudest;  the  mere  work 
done  is  no  measure  of  his  strength.  A  dwarf  behind 
his  steam-engine  may  remove  mountains;  but  no  dwarf 
will  hew  them  down  with  the  pick  axe;  and  he  must  be 
a  Titan  that  hurls  them  abroad  with  his  arms. 

It  is  in  this  last  shape  that  Burns  presents  himself. 
Born  in  an  age  the  most  prosaic  Britain  had  yet  seen, 
and  in  a  condition  the  most  disadvantageous,  where 
his  mind,  if  it  accomplished  aught,  must  accomplish 
it  under  the  pressure  of  continual  bodily  toil,  nay  of 
penury  and  desponding  apprehension  of  the  worst  evils, 
and  with  no  furtherance  but  such  knowledge  as  dwells 
in  a  poor  man's  hut,  and  the  rhymes  of  a  Fergusson  or 
Ramsay  for  his  standard  of  beauty,  he  sinks  not  under 
all  these  impediments:  through  the  fogs  and  darkness 
of  that  obscure  region,  his  eagle  eye  discerns  the  true 
relations  of  the  world  and  human  life ;  he  grows 
into  intellectual  strength  and  trains  himself  to  intel- 
lectual expertness.  Impelled  by  the  irrepressible 
movement  of  his  inward  spirit,  he  struggles  forward 
into  the  general  view,  and  with  haughty  modesty  lays 
down  before  us,  as  the  fruit  of  his  labour,  a  gift,  which 
Time  has  now  pronounced  imperishable.  Add  to  all 
this,  that  his  darksome  drudging  childhood  and  youth, 
was  by  far  the  kindliest  era  of  his  whole  life;  and 
that  he  died  in  his  thirty-seventh  year:  and  then  ask  if 
it  be  strange  that  his  poems  are  imperfect,  and  of  small 
extent,  or  that  his  genius  attained  no  mastery  in  its  art? 
Alas,  his  sun  shone  as  through  a  tropical  tornado ;  and 
the  pale  shadow  of  death  eclipsed  it  at  noon !  Shrouded 
in  such  baleful  vapours,  the  genius  of  Burns  was  never 
seen  in  clear  azure  splendour,  enlightening  the  world. 
But  some  beams  from  it  did,  by  fits,  pierce  through; 
and  it  tinted  those  clouds  with  rainbow  and  orient 
colours  into  a  glory  and  stern  grandeur,  which  men 
silently  gazed  on,  with  wonder  and  tears ! 

We  are  anxious  not  to  exaggerate ;  for  it  is  exposition 
rather  than  admiration  that  our  readers  require  of  us 
here;  and  yet  to  avoid  some  tendency  to  that  side,  is 
no  easy  matter.  We  love  Burns,  and  we  pity  him ;  and 
love  and  pity  are  prone  to  magnify.  Criticism,  it  is 
sometimes  thought,  should  be  a  cold  business ;  we  are 
not  so  sure  of  this;  but,  at  all  events,  our  concern  with 
Burns  is  not  exclusively  that  of  critics.  True  and  genial 
as  his  poetry  must  appear,  it  is  not  chiefly  as  a  poet, 
but  as  a  man,  that  he  interests  and  affects  us.  He  was 
often  advised  to  write  a  tragedy:  time  and  means  were 
not  lent  him  for  this;  but  through  life  he  enacted  a 
tragedy,  and  one  of  the  deepest.  We  question  whether 
the  world  has  since  witnessed  BO  utterly  sad  a  scene; 
whether  Napoleon  himself,  left  to  brawl  with  Sir 
Hudson  Lowe,  and  perish  on  his  rock,  'amid  the  mel- 
ancholy main,'  presented  to  the  reflecting  mind  such  a 
'spectacle  of  pity  and  fear,'  as  did  this  intrinsically 
nobler,  gentler,  and  perhaps  greater  soul,  wasting  itself 
Hway  in  a  hopeless  struggle  with  base  entanglements, 


which  coiled  closer  and  closer  around  him,  till  only 
death  opened  him  an  outlet.  Conquerors  are  a  race 
with  whom  the  world  could  well  dispense ;  nor  can  the 
hard  intellect,  the  unsympathizing  loftiness,  and  high 
but  selfish  enthusiasm  of  such  persons,  inspire  us  in 
general  with  an  affection;  at  best,  it  may  excite  amaze- 
ment; and  their  fall,  like  that  of  a  pyramid,  will  be 
beheld  with  a  certain  sadness  and  awe.  But  a  true 
poet,  a  man  in  whose  heart  resides  some  effluence  of 
Wisdom,  some  tone  of  the  "  Eternal  Melodies,"  is  the 
most  precious  gift  that  can  be  bestowed  on  a  generation: 
we  see  in  him  a  freer,  purer  developement  of  whatever 
is  noblest  in  ourselves ;  his  life  is  a  rich  lesson  to  us, 
and  we  mourn  his  death,  as  that  of  a  benefactor  who 
loved  and  taught  us. 

Such  a  gift  had  Nature  in  her  bounty  bestowed  on 
us  in  Robert  Burns;  but  with  queenlike  indifference 
she  cast  it  from  her  hand,  like  a  thing  of  no  moment ; 
and  it  was  defaced  and  torn  asunder,  as  an  idle  bauble, 
before  we  recognised  it.  To  the  ill-starred  Burns  was 
given  the  power  of  making  man's  life  more  venerable, 
but  that  of  wisely  guiding  his  own  was  not  given. 
Destiny — for  so  in  our  ignorance  we  must  speak — his 
faults,  the  faults  of  others,  proved  too  hard  for  him ; 
and  that  spirit,  which  might  have  soared,  could  it  but 
have  walked,  soon  sank  to  the  dust,  its  glorious  faculties 
trodden  under  foot  in  the  blossom,  and  died,  we  may 
almost  say,  without  ever  having  lived.  And  so  kind 
and  warm  a  soul;  so  full  of  inborn  riches,  of  love  to  all 
living  and  lifeless  things !  How  his  heart  flows  out  in 
sympathy  over  universal  nature;  and  in  her  bleakest 
provinces,  discerns  a  beauty  and  a  meaning !  The 
"  Daisy"  falls  not  unheeded  under  his  ploughshare;  nor 
the  ruined  nest  of  that  "  wee,  cowering,  timorous 
beastie,"  cast  forth,  after  all  its  provident  pains,  to 
"  thole  the  sleety  dribble,  and  cranreuch  cauld."  The 
"  hoar  visage  "  of  Winter  delights  him:  he  dwells  with 
a  sad  and  oft-returning  fondness  in  these  scenes  of 
solemn  desolation;  but  the  voice  of  the  tempest  becomes 
an  anthem  to  his  ears;  he  loves  to  walk  in  the  sounding 
woods,  for  "  it  raises  his  thoughts  to  '  Him  tJiat  walheth 
on  the  icings  of  the  wind.' "  A  true  poet-soul,  for  it  needs 
but  to  be  struck,  and  the  sound  it  yields  will  be  music ! 
But  observe  him  chiefly  as  he  mingles  with  his  brother 
men.  What  warm,  all-comprehending  fellow-feeling, 
what  trustful  boundless  love,  what  generous  exaggera- 
tion of  the  object  loved!  His  rustic  friend,  his  nut- 
brown  maiden,  are  no  longer  mean  and  homely,  but  a 
hero  and  a  queen,  whom  he  prizes  as  the  paragons  of 
earth.  The  rough  scenes  of  Scottish  life,  not  seen  by 
him  in  any  Arcadian  illusion,  but  in  the  rude  contra- 
diction, in  the  smoke  and  soil  of  a  too  harsh  reality,  are 
still  lovely  to  him:  Poverty  is  indeed  his  companion, 
but  Love  also,  and  Courage;  the  simple  feelings,  the 
worth,  the  nobleness,  that  dwell  under  the  straw  roof, 
are  dear  and  venerable  to  his  heart:  and  thus  over  the 
lowest  provinces  of  man's  existence,  he  pours  the  glory 
of  his  own  soul;  and  they  rise,  in  shadow  and  in  sun- 
shine, softened  and  brightened  into  a  beauty  which 
other  eyes  discern  not  in  the  highest.  He  has  a  just 
self-consciousness,  which  too  often  degenerates  into 
pride,  yet  it  is  a  noble  pride,  for  defence,  not  for  offence, 
no  cold,  suspicious  feeling,  but  a  frank  and  social  cne. 
The  peasant  poet  bears  himself,  we  might  say,  like  a 
king  in  exile:  he  is  cast  among  the  low,  and  feels  him- 
self equal  to  the  highest;  yet  he  claims  no  rank,  that 
none  may  be  disputed  to  him.  The  forward  he  can 
repel,  the  supercilious  he  can  subdue;  pretensions  of 
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wealth  or  ancestry  are  of  no  avail  with  him ;  there  is  a 
fire  in  that  dark  eye,  under  which  the  "  insolence  of 
condescension  "  cannot  thrive.  In  his  abasement,  in 
his  extreme  need,  he  forgets  not  for  a  moment  the 
majesty  of  poetry  and  manhood.  And  yet,  far  as  he 
feels  himself  above  common  men,  he  wanders  not  apart 
from  them,  but  mixes  warmly  in  their  interests ;  nay, 
throws  himself  into  their  arms;  and,  as  it  were,  entreats 
them  to  love  him.  It  is  moving  to  see  how,  in  his 
darkest  despondency,  this  proud  being  still  seeks  relief 
from  (Headship ;  unbosoms  himself,  often  to  the 
unworthy ;  and,  amid  tears,  strains  to  his  glowing  heart 
a  heart  that  knows  only  the  name  of  friendship.  And 
yet  lie  was  "quick  to  learn;"  a  man  of  keen  vision, 
before  whom  common  disguises  afforded  no  conceal- 
ment. His  understanding  saw  through  the  hollow-ness 
even  of  accomplished  deceivers ;  but  there  was  a  gen- 
erous credulity  in  his  heart.  And  so  did  our  peasant 
show  himself  among  us;  "a  soul  like  an  /Eoliau  harp, 
in  whose  strings  the  vulgar  wind,  as  it  passed  through 
them,  changed  itself  into  articulate  melody."  And  this 
was  he  for  whom  the  world  found  no  fitter  business 
than  quarrelling  with  smugglers  and  vintners,  comput- 
ing excise  dues  upon  tallow,  and  gauging  ale  barrels! 
In  such  toils  was  that  mighty  spirit  sorrowfully  wasted ; 
and  a  hundred  years  may  pass  on  before  another  such 
is  given  us  to  waste. 

All  that  remains  of  Burns,  the  writings  he  has'  left, 
seem  to  us,  as  we  hinted  above,  no  more  than  a  poor 
mutilated  fraction  of  what  was  in  him ;  brief,  broken 
glimpses  of  a  genius  that  could  never  show  itself  com- 
plete; that  wanted  all  things  for  completeness:  culture, 
leisure,  true  effort,  nay,  even  length  of  life.  His  poems 
are,  with  scarcely  any  exception,  mere  occasional  effu- 
sions, poured  forth  with  little  premeditation,  expressing, 
by  such  means  as  offered,  the  passion,  opinion,  or 
humour  of  the  hour.  Never  in  one  instance  was  it  per- 
mitted him  to  grapple  with  any  subject  with  the  full 
collection  of  his  strength,  to  fuse  and  mould  it  in  the 
concentrated  fire  of  his  genius.  To  try  by  the  strict 
rules  of  Art  such  imperfect  fragments,  would  be  at  once 
unprofitable  and  unfair.  Nevertheless,  there  is  some- 
thing in  these  poems,  marred  and  defective  as  they  are, 
which  forbids  the  most  fastidious  student  of  poetry  to 
pass  them  by.  Some  sort  of  enduring  quality  they 
must  have:  for,  after  fifty  years  of  the  wildest  vicissi- 
tudes in  poetic  taste,  they  still  continue  to  be  read ; 
nay,  are  read  more  and  more  eagerly,  more  and  more 
extensively;  and  this  not  only  by  literary  virtuosos,  and 
that  class  upon  whom  transitory  causes  operate  most 
strongly,  but  by  all  classes,  down  to  the  most  hard, 
unlettered,  and  truly  natural  class,  who  read  little,  and 
especially  no  poetry,  except  because  they  find  pleasure 
in  it.  The  grounds  of  so  singular  and  wide  a  popularity, 
which  extends,  in  a  literal  sense,  from  the  palace  to  the 
hut,  and  over  all  regions  where  the  English  tongue  is 
spoken,  are  well  worth  inquiring  into.  After  every  just 
deduction,  it  seems  to  imply  some  rare  excellence  in 
these  works.  What  is  that  excellence? 

To  answer  this  question  will  not  lead  us  far.  The 
excellence  of  Burns  is,  indeed,  among  the  rarest,  whether 
in  poetry  or  prose ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  it  is  plain 
and  easily  recognised:  his  sincerity,  his  indisputable  air 
of  truth.  Here  are  no  fabulous  woes  or  joys;  no  hollow 
fantastic  sentimentalities ;  no  wiredrawn  refinings, 
either  in  thought  or  feeling:  the  passion  that  is  traced 
before  us  has  glowed  in  a  living  heart;  the  opinion  he 
utters  has  arisen  in  his  own  understanding,  and  been  a 


light  to  his  own  steps.  He  does  not  write  from  hearsay,  c 
but  from  sight  and  experience ;  it  is  the  scenes  he  has 
lived  and  laboured  amidst,  that  he  describes:  those 
scenes,  rude  and  humble  as  they  are,  have  kindled 
beautiful  emotions  in  his  soul,  noble  thoughts,  and 
definite  resolves;  and  he  speaks  forth  what  is  in  him, 
not  from  any  outward  call  of  vanity  or  interest,  but 
because  his  heart  is  too  full  to  be  silent.  He  speaks  it, 
too,  with  such  melody  and  modulation  as  he  can ;  •'  in 
homely  rustic  jingle;"  but  it  is  his  own,  and  genuine. 
This  is  the  grand  secret  for  finding  readers  and  retain- 
ing them :  let  him  who  would  move  and  convince  others, 
be  first  moved  and  convinced  himself.  Horace's  rule, 
Si  vis  me  fiere,  is  applicable  in  a  wider  sense  than  the 
literal  one.  To  every  poet,  to  every  writer,  we  might 
say :  be  true,  if  you  would  be  believed.  Let  a  man  but 
speak  forth  with  genuine  earnestness  the  thought,  the 
emotion,  the  actual  condition,  of  his  own  heart,  and 
other  men,  so  strangely  are  we  all  knit  together  by  the 
tie  of  sympathy,  must  and  will  give  heed  to  him.  In 
culture,  in  extent  of  view,  we  may  stand  above  the 
speaker,  or  below  him ;  but  in  either  case,  his  words,  if 
they  are  earnest  and  sincere,  will  find  some  response 
witliin  us;  for  in  spite  of  all  casual  varieties  in  outward 
rank,  or  inward,  as  face  answers  to  face,  so  does  the 
heart  of  man  to  man. 

This  may  appear  a  very  simple  principle,  and  one 
which  Burns  had  little  merit  in  discovering.  True,  the 
discovery  is  easy  enough:  but  the  practical  appliance 
is  not  easy ;  is  indeed  the  fundamental  difficulty  which 
all  poets  have  to  strive  with,  and  which  scarcely  one  in 
the  hundred  ever  fairly  surmounts.  A  head  too  dull  to 
discriminate  the  true  from  the  false;  a  heart  too  dull 
to  love  the  one  at  all  risks,  and  to  hate  the  other  in 
spite  of  all  temptations,  are  alike  fatal  to  a  writer. 
With  either,  or,  as  more  commonly  happens,  with  both, 
of  these  deficiencies,  combine  a  love  of  distinction,  A 
wish  to  be  original,  which  is  seldom  wanting,  and  we 
have  Affectation,  the  bane  of  literature,  as  Cant,  its 
elder  brother,  is  of  morals.  How  often  does  the  one 
and  the  other  front  us,  in  poetry,  as  in  life!  Great 
poets  themselves  are  not  always  free  of  this  vice;  nay, 
it  is  precisely  on  a  certain  sort  and  degree  of  greatness 
that  it  is  most  commonly  ingrafted.  A  strong  effort 
after  excellence  will  sometimes  solace  itself  with  a  mere 
shadow  of  success,  and  he  who  has  much  to  unfold,  will 
sometimes  unfold  it  imperfectly.  Byron,  for  instance, 
was  no  common  man:  yet  if  we  examine  his  poetry 
with  this  view,  we  shall  find  it  far  enough  from  faultless. 
Generally  speaking,  we  should  say  that  it  is  not  true. 
He  refreshes  us,  not  with  the  divine  fountain,  but  too 
often  with  vulgar  strong  waters,  stimulating  indeed  to 
the  taste,  but  soon  ending  hi  dislike,  or  even  nausea. 
Are  his  Harolds  and  Giaours,  we  would  ask,  real  men, 
we  mean,  poetically  consistent  and  conceivable  men* 
Do  not  these  characters,  does  not  the  character  of  their 
author,  which  more  or  less  shines  through  them  all, 
rather  appear  a  thing  put  on  for  the  occasion ;  no  natural 
or  possible  mode  of  being,  but  something  intended  to 
look  much  grander  than  nature?  Surely,  all  these 
stormful  agonies,  this  volcanic  heroism,  superhuman 
contempt,  and  moody  desperation,  with  so  much  scowl- 
ing, and  teeth-gnashing,  and  other  sulphurous  humours, 
is  more  like  the  brawling  of  a  player  in  some  paltry 
tragedy,  which  is  to  last  three  hours,  than  the  bearing 
of  a  man  in  the  business  of  life,  which  is  to  last  three 
score  and  ten  years.  To  our  minds,  there  is  a  taint  of 
this  sort,  something  which  we  should  call  theatrical, 
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false,  and  affected,  in  every  one  of  these  otherwise 
powerful  pieces.     Perhaps  Don  Juan,  especially  the 


Hence  our  innumerable  host  of  rose-coloured  novels  aiiJ 
iron-mailed  epics,  with  their  locality  not  on  the  earth, 


latter  parts  of  it,  is  the  only  thing  approaching  to  a  |  but  somewhere  near  to  the  moon.     Hence  our  virgins 


sincere  work,  he  ever  wrote;  the  only  work  where  he 
showed  himself,  in  any  measure,  as  he  was;  and  seemed 
so  intent  on  his  subject  as,  for  moments,  to  forget  him- 
self. Yet  Byron  hated  this  vice;  we  believe,  heartily 
detested  it:  nay,  he  had  declared  formal  war  against  it 
in  words.  So  difficult  is  it  even  for  the  strongest  to 
make  this  primary  attainment,  which  might  seem  the 
simplest  of  all:  to  read  its  own  consciousness  without 
tnistcdces,  without  errors  involuntary  or  wilful !  "We 
recollect  no  poet  of  Burns's  susceptibility  who  comes 
before  us  from  the  first,  and  abides  with  us  to  the  last, 
with  such  a  total  want  of  affectation.  He  is  an  honest 
man,  and  an  honest  writer.  In  his  successes  and  his 
failures,  in  his  greatness  and  his  littleness,  he  is  ever 
clear,  simple,  true,  and  glitters  with  no  lustre  but  his 
own.  We  reckon  this  to  be  a  great  virtue ;  to  be,  in  fact, 
the  root  of  most  other  virtues,  literary  as  well  as  moral. 

It  is  necessary,  however,  to  mention,  that  it  is  to  the 
poetry  of  Burns  that  we  now  allude;  to  those  writings 
which  he  had  time  to  meditate,  and  where  no  special 
reason  existed  to  warp  his  critical  feeling,  or  obstruct 
his  endeavour  to  fulfil  it.  Certain  of  his  letters,  and 
other  fractions  of  prose  composition,  by  no  means 
deserve  this  praise.  Here,  doubtless,  there  is  not  the 
same  natural  truth  of  style ;  but  on  the  contrary,  some- 
thing not  only  stiff,  but  strained  and  twisted;  a  certain 
high-flown  inflated  tone;  the  stilting  emphasis  of  which 
contrasts  ill  with  the  firmness  and  rugged  simplicity  of 
even  his  poorest  verses.  Thus  no  man,  it  would  appear, 
is  altogether  unaffected.  Does  not  Shakspeare  himself 
sometimes  premeditate  the  sheerest  bombast!  But 
even  with  regard  to  these  letters  of  Burns',  it  is  but  fair 
to  state  that  he  had  two  excuses.  The  first  was  his 
comparative  deficiency  in  language.  Burns,  though  for 
most  part  he  writes  with  singular  force,  and  even  grace- 
fulness, is  not  master  of  English  prose,  as  he  is  of 
Scottish  verse ;  not  master  of  it,  we  mean,  in  proportion 
to  the  depth  and  vehemence  of  his  matter.  These 
letters  strike  us  as  the  effort  of  a  man  to  express  some- 
thing which  he  has  no  organ  fit  for  expressing.  But  a 
second  and  weightier  excuse  is  to  be  found  in  the 
peculiarity  of  Burns's  social  rank.  His  correspondents 
are  often  men  whose  relation  to  him  he  has  never  accu- 
rately ascertained:  whom  therefore  he  is  either  fore- 
arming himself  against,  or  else  unconsciously  flattering, 
by  adopting  the  style  he  thinks  will  please  them.  At 
all  events,  we  should  remember  that  these  faults,  even 
in  his  letters,  are  not  the  rule,  but  the  exception. 
Whenever  he  writes,  as  one  would  ever  wish  to  do,  to 
trusted  friends  and  on  real  interests,  his  style  becomes 
simple,  vigorous,  expressive,  sometimes  even  beautiful. 
His  letters  to  Mrs  Dunlop  are  uniformly  excellent. 

But  we  return  to  his  poetry.  In  addition  to  its  sin- 
cerity, it  has  another  peculiar  merit,  which  indeed  is 
but  a  mode,  or  perhaps  a  means,  of  the  foregoing.  It 
displays  itself  in  his  choice  of  subjects,  or  rather  in  his 
indifference  as  to  subjects,  and  the  power  he  has  of 
making  all  subjects  interesting.  The  ordinary  poet, 
like  the  ordinary  man,  is  for  ever  seeking  in  external 
circumstances  the  help  which  can  be  found  only  in  him- 
self. In  what  is  familiar  and  near  at  hand,  he  discerns 
no  form  or  comeliness:  home  is  not  poetical  but  prosaic; 
it  is  in  some  past,  distant,  conventional  world,  that 
poetry  resides  for  him;  were  he  there  and  not  here, 
were  ho  thus  and  not  so,  it  would  be  well  with  him. 


of  the  sun,  and  our  knights  of  the  cross,  malicious 
Saracens  in  turbans,  and  copper-coloured  chiefs  in  wam- 
pum, and  so  many  other  truculent  figures  from  the 
heroic  times  or  the  heroic  climates,  who  on  all  hands 
swarm  in  our  poetry.  Peace  be  with  them !  But  yet 
as  a  great  moralist  proposed  preaching  to  the  men  of 
this  century,  so  would  we  fain  preach  to  the  poets  "  a 
sermon  on  the  duty  of  staying  at  home."  Let  them  be 
sure  that  heroic  ages  and  heroic  climates  can  do  little 
for  them.  That  form  of  life  has  attraction  for  us,  less 
because  it  is  better  or  nobler  than  our  own,  than  simply 
because  it  is  different;  and  even  this  attraction  must 
be  of  the  most  transient  sort.  For  will  not  our  own 
age,  one  day,  be  an  ancient  one;  and  have  as  quaint  a 
costume  as  the  rest;  not  contrasted  with  the  rest, 
therefore,  but  ranked  along  with  them,  in  respect  of 
quaintness?  Does  Homer  interest  us  now,  because  he 
wrote  of  what  passed  out  of  his  native  Greece,  and  two 
centuries  before  he  was  born;  or  because  he  wrote  of 
what  passed  in  God's  world,  and  in  the  heart  of  man, 
which  is  the  same  after  thirty  centuries?  Let  our  poets 
look  to  this:  is  their  feeling  really  finer,  truer,  and  their 
vision  deeper  than  that  of  other  men,  they  have  nothing 
to  fear,  even  from  the  humblest  subject;  is  it  not  so, — 
they  "have  nothing  to  hope,  but  an  ephemeral  favour, 
even  from  the  highest. 

The  poet,  we  cannot  but  think,  can  never  have  far  to 
seek  for  a  subject:  the  elements  of  his  art  are  in  him, 
and  around  him  on  every  hand;  for  him  the  ideal  world 
is  not  remote  from  the  actual,  but  under  it  and  within 
it:  nay,  he  is  a  poet,  precisely  because  he  can  discern 
it  there.  Wherever  there  is  a  sky  above  him,  and  a 
world  around  him,  the  poet  is  in  his  place ;  for  here  too 
is  man's  existence,  with  its  infinite  longings  and  small 
acquirings;  its  ever- thwarted,  ever  renewed  endeavours ; 
its  unspeakable  aspirations,  its  fears  and  hopes  that 
wander  through  eternity;  and  all  the  mystery  of  bright- 
ness and  of  gloom  that  it  was  ever  made  of,  in  any  age 
or  climate,  since  man  first  began  to  live.  Is  there  not 
the  fifth  act  of  a  tragedy  in  every  death-bed,  though  it 
were  a  peasant's,  and  a  bed  of  heath?  And  are  wooings 
and  weddings  obsolete,  that  there  can  be  comedy  no 
longer?  Or  are  men  suddenly  grown  wise,  that  Laughter 
must  no  longer  shake  his  sides,  but  be  cheated  of  his 
farce?  Man's  life  and  nature  is,  as  it  was,  and  as  it  will 
ever  be.  But  the  poet  must  have  an  eye  to  read  these 
things,  and  a  heart  to  understand  them ;  or  they  come 
and  pass  away  before  him  in  vain.  He  is  a  vates,  a  seer; 
a  gift  of  vision  has  been  given  him.  Has  life  no  mean- 
ings for  him,  which  another  cannot  equally  decipher! 
then  he  is  no  poet,  and  Delphi  itself  will  not  make  him 
one. 

In  this  respect,  Burns,  though  not  perhaps  absolutely 
a  great  poet,  better  manifests  his  capability,  better 
proves  the  truth  of  his  genius,  than  if  he  had,  by  his 
own  strength,  kept  the  whole  Minerva  press  going,  to 
the  end  of  his  literary  course.  He  shows  himself  at 
least  a  poet  of  Nature's  own  making;  and  Nature,  after 
all,  is  still  the  grand  agent  in  making  poets.  We  often 
hear  of  this  and  the  other  external  condition  being 
requisite  for  the  existence  of  a  poet.  Sometimes  it  is 
a  certain  sort  of  training;  he  must  have  studied  certain 
things,  studied  for  instance  "the  elder  dramatists,"  and 
so  learned  a  poetic  language;  as  if  poetry  lay  in  the 
tongue  and  not  in  the  heart.  At  other  times  we  are 
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told,  he  must  be  bred  in  a  certain  rank,  and  must  be 
on  a  confidential  footing  with  the  higher  classes; 
because,  above  all  other  things,  he  must  see  the  world. 
As  to  seeing  the  world,  we  apprehend  this  will  cause 
him  little  difficulty,  if  he  have  but  an  eye  to  see  it  with. 
Without  eyes,  indeed,  the  task  might  be  hard.  But 
hnppily  every  poet  is  born  in  the  world;  and  sees  it, 
with  or  against  his  will,  every  day  and  every  hour  he 
lives.  The  mysterious  workmanship  of  man's  heart, 
the  true  light  and  the  inscrutable  darkness  of  man's 
destiny,  reveal  themselves  not  only  in  capital  cities,  and 
crowded  saloons,  but  in  every  hut  and  hamlet  where 
men  have  their  abode.  Nay,  do  not  the  elements  of  all 
human  virtues,  and  all  human  vices;  the  passions  at 
once  of  a  Borgia  and  of  a  Luther,  lie  written,  in  stronger 
or  fainter  lines,  in  the  consciousness  of  every  individual 
bosom,  that  has  practised  honest  self-examination? 
Truly,  this  same  world  may  be  seen  in  Mossgiel  and 
Tarbolton,  if  we  look  well,  as  clearly  as  it  ever  came  to 
light  in  Crockford's,  or  the  Tuileries  itself. 

But  sometimes  still  harder  requisitions  are  laid  on 
the  poor  aspirant  to  poetry;  for  it  is  hinted  that  he 
should  have  been  born  two  centuries  ago;  inasmuch  as 
poetry,  soon  after  that  date,  vanished  from  the  earth, 
and  became  no  longer  attainable  by  men !  Such  cobweb 
speculations  have,  now  and  then,  overhung  the  field  of 
literature;  but  they  obstruct  not  the  growth  of  any 
plant  there :  the  Shakspeare,  or  the  Burns,  uncon- 
sciously, and  merely  as  he  walks  onward,  silently 
brushes  them  away.  Is  not  every  genius  an  impossi- 
bility till  he  appear?  Why  do  we  call  him  new  and 
original,  if  tee  saw  where  his  marble  was  lying,  and 
what  fabric  he  could  rear  from  it?  It  is  not  the  material 
but  the  workman  that  is  wanting.  It  is  not  the  dark 
place  that  hinders,  but  the  dim  eye.  A  Scottish  peas- 
ant's life  was  the  meanest  and  rudest  of  all  lives,  till 
Burns  became  a  poet  in  it,  and  a  poet  of  it;  found  it  a 
man's  life,  and  therefore  significant  to  men.  A  thousand 
battle-fields  remain  unsung;  but  the  '  Wounded  Hare' 
lias  not  perished  without  its  memorial;  a  balm  of  mercy 
yet  breathes  on  us  from  its  dumb  agonies,  because  a 
poet  was  there.  Our  '  Halloween '  had  passed  and 
repassed,  in  rude  awe  and  laughter,  since  the  era  of  the 
Druids;  but  no  Theocritus,  till  Burns,  discerned  in  it 
the  materials  of  a  Scottish  Idyl:  neither  was  the '  Holy 
Fair'  any  'Council  of  Trent,'  or  Roman  'Jubilee:'  but 
nevertheless,  Superstition,  and  Hypocrisy,  and  Fun  having 
been  propitious  to  him :  in  this  man's  hand  it  became  a 
poem,  instinct  with  satire,  and  genuine  comic  life.  Let 
but  the  true  poet  be  given  us,  we  repeat  it,  place  him 
where  and  how  you  will,  and  true  poetry  will  not  be 
wanting. 

Independently  of  the  essential  gift  of  poetic  feeling, 
as  we  have  now  attempted  to  describe  it,  a  certain 
rugged  sterling  worth  pervades  whatever  Burns  has 
written:  a  virtue  as  of  green  fields  and  mountain 
breezes,  dwells  in  his  poetry;  it  is  redolent  of  natural 
life,  and  hardy  natural  men.  There  is  a  decisive 
strength  in  him,  and  yet  a  sweet  native  gracefulness: 
he  is  tender,  and  he  is  vehement,  yet  without  constraint 
or  too  visible  effort;  he  melts  the  heart,  or  inflames  it, 
with  a  power  which  seems  habitual  and  familiar  to  him. 
We  see  in  him  the  gentleness,  the  trembling  pity  of  a 
woman,  with  the  deep  earnestness,  the  force  and  pas- 
sionate ardour  of  a  hero.  Tears  lie  in  him,  and  consum- 
ing fire;  as  lightning  lurks  in  the  drops  of  the  summer 
cl-^ud.  He  has  a  resonance  in  his  bosom  for  every  note 
of  \niman  feeling;  the  high  and  the  low,  the  sad,  the 


ludicrous,  the  joyful,  are  welcome  in  their  turns  to  his 
"  lightly-moved  and  all-conceiving  spirit."  And  observe 
with  what  a  prompt  and  eager  force  he  grasps  his 
subject,  be  it  what  it  may!  How  he  fixes,  as  it  were, 
the  full  image  of  the  matter  in  his  eye;  full  and  clear 
in  every  lineament;  and  catches  the  real  type  and 
essence  of  it,  amid  a  thousand  accidents  and  superficial 
circumstances,  no  one  of  which  misleads  him !  Is  it  of 
reason;  some  truth  to  be  discovered!  No  sophistry, 
no  vain  surface-logic  detains  him ;  quick,  resolute, 
unerring,  he  pierces  through  into  the  marrow  of  the 
question;  and  speaks  his  verdict  with  an  emphasis  that 
cannot  be  forgotten.  Is  it  of  description;  some  visual 
object  to  be  represented?  No  poet,  of  any  age  or  nation, 
is  more  graphic  than  Burns:  the  characteristic  features 
disclose  themselves  to  him  at  a  glance;  three  lines  from 
his  hand,  and  we  have  a  likeness.  And  in  that  rough 
dialect,  in  that  rude,  often  awkward,  metre,  so  clear 
and  definite  a  likeness !  It  seems  a  draughtsman 
working  with  a  burnt  stick;  and  yet  the  burin  of  a 
Rctsch  is  not  more  expressive  or  exact. 


LETTER   FROM   MR   FINDLATER, 

COLLECTOR  OF  EXCISE,  GLASGOW.  1 


GLASGOW,  lOra  OCTOBER,  1818. 


SIR, 


I  entirely  agree  with  you  in  opinion  on  the  various 
accounts  which  have  been  given  to  the  world  of  the  life 
of  Robert  Burns,  and  can  have  no  hesitation  in  express- 
ing publicly  my  sentiments  on  his  official  conduct  at 
least,  and  perhaps  in  other  respects,  as  far  as  may 
appear  necessary  for  the  developement  of  truth. 
Amongst  his  Biographers,  Dr  Currie  of  course  takes  the 
lead,  and  the  severity  of  his  strictures,  or,  to  borrow 
the  words  of  the  Poet,  his  '  iron-justice,'  is  much  to  be 
regretted,  as  '  his  Life'  has  become  a  kind  of  text- book 
for  succeeding  commentators,  who  have,  by  the  aid  of 
their  own  fancies,  amplified,  exaggerated,  and  filled  up 
the  outlines  he  has  sketched,  and,  in  truth,  left  in  such 
a  state  as  to  provoke  an  exercise  of  that  description. 

It  is  painful  to  trace  all  that  has  been  written  by 
Dr  Currie's  successors,  who  seem  to  have  considered 
the  history  of  the  Poet  as  a  thing  like  Ulysses's  bow, 
on  which  each  was  at  liberty  to  try  his  strength,  and 
some,  in  order  to  outdo  their  competitors,  have  strained 
every  nerve  to  throw  all  kinds  of  obloquy  on  his  memory. 
His  convivial  habits,  his  wit  and  humour,  his  social 
talents,  and  independent  spirit,  have  been  perverted 
into  constant  and  habitual  drunkenness,  impiety, 
neglect  of  his  professional  duty,  and  of  his  family,  and 
in  short  every  human  vice.  He  has  been  branded  with 
cowardice,  accused  of  attempting  murder,  and  even 
suicide,  and  all  this  without  a  shadow  of  proof,  prok 
pudor! 


\  First  published  in  Peterkin'g  edition  of  Burns.  Mr  Find- 
later  was  the  Port's  superior  officer  nil  the  time  he  was  in  the 
Kxcise,  and  his  testimony  as  to  this  period  of  Burns'  life  it 
therefore  of  the  highest  authority.  Mr  Flndlater  died  nt 
Glasgow  on  the  4th  December,  1839,  aged  89.  See  Note  at 
page  291,  vol.ii 
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Is  there  nothing  of  tenderness  due  to  the  memory 
of  so  transcendant  a  genius,  who  has  so  often  delighted 
even  his  libellers  with  the  felicities  of  his  songs,  and  the 
charms  of  his  wit  and  humour? — And  is  no  regard  to  be 
had  to  the  feelings  of  those  near  and  dear  relatives  he 
has  left  behind ;  or,  are  his  ashes  never  to '  hope  repose?' 
— My  indignation  has  unwarily  led  me  astray  from  the 
point  to  which  I  meant  to  have  confined  myself,  and  to 
which  I  will  now  recur,  and  briefly  state  what  I  have 
to  say  on  the  subject. 

My  connexion  with  Robert  Burns  commenced 
immediately  after  his  admission  into  the  Excise,  and 
continued  to  the  hour  of  his  death.  In  all  that  time, 
the  superintendence  of  his  behaviour  as  an  officer  of 
the  revenue  was  a  branch  of  my  especial  province,  and 
it  may  be  supposed,  I  would  not  be  an  inattentive 
observer  of  the  general  conduct  of  a  man  and  a  Poet  so 
celebrated  by  his  countrymen.  In  the  former  capacity, 
so  far  from  its  being  '  impossible  for  him  to  discharge 
the  duties  of  his  office  with  that  regularity  which  is 
almost  indispensable,'  as  is  palpably  assumed  by  one  of 
his  biographers,  and  insinuated  not  very  obscurely  even 
by  Dr  Currie,  he  was  exemplary  in  his  attention  as  an 
excise-officer,  and  was  even  jealous  of  the  least  impu- 
tation on  his  vigilance;  as  a  proof  of  which,  it  may  not 
be  foreign  to  the  subject  to  quote  part  of  a  letter  from 
him  to  myself,  in  a  case  of  only  seeming  inattention. — 
'I  know,  Sir,  and  regret  deeply,  that  this  business 
glances  with  a  malign  aspect  on  my  character  as  an 
officer;  but,  as  I  am  really  innocent  in  the  affair;  and, 
as  the  gentleman  is  known  to  be  an  illicit  dealer,  and 
particularly  as  this  is  the  single  instance  of  the  least 
shadow  of  carelessness  or  impropriety  in  my  conduct 
as  an  officer,  I  shall  be  peculiarly  unfortunate  if  my 
character  shall  fall  a  sacrifice  to  the  dark  manoeuvres 
of  a  smuggler.'  This  of  itself  affords  more  than  a  pre- 
sumption of  his  attention  to  business,  as  it  cannot  be 
supposed  that  he  would  have  written  in  such  a  style  to 
me,  but  from  the  impulse  of  a  conscious  rectitude  in 
this  department  of  his  duty.  Indeed  it  was  not  till 
near  the  latter  end  of  his  days  that  there  was  any  fall- 
ing off  in  this  respect,  and  this  was  amply  accounted 
for  in  the  pressure  of  disease,  and  accumulating  infirmi- 
ties. About  this  period  I  advised  him  to  relinquish 
business  altogether,  which  he  complied  with,  but  it 
distressed  him  a  good  deal,  as  he  was  thereby  liable  to 
suffer  a  diminution  of  salary;  and  he  wrote  to  Commis- 
sioner Graham,  in  the  hope  that  that  gentleman's 
influence  would  get  his  full  pay  continued  during  his 
illness,  which  I  have  no  doubt  it  would  have  done  if  he 
had  recovered.  In  the  meantime,  Mr  Graham  wrote 
him  a  letter,  exhibiting  a  solid  proof  of  his  generosity 
and  friendship,  but,  alas!  the  Poet  was  by  this  time 
too  far  gone  towards  that '  undiscovered  country,  from 
whose  bourne  no  traveller  returns,'  and  he  could  not 
acknowledge  it. 

Having  stated  Burns's  unremitting  attention  to 
business,  which  certainly  was  not  compatible  with  per- 
petual intoxication ;  it  follows  of  course  that  this  latter 
charge  must  fall  to  the  ground ;  and  I  will  farther  avow, 
that  I  never  saw  him,  which  was  very  frequently  while 
he  lived  at  Ellisland,  and  still  more  so,  almost  every  day. 
after  he  removed  to  Dumfries,  but  in  hours  of  business 
he  was  quite  himself,  and  capable  of  discharging  the 
duties  of  his  office;  nor  was  he  ever  known  to  drink  by 
himself,  or  seen  to  indulge  in  the  use  of  liquor  in  a  fore- 
noon, as  the  statement,  that  he  was  perpetually  under 
its  stimulus  unequivocally  implies. 


To  attempt  the  refutation  of  the  various  other 
calumnies  with  which  his  memory  has  been  assailed, 
some  of  which  are  so  absurd  as  hardly  to  merit  any 
attention,  does  not  fall  in  my  way,  though  I  hope  they 
will  be  suitably  taken  notice  of;  but  permit  me  to  add, 
that  I  have  seen  Burns  in  all  his  various  phases — in  his 
convivial  moments,  in  his  sober  moods,  and  in  the  bosom 
of  his  family;  indeed  I  believe  I  saw  more  of  him  than 
any  other  individual  had  occasion  to  see,  after  he  became 
an  Excise- Officer;  and  I  never  beheld  any  thing  like 
the  gross  enormities  with  which  he  is  now  charged. 
That  when  set  down  in  an  evening  with  a  few  friends 
whom  he  liked,  he  was  apt  to  prolong  the  social  hour 
beyond  the  bounds  which  prudence  would  dictate,  is 
unquestionable;  but  in  his  family,  I  will  venture  to  say, 
he  was  never  seen  otherwise  than  attentive  and  affec  • 
tionate  to  a  high  degree.  Upon  the  whole  it  is  much 
to  be  lamented  that  there  has  been  so  much  broad 
unqualified  assertion  as  has  been  displayed  in  Bums's 
history ;  the  virulence  indeed  with  which  his  memory 
has  been  treated,  is  hardly  to  be  paralleled  in  the 
annals  of  literature.  Wishing  every  success  to  the 
laudable  attempt  of  rescuing  it  from  the  indiscriminate 
abuse  which  has  been  heaped  upon  it, 


I  remain,  &c. 


(Signed)  A.  FINDLATER. 


To  MR  AI.EX.  PETERKIN, 
EDINBURGH. 


DOMESTIC  SKETCH  OF  THE  POET. 

BT  THE  LATE 
SIR  EGERTON  BRYDGES,  BART. 

I  had  always  been  a  great  admirer  of  his  genius  and 
of  many  traits  in  his  character;  and  I  was  aware  that 
he  was  a  person  moody,  and  somewhat  difficult  to  deal 
with.  I  was  resolved  to  keep  in  full  consideration  the 
irritability  of  his  position  in  society.  About  a  mile 
from  his  residence,  on  a  bench  under  a  tree,  I  passed  a 
figure,  which  from  the  engraved  portraits  of  him  I  did 
not  doubt  was  the  Poet ;  but  I  did  not  venture  to 
address  him.  On  arriving  at  his  humble  cottage,  Mrs 
Burns  opened  the  door ;  she  was  the  plain  sort  of  humble 
woman  she  has  been  described;  she  ushered  me  into  a 
neat  apartment,  and  said  that  she  would  send  for  Burns, 
who  was  gone  for  a  walk.  In  about  half  an  hour  he 
came,  and  my  conjecture  proved  right:  he  was  the  per- 
son I  had  seen  on  the  bench  by  the  road-side.  At  first 
I  was  not  entirely  pleased  with  his  countenance.  I 
thought  it  had  a  sort  of  capricious  jealousy,  as  if  he  was 
half  inclined  to  treat  me  as  an  intruder.  I  resolved  to 
bear  it,  and  try  if  I  could  humour  him.  I  let  him 
choose  his  turn  of  conversation,  but  said  a  few  words 
about  the  friend  whose  letter  I  had  brought  to  him. 
It  was  now  about  four  in  the  afternoon  of  an  autumn 
day.  While  we  were  talking,  Mrs  Burns,  as  if  accus- 
tomed to  entertain  visitors  in  this  way,  brought  in  a 
bottle  of  Scotch  whiskey,  and  set  the  table.  I  accepted 
this  hospitality.  I  could  not  help  observing  the  curious 
glance  with  which  he  watched  me  at  the  entrance  of  this 
signal  of  homelyentertainment.  He  was  satisfied  ;he  fi  lied 
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our  glasses.  'Here's  a  health  to  auld Caledonia  !'  Tho  swarthy  features  glowed;  his  eyes  kindled  up  till  they 
fire  sparkled  in  his  eye,  and  mine  sympathetically  met  all  but  lightened;  his  slight  stoop  vanished ;  and  his 
his.  He  shook  my  hand  with  warmth,  and  we  were  i  voice — deep,  manly,  and  musical — added  its  sorcery  of 
friends  at  once.  Then  he  drank  '  Erin  for  ever!'  and  pathos  or  of  wit,  till  the  dullest  owned  the  enchant- 
the  tear  of  delight  burst  from  his  eye.  The  fountain  of  incuts  of  genius, 
his  mind  and  his  heart  now  opened  at  once,  and  flowed 


with  abundant  force  almost  till  midnight.  He  had 
amazing  acuteness  of  intellect,  as  well  as  glow  of  senti- 
ment. 1  do  not  deny  that  he  said  some  absurd  things, 
and  many  coarse  ones,  and  that  his  knowledge  was  very 
irregular,  and  sometimes  too  presumptuous,  and  that 
he  did  not  endure  contradiction  with  sufficient  patience. 
His  pride,  and  perhaps  his  vanity,  was  even  morbid. 
I  carefully  avoided  topics  in  which  he  could  not  take 
an  active  part.  Of  literary  gossip  he  knew  nothing, 
and  therefore  I  kept  aloof  from  it ;  in  the  technical  parts 
of  literature  his  opinions  were  crude  and  uninformed ; 
but  whenever  he  spoke  of  a  great  writer  whom  he  had 
read,  his  taste  was  generally  sound.  To  a  few  minor 
writers  he  gave  more  credit  than  they  deserved.  His 
great  beauty  was  his  manly  strength,  and  his  energy 
and  elevation  of  thought  and  feeling.  He  had  always 
a  full  mind,  and  all  flowed  from  a  genuine  spring.  I 
never  conversed  with  a  man  who  appeared  to  be  more 
warmly  impressed  with  the  beauties  of  nature;  and 
visions  of  female  beauty  and  tenderness  seemed  to 
transport  him.  He  did  not  merely  appear  to  be  a  poet 
at  casual  intervals;  but  at  every  moment  a  poetical 
enthusiasm  seemed  to  beat  in  his  veins,  and  he  lived  all 
his  days  the  inward,  if  not  the  outward,  life  of  a  poet. 
I  thought  I  perceived  in  Burns's  cheek  the  symptoms 
of  an  energy  which  had  been  pushed  too  far;  and  he 
had  this  feeling  himself.  Every  now  and  then  he  spoke 
of  the  grave,  as  soon  about  to  close  over  him.  His  dark 
eye  had  at  first  a  character  of  sternness;  but  as  he  be- 
came warmed,  though  this  did  not  entirely  melt  away, 
it  was  mingled  with  changes  of  extreme  softness. 


PERSONAL  SKETCH  OF  THE  POET 

BY  ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM. 

Burns  in  his  youth  was  tall  and  sinewy,  with  coarse 
swarthy  features,  and  a  ready  word  of  wit  or  of  kind- 
ness for  all.  The  man  differed  little  from  the  lad ;  his  form 
was  vigorous,  his  limbs  shapely,  his  knees  firmly  knit, 
his  arms  muscular  and  round,  his  hands  large,  his  fingers 
long,  and  he  stood  five  feet  ten  inches  high.  All  his 
movements  were  unconstrained  and  free: — he  had  a 
slight  stoop  of  the  neck ;  and  a  lock  or  so  of  his  dark 
waving  hair  was  tied  carelessly  behind  with  two  casts 
of  narrow  black  ribbon.  His  looks  beamed  with  genius 
and  intelligence;  his  forehead  was  broad  and  clear, 
shaded  by  raven  locks  inclined  to  curl ;  his  cheeks  were 
furrowed  more  with  anxiety  than  time;  his  nose  was 
short  rather  than  long;  his  month,  firm  and  manly;  his 
teeth,  white  and  regular;  and  there  was  a  dimple,  a 
small  one,  on  his  chin.  His  eyes  were  large,  dark,  and 
lustrous:  I  have  heard  them  likened  to  coach-lamps 
approaching  in  a  dark  night,  because  they  were  first 
seen  of  any  part  of  the  Poet. — "  I  never  saw,"  said  Scott, 
"  such  another  eye  in  a  human  head,  though  I  have  seen 
the  most  distinguished  men  of  my  time."  In  his  ordin- 
ary moods,  Burns  looked  a  man.  of  a  hundred ;  but  when 
animated  in  company,  he  was  a  man  of  a  million;  his 


His  personal  strength  was  united  to  great  activity 
he  could  move  a  twenty-stone  sack  of  meal  without 
much  apparent  effort,  and  load  a  cart  with  bags  of  corn 
in  the  time, one  of  his  neighbours  said,  that  other  nie-ii 
were  talking  about  it.  A  mason  was  hewing  him  a  stone 
for  a  cheese-press,  and  Burns  took  pleasure,  as  a  side 
was  squared,  to  turn  over  the  huge  mass  unaided.  A 
large  pebble  is  still  pointed  out  at  Kllisland,  as  his  put- 
ting-stone; and  though  no  living  man  at  Nitlisdalc  per- 
haps can  poise  it  in  the  air,  the  tradition  proves  the 
popular  belief  in  his  great  strength.  He  delighted  in 
feats  of  rural  activity  and  skill ;  he  loved  to  draw  the 
st raightest  furrow  on  his  fields,  to  sow  the  largest  quan- 
tity of  seed-corn  of  any  farmer  in  the  dale  in  a  day, 
mow  the  most  rye-grass  and  clover  in  ten  hours  of 
exertion,  and  stook  to  the  greatest  number  of  reapers. 
In  this  he  sometimes  met  with  his  match.  After  a  hard 
strife  on  the  harvest  field,  with  a  fellow-husbandman, 
in  which  the  Poet  was  equalled: — "-Robert,"  said  his 
rival,  "  I'm  no  sae  far  behind  this  time,  I'm  thinking?" 
— "John,"  said  he  in  a  whisper, "  you're  behind  in  some- 
thing yet:  I  made  a  sang  while  I  was  stocking!"  I  have 
heard  my  father  say  that  Burns  had  the  handsomest 
cast  of  the  hand  in  sowing  corn  he  ever  saw  on  a  fur- 
rowed field. 

Burns  desired  as  much  to  excel  in  conversation  as  he 
did  in  these  fits  and  starts  of  husbandry;  but  he  was 
more  disposed  to  contend  for  victory  than  to  seek  for 
knowledge.  The  debating  club  of  Tarbolton  was  ever 
strong  within  him:  a  fierce  lampoon,  or  a  rough  epigram, 
was  often  the  reward  of  those  who  ventured  to  contra- 
dict him.  His  conversation  partook. of  the  nature  of 
controversy,  and  he  urged  his  opinions  with  a  vehemence 
amounting  to  fierceness.  All  this  was  natural  enough 
when  he  was  involved  in  argument  with  the  boors 
around  him ;  but  he  was  disposed,  when  pressed  in  de- 
bate, to  be  equally  discourteous  and  unsparing  to  the 
polite  and  the  titled. 

In  the  company  of  men  of  talent  he  was  another 
man ;  he  was  then  among  his  peers,  and  listened  with 
attention,  and  spoke  with  a  modest  eloquence  which 
surprised  many.  "  I  think  Burns,"  said  Robertson  the 
historian,  to  Professor  Christison, "  was  one  of  the  most 
extraordinary  men  I  ever  met  with;  his  poetry  sur- 
prised me  very  much,  his  prose  surprised  me  still  more, 
and  his  conversation  surprised  me  more  than  both  his 
poetry  and  prose."  "  His  address,"  says  Robert  Riddel, 
"  was  pleasing;  he  was  neither  forward  nor  embarrassed 
in  manner;  his  spirits  were  generally  high,  and  his  con- 
versation animated.  His  language  was  fluent,  frequently 
fine;  his  enunciation  always  rapid:  his  ideas  clear  and 
vigorous,  and  he  had  the  rare  power  of  modulating  hia 
peculiarly  fine  voice,  so  as  to  harmonise  with  whatever 
subject  he  touched  upon.  I  have  heard  him  talk  with 
astonishing  rapidity,  nor  miss  the  articulation  of  a 
single  syllable;  elevate  and  depress  his  voice  as  the 
topic  seemed  to  require ;  and  sometimes,  when  the  sub- 
ject was  pathetic,  he  would  prolong  the  words  in  the 
most  impressive  and  affecting  manner,  indicative  of  the 
deep  sensibility  which  inspired  him.  He  often  lamented 
to  me  that  fortune  had  not  placed  him  at  the  bar  or  in 
the  senate;  he  had  great  ambition,  and  the  feeling  that 
he  could  not  gratify  it  preyed  upon  him  severely." 
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LETTER  FROM  MR  GEORGE  THOMSON. 


THE  FOLLOWING  IS  AN  EXTRACT  OP  A  LETTER  ADDRESSED  TO  TUB 
PUBLISHERS  OF  THIS  WORK,  FROM  MR  GEORGE  THOMSON,  THK 
EDITOR  OFTHE  NATIONAL  MELODIES  OF  SCOTLAND,  AND  DISTIN- 
GUISHED CORRESPONDENT  OF  BURNS.  IT  IS  DATED  "  BRIGHTON, 
15TH  MAY,  1843,"  AND  SHOWS  PROMINENTLY  THAT  AGE  HAS 
NOT  DEADENED  THE  WRITER'S  SYMPATHY  IN  THE  POET,  OR 
COOLED  IN  ANY  DEGREE  A  MOST  GENEROUS  ESTIMATION  OF 
BURNS'  CHARACTER. 


...MUCH  has  it  vexed  me  that  Mr  [Allan]  Cunningham 
iu  his  immensity  of  Notes  has  given  circulation  to  so 
many  on  dits,  surmises,  and  innuendos  about  the  irre- 
gularities and  dissipation  of  the  poet ;  hearsay  tales, 
resting  upon  very  doubtful  authority ;  some  of  them 
perhaps  true,  and  others  exaggerated  or  unfounded.  I 
am  far  from  thinking  that  he  was  not  guilty  of  many 
follies,  remembering  his  own  memorable  and  candid 
confession  of  these,  which  methinks  might  have  served 
to  prevent  biographers  from  prying  into  holes  and 
corners  in  search  of  gossiping  details  to  prove  the  truth 
of  what  lie  had  himself  admitted!  Mark  his  contrition 
and  humility, — 

The  poor  inhabitant  below 

Was  quick  to  learn  and  wise  to  know, 

And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow, 

And  softer  flame ; 
But  thoughtless  follies  laid  him  low, 

And  stain'd  his  name  ! 

But  if  we  are  forced  to  go  into  evidence,  I  would  say 
that  I  think  the  detailed  allegations  of  the  Herons 
and  Cunninghams  are  neutralized  by  the  statements 
of  the  Grays,  Findlaters,  and  Lockharts.  Gilbert 
Burns  told  me  that  his  brother's  frailties  and  errors 
had  been  considerable,  although  by  no  means  so  great  as 
they  were  called.  In  this  Mr  Lockhart,  after  due  inquiry 
and  consideration,  decidedly  concurs  with  him. — Mr 
Lockhart  in  his  biography  says, — "that  Burns  ever 
sunk  into  a  toper — that  he  ever  was  addicted  to  soli- 
tary drinking — that  his  bottle  ever  interfered  with  his 
discharge  of  his  duties  as  an  exciseman — or  that,  in 
spite  of  some  transitory  follies,  he  ever  ceased  to  be  a 
most  affectionate  husband — all  these  charges  have  been 
insinuated,  and  they  are  all  false.  His  intemperance 
was,  as  Heron  says,  in  fits :  his  aberrations  of  all  kinds 
were  occasional,  not  systematic :  they  were  all  to  him- 
self the  sources  of  exquisite  misery  in  the  retrospect ; 
they  were  the  aberrations  of  a  man  whose  moral  sense 
was  never  deadened — of  one  who  encountered  more 
temptation  from  without  and  from  within,  than  the 
immense  majority  of  mankind,  far  from  having  to  con- 
tend against,  are  even  able  to  imagine." 

Here  I  take  my  stand  in  vindication  of  Burns,  and  I 
contend  that  Mr  James  Gray,  and  Collector  Findlater, 
his  superior  in  office,  both  resident  in  Dumfries,  who 
saw  him  daily  and  knew  him  thoroughly,  and  Mr 
Lockhart,  who  was  at  pains  to  investigate  the  charges 
against  him,  are  fully  as  well  entitled  to  belief  in  his 
behalf  as  Mr  Heron,  Mr  Cunningham,  and  the  gossips 
of  Dumfries  are,  in  their  assertions,  insinuations,  and 
assumptions  to  his  prejudice. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  Poet  was  often  literally 
dragged  into  society  on  account  of  his  wit  and  humour 


and  the  charms  of  his  conversation,  and  that  strangers 
from  distant  parts  frequently  journeyed  to  Dumfries  MI 
purpose  to  see  the  greatest  Poet  of  the  age.  Could  he 
be  insensible  to  the  homage  of  those  visitors ;  and  can 
we  wonder  at  his  accepting  their  flattering  invitations 
to  dinner,  or  that  his  Hashes  of  wit  should  have  pro- 
longed the  hours  of  social  enjoyment  beyond  prudential 
limits  on  such  occasions  \  Poor  Burns  !  how  cruel  was 
his  fate,  doomed  through  life  to  wither  at  the  loot  of 
fortune's  ladder,  with  a  genius  that  could  have  carried 
him  triumphantly  to  its  summit,  if  the  hand  of  power 
had  been  stretched  out  to  help  him  to  ascend.  One  of 
our  witty  philosophers  has  expressed  an  opinion,  I  am 
told,  for  I  have  not  yet  seen  it,  that  as  the  public  has 
been  highly  gratified  by  the  Poet's  works,  it  is  of  little 
consequence  how  the  Poet  fared  !  If  this  be  what  he 
has  said,  I  venture  to  differ  from  him,  and  to  think  that 
if  the  case  were  his  own  he  would  quite  agree  with  me, 
and  would  scout  such  preposterous  doctrine.  Had 
Burns  been  promoted  to  the  office  of  Collector  in  the 
Excise,  or  placed  in  any  situation  that  would  have 
afforded  him  a  moderate  competence,  and  left  him 
leisure  to  cultivate  the  Muse,  instead  of  being  left  to 
pine  in  poverty  and  to  waste  his  life  in  the  drudgery  of 
a  common  gauger,  the  public  in  all  probability  would 
have  been  gratified  by  many  more  invaluable  produc- 
tions from  his  pen.  That  a  man  of  such  original  genius, 
of  such  transcendant  talents,  and  of  such  independence 
of  mind  as  he  possessed,  did  not  find  a  patron  in  the 
influential  class  of  society,  to  rescue  him  from  the  situa- 
tion of  a  drudge,  is  a  matter  ever  to  be  lamented.  Con- 
sidering his  misfortunes,  it  might  have  been  expected, 
when  the  grave  closed  over  him,  that  he  would  have 
been  treated  with  far  greater  sympathy  by  biographers 
and  reviewers,  who  surely  have  scrutinized  his  conduct 
by  too  severe  a  test. 

Such  are  my  sentiments  with  respect  to  our  great 
Poet,  which  I  have  been  induced  to  lay  before  you, 
finding  that  you  are  now  preparing  a  new  edition  of  his 
works  for  the  press :  for  none  of  his  own  family,  I  be- 
lieve, regard  his  reputation  more  than  your  faithful 
humble  servant, 

G.THOMSON. 

MESSRS.  BLACKIE  AND  SON,  GLASGOW. 


BURNS  AND  THE  EXCISE  COMMISSIONERS. 

IN  the  Memoir,  p.  clxxxix.  Dr  Currie,  in  narrating 
the  disgrace  into  which  the  poet  fell  with  the  Board  of 
Excise  on  account  of  his  political  opinions,  makes  no 
mention  of  the  fact  that  Burns,  in  the  year  1792,  pur- 
chased four  carronades  from  a  captured  smuggling  brig 
in  the  Solway  Frith,  and  sent  them  as  a  present  to  the 
French  convention.*  This  was  undoubtedly  the  main 
point  of  objection  with  the  Excise  commissioners  to  the 


»  Among  papers  and  letters  left  by  Lewars,  Burns'  fellow 
officer,  and  now  in  the  possession  of  Mr  Joseph  Train,  Castle 
Douglas,  is  a  list  of  the  arras  and  stores  of  the  captured  brig, 
drawn  up  by  Burns  himself,  who  superintended  their  sale  by 
auction  in  Dumfries,  and  opposite  each  article  he  wrote  the 
name  of  the  purchaser  and  the  price  paid  for  it.  His  owu  name 
appears  as  purchaser  of  the  four  guns  for  the  sum  of  three 
pounds. 
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conduct  of  Burns.  Allan  Cunningham  expresses  his 
disbelief  of  the  fact,  but  there  is  no  doubt  of  its  accu- 
racy. The  following  is  Mr  Lockhart's  account  of  the 
transaction  :  — 

"  At  that  period  [1792]  a  great  deal  of  contraband  tramc.chiefly 
from  the  Isle  of  Man,  was  going  on  along  the  coasts  of  Gallo- 
way and  Ayrshire,  and  the  whole  of  the  revenue  officers  Irom 
Gretna  to  Dumfries,  were  placed  under  the  orders  of  a  super- 
intendent residing  in  Annan,  who  exerted  himself  zealously  in 
intercepting  the  descent  of  the  smuggling  vessels.  On  the 
27th  of  February,  a  suspicious  looking  brig  was  discovered  in 
the  Solway  Frith,  and  Burns  was  one  of  the  party  whom  the 
superintendent  conducted  to  watch  her  motions.  She  got  into 
shallow  water  the  day  afterwards,  and  the  officers  were  ena- 
bled to  discover  that  her  crew  were  numerous,  armed,  and  not 
likely  to  yield  without  a  struggle.  Lewars,  a  brother  excise- 
man, an  intimate  friend  of  our  poet,  was  accordingly  sent  to 
Dumfries  for  a  guard  of  dragoons;  the  superintendent,  Mr 
Crawford,  proceeded  himself  on  a  similar  errand  to  Ecclefechan, 
and  Burns  was  left  with  some  men  under  his  orders,  to  watch 
the  brig,  and  prevent  landing  or  escape.  From  the  private 
journal  of  one  of  the  excisemen,  (now  in  my  hands,)  it  appears 
that  Burns  manifested  considerable  impatience  while  thus  oc- 
cupied, being  left  for  many  hours  in  a  wet  salt-marsh,  with  a 
force  which  he  knew  to  be  inadequate  for  the  purpose  it  was 
meant  to  fulfil.  One  of  his  comrades  hearing  him  abuse  his 
friend  Lewars  in  particular,  for  being  slow  about  his  journey, 
the  man  answered,  that  lie  also  wished  the  devil  had  him  for 
his  pains,  and  that  Burns,  in  the  meantime,  would  do  well  to 
indite  a  song  upon  the  sluggard:  Burns  said  nothing;  but 
alter  taking  a  few  strides  by  himself  among  the  reeds  and  shin- 
gle, rejoined  his  party,  and  chanted  to  them  the  well-known 
ditty,  The  Diel't  run  otea*  withe  Exciseman.  Lewars  arrived 
shortly  afterwards  with  his  dragoons;  and  Burns,  putting 
himself  at  their  head,  waded,  sword  in  hand,  to  the  brig,  and 
was  the  first  to  board  her.  The  crew  lost  heart,  and  submitted, 
though  their  numbers  were  greater  than  those  of  the  assailing 
force.  The  vessel  was  condemned,  and,  with  all  her  arms  and 
stores,  sold  by  auction  next  day  'at  Dumfries  :  upon  which 
occasion,  Burns,  whose  behaviour  had  been  highly  commended, 


ies,  and  degraded  and  crushed  in  his  defeat, — the  tales  of  the 


veterans  who  had  followed  his  adventurous  standard,  were,  a1 
calculated  to  impress  upon  the  mind  of  a  poet  a  warm  interest 
in  the  cause  of  the  Ilou-eof  Muart.  Yet  the  impression  waa 
not  of  a  very  serious  cast;  for  Burns  himself  acknowledges  in 
one  of  his  letters,  (Ke)iques.  p.  240,)  that  "to  tell  the  matter  of 
fact,  except  when  ray  piitaious  were  heated  by  some  accidenta 
cause,  my  Jacobitism  was  merely  by  way  of  ein«  la  bagatelle." 
The  same  enthusiastic  ardour  of  disposition  swayed  Burns  in 
his  choice  of  political  tenets,  when  the  country  was  agitated  by 
revolutionary  principles.  That  the  poet  should  have  rh.i-.-u 
the  side  on  which  high  talents  were  most  likely  to  procure 
celebrity  ;  that  he  to  whom  the  fastidious  distinctions  of  society 
were  always  odious,  should  have  listened  with  complacence  to 
the  voice  of  French  philosophy,  which  denounced  them  as  usur- 
pations on  the  rights  of  man.  was  precisely  the  thing  to  he  ex- 
pected. Yet  we  cannot  but  think,  that  if  his  superiors  in  the 
Excise  department  had  tried  the  experiment  of  soothing  rather 
than  irritating  his  feelings,  they  might  have  spared  themselves 
the  disgrace  of  rendering  desjierate  the  possessor  of  such  un- 
common talents.  For  it  is  but  too  certain,  that  from  the  mo- 
ment his  hopes  of  promotion  were  utterly  blasted,  hi-  tendency 
to  dissipation  hurried  him  precipitately  into  those  excesses 
which  shortened  his  life.  We  doubt  not,  that  in  that  awfu' 
period  of  national  discord,  he  had  done  and  said  enough  to  de- 
ter, in  ordinary  cases,  the  servants  of  government  from  coun- 
tenancing an  avowed  partizan  of  faction.  But  this  partiznn 
was  Burns  !  Surely  the  experiment  of  lenity  might  have  been 
tried,  and  perhaps  successfully.  The  conduct  of  Mr  Graham  o' 
Fintray,  our  poet's  only  shield  against  actual  dismission  and 
consequent  ruin,  reflects  the  highest  credit  on  that  gentleman." 
In  the  general  strain  of  sentiment  in  this  passage  who  can 
refuse  to  concur?  but  I  am  bound  to  say,  that  after  a  careful 
examination  of  all  the  documents,  printed  and  MS.,  to  which  1 
have  had  access,  I  have  great  doubts  as  to  some  of  the  principal 
facts  assumed  in  the  eloquent  statement.  I  have  before  me,  for 
example,  a  letter  of  Mr  Findlater,  formerly  Collector  at  Glas- 
gow, who  was,  at  the  period  in  question,  Burns'  immediate 
superior  in  the  Dumfries  district,  in  which  that  very  re^pecta- 
ble  person  distinctly  says:—"  I  may  venture  to  assert,  that  when 
Bums  was  accused  of  a  leaning  to  democracy,  and  an  inquiry 
into  his  conduct  took  place,  he  was  subjected,  in  consequence 


thought  fit  to  purchase  four  carronades,  by  way  of  trophy.  |  nQ  more  than     'r,         B  VprW  or  priva,e  ^^  to 
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cept  of  them  as  a  mark  of  his  admiration  and  respect.  The 
present,  and  its  accompaniment,  were  intercepted  at  the  cus- 
tom-house at  Dover  ;  and  here,  there  appears  to  be  little  room 
to  doubt,  was  the  principal  circumstance  that  drew  on  Burns 
the  notice  of  bis  jealous  superiors. 

"  We  were  not,  it  is  true,  at  war  with  France  ;  but  every  one 
knew  and  felt  that  we  were  to  be  so  ere  long  ;  and  nobody  can 
pretend  that  Burns  was  not  guilty,  on  this  occasion,  of  a  most 


eby 

lived,  would,  1  have  every  reason  to  think,  have  gone  on  in  tlw 
usual  routine.  His  good  and  steady  friend  Mr  Graham  would 
have  attended  to  this.  V\  hat  cause,  therefore,  was  there  for 
depression  of  spirits  on  this  account  ?  or  how  should  he  have 
been  hurried  thereby  to  a  premature  grave  ?  I  never  saw  his 
spirit  fail  till  he  was  borne  down  by  the  pressure  of  disease  and 
bodily  weakness;  and  even  then  it  would  occasionally  revive, 
and  like  an  expiring  lamp,  emit  bright  flashes  to  the  lait."t 


THROUGH  the  kindness  of  Mr  Camithcrs  of  the  Inver- 


absurd  and  presumptuous  breach  of  decorum. 

"The  exact  result  of  the  Excise  Board's  investigation  is  hid- 
den, as  has  been  said  above,  in  obscurity ;  nor  is  it  at  all  likely 
that  the  cloud  will  be  withdrawn  hereafter.    A  general  im- 
pression, however,  appears  to  have  gone  forth,  that  the  affair  j  ness  Courier,  we  have  been  favoured  with  the  fo 
terminated  in  something  which  Burns  himself  considered  as  '  extract  of  a  letter  from  Mr  Tram,  Castle  Douglas,  which 
tantamount  to  the  destruction  of  all  hope  of  future  promotion  j  }a  conclusive  as  to  the  authenticity  of  the  documents 
in  his  profession ;  and  it  has  been  insinuated  by  almost  every     upon  whi(jh  Mr  Locfehart  founded  his  narrative :— 


one  of  his  biographers,  that  the  crushing  of  these  hopes  opera- 
ted  unhappily,  even  fatally,  on  the  tone  of  his  mind,  and,  in 
consequence,  on  the  habits  of  his  life.  In  a  word,  the  early 
death  of  Burns  has  been  (by  implication  at  least)  ascribed 
mainly  to  the  circumstances  in  question.  Even  Sir  Walter 
Scott  has  distinctly  intimated  his  acquiescence  in  this  prevalent 
notion.  "  The  political  predilections,"  says  he,  "for  they  could 
hardly  be  termed  principles,  of  Burns,  were  entirely  determined 
by  his  feelings.  At  his  first  appearance,  he  felt,  or  affected,  a 
propensity  to  Jacoltiti-m.  Indeed  a  youth  of  his  warm  imagi- 
nation in  Scotland  thirty  years  ago,*  could  hardly  escape  this 
bias.  The  side  of  Charles  Edward  was  that,  not  surely  of  sound 
sense  and  sober  reason,  but  of  romantic  gallantry  and  high 
achievement  The  inadequacy  of  the  means  by  which  that 
prince  attempted  to  regain  the  crown  forfeited  by  his  fathers, 
the  strange  and  almost  poetical  adventures  which  he  under- 
went, —  the  Scottish  martial  character,  honoured  in  his  victor- 
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"Mr  Lockhart,  (says  Mr  Train,)  made  up  the  state- 
ment in  his  Life  of  Burns,  regarding  the  seizure  of  the 
smuggling  brig  Rosamond  in  the  Solway  on  27th  Febru- 
ary 1792  from  the  original  d  iary  of  a  Mr  Walter  Crawford, 
a  riding  officer  of  the  Excise,  at  that  time  stationed  at 
Annan  for  the  prevention  of  smuggling,  who  was  present 
at  the  seizure  of  the  brig,  from  an  account  of  the  seizure 
and  sale  of  the  vessel  in  the  handwriting  of  Burns  him- 
self, and  from  a  document  written  by  Mr  John  Lewars, 
then  a  brother  officer  of  the  poet  in  Dumfries,  who  was 
also  present  on  the  occasion  alluded  to,  detailing  the 
circumstance  of  Burns  having  purchased  the  four  car- 
ronades at  the  sale  of  the  Rosamond,  when  that  vessel 


with  her  arms,  stores,  &c.  was  sold  by  public  auction 
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RAMBLE  AMONG  THE  SCENERY  OF  BURNS. 


at  Dumfries,  and  of  his  having  despatched  them  as  a 
present  to  the  French  Convention. 

"I  became  first  acquainted  with  Mr  Lewars  about 
the  year  1817,  and  succeeded  him  as  Supervisor  of  the 
Excise  at  Dumfries  in  1825.  I  had  frequently  heard  him 
say,  when  in  company,  that  he  had  in  his  possession 
papers  respecting  Burns  which  would  one  day  surprise 
the  world,  but  as  they  affected  in  some  degree  the 
character  of  the  poet,  he  would  never  part  with  them. 
I  felt  very  anxious  to  possess  these  papers  to  which  Mr 
Lewars  attached  so  much  importance,  and,  unsuccess- 
ful in  my  own  applications,  I  induced  my  friend  Col- 
lector Wharton  on  several  occasions  to  offer  him  a  sum 
of  money  for  them,  but  he  always  declined  the  offer, 
saying  he  would  not  part  with  them  on  any  terms. 

"  After  Mr  Lewars  retired  from  the  Excise  service,  I 
visited  him  often  at  his  residence,  and  my  family  be- 
came intimate  with  his.  Shortly  after  his  death  in 
1827, 1  obtained  the  papers  in  question  from  his  widow, 
and  in  1828  placed  them  in  the  hands  of  Sir  Walter 
Scott,  whose  son-in-law,  Mr  Lockhart,  was  then  pre- 
paring his  life  of  Burns  for  the  press. 

"On  visiting  Sir  Walter  in  Edinburgh  shortly  after- 
wards, he  informed  me  that  he  had  examined  a  file  of 
the  Moniteur  for  1792,  in  which  journal  it  was  then  the 
custom  to  acknowledge  the  presentation  of  even  a  pair 
of  old  pistols  to  the  national  convention  ;  but  he  could 
not  find  any  account  of  the  receipt  of  Burns'  carron- 
ades,  at  which  he  said  he  was  so  much  disappointed 
that  he  applied  to  the  Custom  House  authorities,  who, 
after  considerable  search,  found  that  they  had  been 
seized  at  the  port  of  Dover,  as  stated  by  Mr  Lewars  in 
his  memorandum. 

"I  mention  these  particulars  to  show  the  interest 
which  Sir  Walter  Scott  took  in  the  subject.  My  own 
anxiety  to  procure  the  documentary  evidence  was  cer- 
tainly far  removed  from  any  wish  to  injure  the  charac- 
ter of  Burns." 


A  RAMBLE  AMONG  THE  SCENERY  OF  BURNS. 

[FROM  "  THE  HIGHLAND  NOTE  BOOK,  BY  K.  CARRUTHERS, 
INVERNESS."] 


THE  drop-scene  of  a  theatre,  in  which  towers  and 
temples,  stream  and  tree,  rock  and  sky,  are  grouped 
together  in  elaborate  negligence,  for  pictorial  effect,  is 
scarcely  more  complete  in  all  its  parts  than  is  the  land- 
scape surrounding  the  cottage  in  which  the  poet  Burns 
was  born.  Within  the  space  of  a  few  hundred  yards 
are  situated  the  clay-built  hut  in  which,  amidst  the 
stormy  blasts  of  January,  he  was  ushered  into  existence 
— the  ruins  of  Alloway  Kirk— the  grave  of  Burns's  ex- 
cellent father— the  Well, 

"  Where  Mungo  s  mither  hang'd  hersel'  " — 
The  Cairn, 

"  Where  hunters  found  the  murdered  bairn." 
The  wooded  banks  and  braes  of  Doon — the  '  Brig  of 
Doon,'  with  its  one  beetling  arch,  which  Tarn  O'Shanter 
ust  crossed  in  time — the  little  thatched  school-house  at 
Alloway- Mill,  where  Burns  learned  to  read,  and  rejoice 
over  the  history  of  Hannibal  and  Sir  William  Wallace — 
and,  crowning  all,  the  hills  of  Carrick,  and  the  splendid 
monument,  erected  on  the  banks  of  the  stream,  to  the 
memory  of  the  poet.  Here  are  materials  for  a  magni- 
ficent picture.  Then  the  associations  connected  with 
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the  spot  are  more  impressive  than  the  objects  it  dis- 
plays. We  cannot  look  without  strong  emotion  on 
scenes  consecrated  by  that  extraordinary  man,  who  rose 
from  the  ranks  of  the  people  in  the  dignity  of  native 
genius — who  gave  a  new  tone  and  impulse  to  the  liter- 
ature of  Britain,  substituting  nature  and  passion  for  art 
and  affectation — who,  early  trained  and  disciplined  in 
the  stern  school  of  adversity,  grasped  at  every  oppor- 
tunity of  acquiring  knowledge  from  men  and  books — 
and  who,  when  he  left  his  native  vale,  burst  upon  the. 
world  as  a  being  of  a  higher  order,  fitted  to  take  his  place 
among  the  mightiest  minds. 

The  house  in  which  Burns  was  born  is  now,  as  all 
the  world  knows,  an  alehouse.  It  is  a  low-roofed, 
one-storey  cottage,  thatched,  and  consists  of  a  "  butt 
and  a  ben  " — Aw/lice,  two  rooms  on  the  same  floor.  An 
additional  apartment  has  been  added  at  one  end,  with- 
out interfering  with  the  original  structure,  erected  with 
his  own  hands,  by  the  poet's  father.  It  is  close  by  the 
road-side,  on  the  way  to  Doon-bridge  ;  and  directly 
opposite,  on  the  other  side  of  the  road,  is  another 
thatched  cottage,  which  John  Murdoch,  the  poet's 
early  and  best  preceptor,  at  one  time  used  as  a  school- 
room. Burns's  cottage  has  been  inhabited,  for  nearly 
forty  years,  by  John  Goudie  *  and  his  wife,  the  latter 
being  a  neat  tidy  old  woman,  who  keeps  the  cottage  as 
"  clean  as  a  new  pin,"  and  who  shows  the  recess  in  the 
wall  where  stood  the  bed  in  which  Burns  was  born. 
The  landlady  presented  us  with  her  "  Visitors '  Book," 
in  which  the  names  of  strangers  are  entered.  There 
were  no  less  than  three  hundred  and  fifty  in  one  month 
— September.  On  a  blank  leaf  of  this  poetical  register 
is  written  an  injunction  that  no  person  shall  insert  any- 
thing in  the  book  but  his  name,  residence,  and  the  date 
of  his  visit.  In  violation  of  this  injunction,  however,  or 
under  forfeiture  of  the  penalty,  there  are  several  notices 
scribbled.  One  man  records  that  he  drank  to  the 
memory  of  Robert  Burns,  Tarn  O'Shanter,  and  Souter 
Johnny  ;  while  another,  who  proclaims  himself  to  be 
an  Irishman,  intimates  to  the  world  that  he  dined  at 
the  cottage,  &c.  The  absurd  vanity,  vulgar  wonder, 
and  conceited  doggerel,  which  are  thus  poured  forth, 
as  if  by  the  motion  of  travelling,  form  one  of  our 
national  characteristics,  as  distinctly  marked  as  that 
love  of  seeing  sights  and  monsters,  which  Shakspeare 
has  ridiculed,  in  the  Tempest,  as  one  of  the  foibles  of 
the  English  people. 

Alloway  Kirk  is  but  a  poor  ruin— not  unlike  a  roofless 
barn — and  the  midnight  orgies,  which  the  glorious  Tarn 
O'Shanter  witnessed,  were  confined  to  small  space. 
There  is  room  for  the  "winnock  bunker "  in  the  east, 
where  the  principal  performer,  whom  Burns  delighted 
to  honoar,  sat  with  his  music,  but  the  flights  of  the 
dancers  must  have  been  sadly  hampered,  and  the 
"  groaning  trees,"  through  which  the  Kirk  glimmered 
with  its  unhallowed  light,  exist  only  in  miniature,  or  in 
the  fancy  of  the  poet.  The  latter  elevated  and  adorued 
the  scenery  which  he  selected  for  commemoration,  as 
he  invested  his  rustic  beauties  in  song  with  charms 
which  no  other  person  could  discover.  Byron  says 
finely  of  these  dreams  of  the  imagination  which  colour 
the  sober  realities  of  this  work- day  world  with  the  hues 
of  romance — 


1  Think  you  the  honey  with  those  objects  grew  ? 
Alas,  'twas  not  in  them  but  in  his  power 
To  double  even  the  sweetness  of  a  flower." 

*  Goudie  is  now  dead. 
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A  RAMBLE  AMONG  THE  SCENERY  OF  BURNS. 


Burns  could  certainly  double  the  sweetness  of  a  Scottish 
flower.  The  churchyard  around  this  famous  ruin  is  still 
used,  and  has  become  fashionable  as  a  burying-ground. 
There  the  ashes  of  the  poet's  father  rest,  after  a  life  of 
trouble,  misery,  and  virtue,  sorely  tried  by  want  and 
oppression.  The  original  tombstone  had  crumbled 
away,  or  been  carried  off  piece-meal ;  and  it  has  been 
replaced  by  another  plain  headstone,  on  which  Burus's 
just  and  beautiful  epitaph  is  engraved — 

"  O  ye  whose  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains. 

Draw  near  with  pious  reverence,  and  attend  ! 
Here  lie  the  loving  husband's  dear  remains. 

The  tender  father,  and  the  (-enerous  friend : 
The  pitying  heart  that  felt  for  human  woe — 

The  dauntless  heart  thatjedred  no  human  pride — 
The  friend  ot  man,  to  vice  alone  a  foe  : 
'  For  even  his  failings  leaned  to  virtue's  side.' " 

In  the  line  which  we  have  printed  in  Italics,  the  spirit 
of  the  son  breaks  out,  in  delineating  a  similar  trait  in 
the  character  of  the  father. 

The  erection  of  the  Burns  Monument  must  have  greatly 
altered,  as  it  has  embellished,  the  scene.  It  is  a  lofty 
structure,  about  sixty  feet  high;  on  a  triangular  pedestal 
are  placed  nine  Corinthian  columns,  a  cupola,  and  a  gilt 
tripod,  supported  by  dolphins.  The  columns  and  archi- 
tectural decorations  of  fruit,  flowers,  and  foliage,  are 
beautifully  executed  ;  and  the  effect  of  the  whole  is 
decidedly  superior  to  the  Mausoleum  at  Dumfries,  or  the 
Burns  Monument  on  the  Calton  Hill  of  Edinburgh. 
The  enclosed  ground  near  the  monument  is  tastefully 
laid  out  with  walks,  evergreens,  and  flowers — a  graceful 
offering  at  the  shrine  of  genius,  contributed  by  the  will- 
ing hands  of  the  gardeners  and  florists  of  Ayrshire — 
which,  in  summer,  fills  the  air  with  fragrance,  and  the 
whole  spot  with  a  living  and  inimitable  beauty. 

Within  the  pleasure  grounds  of  the  monument,  in  a 
small  building  erected  for  the  purpose,  are  placed  the 
statues  of  Tarn  O'Shanter  and  Souter  Johnny,  by  the 
well-known  native  artist,  Thorn.  There  is  much  comic 
humour,  and  a  wonderful  power  over  coarse  stone, 
evinced  in  these  figures  ;  but  our  impression  at  the  mo- 
ment was,  th*t  they  should  be  taken  to  the  ale-house, 
rather  than  exhibited  beside  the  Corinthian  columns, 
cultivated  elegance,  and  natural  beauty  of  this  spot. 
The  power  of  contrast,  though  great,  is  not  always 
pleasing. 

A  villa  close  by,  of  modern  date,  is  more  in  harmony 
•with  the  above  scene.  Doonbrae  Cottage,  the  resid- 
ence of  Mr.  David  Auld,  stands  directly  below  Alloway 
Kirk,  on  the  sloping  banks  of  the  river.  A  picturesque 
•walk,  overhanging  the  waters  of  Doon,  has  been  con- 
structed— a  summer-house  and  fountain  formed — the 
Well,  celebrated  by  the  poet  for  its  connection  with 
"  Mungo's  n  i  it  her  "  is  enclosed,  and  its  limited  waters 
gathered  into  a  cistern — and  no  man  can  be  more  will- 
ing to  act  as  cicerone  to  the  visitors  of  this  enchanting 
place  than  its  proprietor.  When  we  saw  the  spot  the 
woods  were  bare  with  the  winds  of  autumn,  and  bend- 
ing beneath  its  blasts  ;  but  its  beauty  was  faded,  not 
gone,  and  the  scene  was  in  keeping  with  our  recollection 
of  the  chequered  career  of  the  poet,  and  with  his  ani- 
mating description — 

"  Before  him  Doon  pours  all  his  floods, 
The  doubling  storm  roars  through  the  woods. 


seven  years,  to  Mossgiel,  near  Mauchline.  lu  Lochlea 
Burns  became  a  freemason  and  a  poet.  The  books  of 
the  Mason  Lodge  still  remain  in  Tarbolton,  and  no  111:111 
could  be  more  devoted  to  the  mystic  craft  than  "Brother 
Burns."  He  is  recorded  as  having  been  present  at  almost 
every  meeting  ;  he  i>ften  presided,  and  the  minutes  arc 
signed  by  him  as  chairman.*  Near  the  Mason  Lodge 
is  a  thatched  one-storey  cottage,  in  which  Burns  estab- 
lished a  Debating  Club,  and  where  he  shone,  "  a  bright 
particular  star  "  among  a  few  wondering  rustics.  His 
mind  was  now  developing  itself,  and  his  genius  found  a 
vent  in  these  humble  scenes  of  distinction.  Two  con- 
temporaries of  Burns  in  this  rustic  forum  still  survive, 
and  remember  the  fervid  eloquence  and  daring  specu- 
lations with  which  their  early  associate  used  to  asto- 
nish his  compeers.  One  of  these  individuals  was,  until 
lately,  in  possession  of  the  minutes  and  records  of  the 
club  ;  but,  in  consequence  of  their  containing  some 
levities  and  grossness  of  expression,  he  burned  the 
whole.  An  English  gentlemen  had  offered  £40  or  £50 
for  them  !  Mr.  Moore's  destruction  of  the  Byron  auto- 
biography was  not  more  decidedly  a  sacrifice  to  prin- 
ciple and  virtue  than  this  holocaust,  unknown  to  fame,  of 
Mr.  M'Gaan,  Tarbolton. 

But  close  by  was  the  abode  of  Highland  Mary,  and 
Uurns's  soul  was  touched  with  new  and  deeper  emo- 
tions. Mary  was  but  a  poor  dairymaid  in  the  proud 
castle  of  Montgomery.  She  was,  however,  eminently 
lovely  and  virtuous,  and  the  young  poet  met  her  daily 
amidst  scenery  of  the  most  beautiful  description.  The 
castle  stands  on  a  high  bank,  wooded  and  precipitous, 
and  at  the  foot  of  it  murmurs  a  stream,  half  hid  by  foli- 
age, near  which  the  lovers  used  to  meet  at  ffloamini/,  or 
twilight.  A  thorn  tree  is  still  pointed  out  as  the  tryst- 
ing  place. 

"  Who  that  has  melted  o'er  his  \ny, 
To  Mary's  soul  in  heaven  above, 
But  pictured  seas,  in  fancy  strong, 
The  landscape  and  the  livelong  day 
That  smiled  upon  their  mutual  love — 
Who  that  has  felt  forgeU  the  song  ?' 

CAMPBELL. 

Such  was  the  day  on  which  Burns  and  Mary  parted. 
They  stood  on  each  side  of  the  stream ;  they  laved  then- 
Hands  in  its  waters,  and,  holding  a  Bible  between  them, 
pronounced  their  vows  to  be  faithful  to  each  other.  The 
lovers  never  met  again.  Mary  fell  a  prey  to  disease 
while  her  vows  were  yet  fresh  upon  her.  The  poet 
mixed  in  many  scenes — he  burst  into  distinction — 
mingled  with  the  fair,  the  high-born,  and  the  illustrious 
— and  removed,  with  other  ties,  far  distant  from  the 
wooded  banks  of  the  burn  of  Failie  and  the  river  Ayr. 
Yet  never  was  the  day  or  the  scene  forgotten.  Years 
afterwards,  when  he  resided  in  the  vale  of  Nith,  Bnrns's 
wife  watched  him  one  evening  in  September,  striding 
up  and  down  slowly,  contemplating  the  starry  sky.  Ho 
fixed  his  eyes  on  a  beautiful  planet,  "  that  shone  like 
another  moon,"  and  he  poured  out  his  soul  in  that  im- 
passionate  lyric — 

"  Thou  lingering  star,  with  lessening  ray, 

Thou  lovcst  to  greet  the  early  mom, 
Agnin  thon  usherest  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
O  Mary!  dear  departed  shade, 

Where  is  thy  place  of  blissful  rett ; 
Seest  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid, 

Hear'st  thou  the  grouts  that  rend  his  breast  ?  " 


From  the  vicinity  of  Ayr,  Burns's  family  removed  to        *  Burn*,  it  will  be  recollected,  changed  his  name  from 
Lochlea,  near  Tarbolton,  and,  after  a  residence  there  of    Burnett  to  Burns,  as  did  also  hit  brother  Gilbert  at  the  same 
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This  is  the  most  beautiful  and  touching  passage  in  all 
Burns's  life.  His  after-loves  were  of  the  earth,  earthy, 
but  his  passion  for  Highland  Mary  was  as  pure  as  it  was 
fervent  and  lasting.  It  dawned  upon  him  at  the  most 
susceptible  period  of  life  ;  it  let  in  enchantment  upon 
scenes  and  objects  which  he  had  previously  looked  upon 
with  coldness  or  aversion ;  it  gave  a  finer  tone  of  hu- 
manity to  his  whole  moral  being.  Let  us  not  admit  the 
dictum  of  Byron,  that  "  the  cold  in  clime  are  cold  in 
blood,"  since  in  peasant  life,  among  the  woods  of  Ayr, 
was  nursed,  in  solitude  and  obscurity,  a  passion  as  deep 
and  thrilling  and  romantic  as  the  loves  of  Tasso  or 
Petrarch,  and  immeasurably  beyond  those  of  Sidney  and 
Waller.  Sacharissa  and  the  fair  ones  of  Arcadia  must 
yield  to  the  dairymaid  of  Montgomery  Castle  ! 

When  Burns's  fortunes  assumed  a  darker  complexion, 
and  his  temper  was  soured  by  disappointment  and 
neglect,  the  constitutional  melancholy  to  which  he  had 
been  ever  prone  gathered  force,  and  he  delighted  in 
stern  and  desolate  scenery.  Amidst  the  gaieties  and 
splendour  of  Edinburgh,  he  had  dark  forebodings  and 
dismal  thoughts.  We  have  heard  old  John  Richmond 
of  Mauchline  (with  whom  the  poet  lodged  and  slept  in 
a  garret-room  in  the  Lawn-market)  state  that,  on  return- 
ing from  the  routs  of  the  nobility,  the  poet  would  throw 
himself  gloomily  on  his  bed,  and  beg  his  friend  to  read 
him  asleep.  In  later  years  he  sought  the  woods,  de- 
lighted, in  a  cloudy  winter  day,  to  hear  the  stormy 
wind  howling  among  the  trees,  and  raving  over  the 
plain.  "  It  is  my  best  season  for  devotion,"  he  writes; 
"  my  mind  is  wrapt  up  in  a  kind  of  enthusiasm  to  Him, 
who,  in  the  pompous  language  of  the  Hebrew  bard 
'  walks  on  the  wings  of  the  wind.'  "  In  another  letter 
he  says  that  the  first  of  January,  or  New  Year's  day,  the 
great  carnival  of  Presbyterian  Scotland,  where  Christ- 
mas is  little  celebrated — the  first  Sunday  of  May — a 
breezy,  blue-skied  noon  some  time  about  the  beginning, 
and  a  hoary  morning  and  calm  sunny  day  about  the  end 
of  autumn,  these  had  been,  time  out  of  mind,  a  kind  of 
holiday  with  him.  What  would  we  not  give  for  a  de- 
claration from  Shakspeare  similar  to  the  following  ? — 

"I  have  some  favourite  flowers  in  spring,  among 
which  are  the  mountain-daisy,  the  harebell,  the  fox- 
glove, the  wild  brier-rose,  the  budding  birch,  and  the 
hoary  hawthorn,  that  I  never  view  and  hang  over  with- 
out particular  delight.  I  never  heard  the  loud,  solitary 
whistle  of  the  curlew  in  a  summer  noon,  or  the  wild 
mixing  cadence  of  a  troop  of  grey  plovers  in  an  autumnal 
morning,  without  feeling  an  elevation  of  soul  like  the 
enthusiasm  of  devotion  of  poetry.  Tell  me,  my  dear 
friend,  to  what  can  this  be  owing  ?  Are  we  a  piece  of 
machinery,  which,  like  the  Eolian  harp,  passive,  takes 
the  impression  of  the  passing  accident  ?  or  do  these 
workings  argue  something  within  us  above  the  trodden 
clod  ?  I  own  myself  partial  to 'such  proofs  of  those  aw- 
ful and  important  realities — a  God  that  made  all  things 
— man's  immaterial  and  immortal  nature — and  a  world 
of  weal  or  woe  beyond  death  and  the  grave." 

This  noble  passage  is  conceived  in  a  spirit  of  poetry 
which  Burns  seldom  reached,  and  never  excelled,  in  the 
fetters  of  rhyme.  Something  of  the  same  meditative 
and  philosophical  spirit  is  found  in  his  tender  lines  on 
scaring  wild  fowl  on  Loch  Turit,  and  in  his  verses  writ- 


time.  They  were  prompted  to  this,  we  should  suppose,  by 
the  common  pronunciation  of  the  name.  In  the  books  of  the 
Mason  Lodge,  the  name  is  spelt  "  Burns"  by  the  clerk,  when 
the  signatures  of  Robert  and  Gilbert  were  "  Burness." 


ten  in  Friar's  Carse  Hermitage,  but  without  the  same 
lofty  elevation. 

The  religious  opinions  of  Burns  were  early  tinged  with 
Socinianism.  His  father  had  written  a  little  manual  of 
devotion  for  the  use  of  his  family  (which,  we  believe, 
still  exists  in  manuscript  with  Mr.  Gilbert  Burns's  de- 
scendants), in  which  he  inclined  to  the  Arminian  doc- 
trine. The  poet  was  thus  led  from  infancy  to  look  with 
some  distrust  on  the  rigid  Calvinism  of  the  Scottish 
church.  Afterwards  he  associated  with  some  hetero- 
dox ministers  of  Ayrshire,  at  a  time  when  "  polemical 
divinity  was  putting  the  country  half  mad,"  and  his 
feelings,  prejudices,  and  predilections,  all  tended  to  fix 
upon  him  the  peculiar  heresy  or  belief  to  which  we  have 
alluded.  It  continued  with  him  through  life.  When 
in  his  latter  days  he  praised  Cowper's  "  Task,"  he  ex- 
cepted  its  "  scraps  of  Calvinistic  divinity."  The  opin- 
ion of  the  country  people  was,  that  the  whole  Burns 
family  were  believers  in  the  unpopular  creed  of  Socinus. 
There  still  lives  an  old  man  named  Humphrey,  who 
has  found  refuge  in  a  poors'  house  in  Ayrshire,  on  whom 
Burns  wrote  a  coarse  epigram — 

"ON  A  NOISY  POLEMIC. 

"  Below  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banes 

O  Death,  it's  my  opinion, 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  bletherin'  b— rli 

Into  thy  dark  dominion  ! " 

The  aged  polemic  was  a  stone  mason,  and  built 
Burns'  outhouses  at  the  farm  of  Mossgiel.  He  is  now 
in  his  eighty-second  year,  but  lively  and  acute,  and  still 
ready  for  a  theological  argument.  The  occasion  of  the 
above  lines  he  describes  in  terms  like  the  following  : — 
"  I  saw  Burns  one  day  coming  towards  me,  on  the  road 
from  Mossgiel,  and  I  began  to  consider  what  I  should 
say  to  him,  for  there  was  nobody  in  the  whole  country 
side  was  a  match  for  him  at  an  argument.  I  had  been 
reading  Quevedo's  "  Visions  of  Hell,"  and  so  when  the 
poet  came  up  to  me  with  his  usual  question — "  Weel, 
Jamie,  what  news  ? " — I  said  there  was  strange  intel- 
ligence from  the  lower  regions — that  there  was  a  con- 
troversy among  the  condemned  spirits,  whether  they 
should  keep  on  the  auld  did,  or  prefer,  in  his  place,  a 
certain  wild  poet  of  Ayrshire  :  the  elderly  part  of  the 
assembly  were  for  keeping  on  the  'auld  diel,"  bnt  the 
younger  ones,  who  knew  the  poet's  writings,  were  keen 
for  appointing  him  to  the  command!  Burns  laughed 
at  this;  he  called  me  a  bletherin'  b — ch,  and  soon  after 
wrote  the  verse."  We  tried  to  confine  this  old  man  to 
Burns'  history,  but  he  wandered  into  polemics,  and 
could  only  speak  vaguely  as  to  the  poet's  wildness  of 
expression,  and  his  unrivalled  powers  of  conversation 
and  debate. 

At  Mossgiel,  the  house  occupied  by  the  poet,  his 
brother  Gilbert,  their  mother,  and  sisters,  remains  in 
its  original  condition.  The  room  in  which  he  copied 
out  his  best  productions — the  fields  in  which  he 
ploughed,  and  where  he  turned  up  the  mountain  daisy 
and  the  mouse's  nest,  are  now  paced  with  no  ordinary 
emotion  by  strangers  from  many  a  foreign  clime,  who 
repeat  his  matchless  strains,  and  conjure  up  the  appear- 
ance of  the  poet 

"  In  glory  and  in  joy 
Following  his  plough  along  the  mountain  side. 

The  present  tenant  of  Mossgiel  informed  us  that 
Burns's  landlord  (Mr  Gavin  Hamilton)  used  to  say 
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that  Gibert  was  an  excellent  farmer  in  his  arm-chair,  '  faee — and  expired."     Burns's  son,  who  saw  his  father 


but  no  where  else,  while  Robert  was  a  first-rate  worker 
in  the  field.  A  female  cousin  of  the  poet,  living  in 
Mauchline,  who  accompanied  him  to  Ellisland  and 
Dumfries,  spoke  of  his  kindly  nature  and  his  manly 
spirit.  She  had  been  with  him  in  the  harvest  field  at 
Mossgiel,  while  the  poet  bound  behind  his  reapers;  and 
he  was  always  anxious  to  solace,  and  cheer,  and  assist 
the  younger  labourers.  When  Gilbert  spoke  sharply 
to  them,  the  good-natured  poet  would  exclaim — "  O 
man,  ye  are  no  for  young  folk ; "  and  he  was  ready  with 
a  helping  hand,  or  a  look  of  encouragement.  This  per- 
son remembered  the  day  when  he  composed  Turn 
O'Shanter,  at  Ellisland,  as  described  in  Mr  Lockhart's 
memoir.  He  crooned  it  over  in  solitary  walks,  by  the 
banks  of  the  river,  wrote  it  on  paper  on  &feal  dyke,  and, 
on  his  return  to  the  house,  read  it  out  to  the  family 
circle  by  the  fireside,  amidst  shouts  of  laughter,  and 
tears  of  joy.  The  scene  was  worthy  the  pencil  of  a 
Wilkie. 

We  had  a  long  and  memorable  conversation  with  the 
poet's  eldest  surviving  son,  who  was  about  ten  years  of 
age  when  his  father  died,  and  who  remembers  him  dis- 
tinctly and  affectionately.  This  gentleman  was  after 
Burns's  death,  placed,  by  some  friends  of  the  family,  at 
college  in  Scotland,  and  from  thence  was  transferred 
to  a  situation  in  the  Stamp  Office,  London,  in  which 
situation  he  continued  clerk  until  within  the  last  few 
years.  He  retired  with  an  allowance  of  £120  per  annum, 
in  obtaining  which  he  was  aided  by  Lord  Brougham, 
then  chancellor.  Mr  Burns  now  resides  in  the 
town  of  Dumfries,  where  his  illustrious  father  closed 
his  brief  and  glorious,  but  troubled  career.  He  seems 
fond  of  pointing  out  the  favourite  walks  and  scenes  of 
his  father  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Nith.  The  ruined 
Abbey  or  College  of  Line-laden — which  stands  in  a  soli- 
tary spot,  where  two  waters  meet,  about  a  mile  and 
a-half  from  the  town — was  one  of  his  chosen  haunts. 
It  is  surrounded  with  soft  swelling  green  mounds",  the 
remains  of  a  bowling-green  and  flower  garden,  and  some 
old  ash  trees.  "  On  one  of  these  little  knolls,"  says  the 
son,  "  I  have  often  seen  my  father  stand,  while  he  told 
me  to  play  about  till  he  wished  to  return  home."  On 
this  spot  he  could  command  a  view  of  both  the  Gotliic 
windows  of  the  chapel,  through  which  the  sky  and 
trees  seem  a  perfect  picture,  encased  in  a  massive 
frame — and  it  was  here,  after  a  long  midnight  reverie, 
that  he  composed  his  "Vision." 

"  As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower, 

\\  here  the  wa'  flower  scents  the  dewy  air, 
Where  the  howlet  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower, 

And  tells  the  midnight  moon  her  care  ; 
The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still, 

The  stars  they  shoot  along  the  sky ; 
The  fox  was  howling  on  the  hill, 

And  the  distant-echoing  glens  reply." 

When  we  visited  tliis  spot,  we  thought  not  of  the 
monks  and  nuns  that  once  tenanted  the  place,  but  the 
poet  stood  visibly  before  us  in  the  light  of  genius,  and 
so  he  will  stand  to  many  a  future  generation,  ennobling 
the  scene  with  associations  unknown  before. 

Mr  Allan  Cunningham  has  given  a  description  of  the 
poet's  death,  in  the  midst  of  misery  and  distress.  "  On 
the  fourth  day,"  says  the  biographer,  "when  his  attend- 
ant held  a  cordial  to  his  lips,  he  swallowed  it  eagerly- 
rose  almost  wholly  up — spread  out  his  hands — sprang 
forward  nigh  the  whole  length  of  the  bed— fell  on  his 
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expire,  says  Mr.  Cunningham,  must  have  been  misin- 
formed. The  poet  was  too  much  crippled  by  disease, 
and  too  much  enfeebled,  for  such  a  strange  exertion. 
He  lay  a  helpless  wreck,  his  mind  wandering  in  deli- 
rium. His  last  words  were — ''That  rascal,  Matthew 
Penn" — an  incoherent  ejaculation,  prompted  probably 
by  some  dread  of  the  law  and  a  gaol — for  Matthew 
Penn  was  an  attorney,  and  the  poet  was  a  few  pounds 
in  debt.  Alas  !  we  may  say  with  William  Roscoe — 

"'Tis  done,  the  powerful  charm  succeeds  ; 

His  high  reluctant  spirit  bends  ; 
In  bitterness  of  soul  he  bleeds, 

Nor  longer  with  his  fate  contends. 
An  idiot  laugh  th«  welkin  rends, 

As  genius  thus  degraded  lies ; 
Till  pitying  Heaven  the  veil  extends. 

That  shrouds  the  poet's  ardent  eyes." 

The  intense  activity  and  energy  of  Burns's  mind 
forms  a  striking  feature  in  his  character,  which  his  son 
remarks  has  not  been  sufficiently  dwelt  upon  by  his 
biographers.  When  not  engaged  in  manual  labour,  he 
was  generally  reading  or  writing — he  read  as  "  he  drove 
his  team  a  field" — he  read  at  his  meals.  He  mastered 
the  first  six  books  of  Euclid,  and  was  a  tolerable  land- 
surveyor:  his  son  still  retains  his  measuring  chain.  He 
made  himself  a  tolerable  proficient  in  French — following 
up  his  fortnight's  instruction  from  Murdoch — and  we 
saw  his  copy  of  Moliere,  inscribed,  in  old  Scottish 
phrase — "Robert  Bums  avy/it  tfiis  book."  He  scribbled  his 
books  over  with  notes  and  comments,  and  was  well 
versed  in  Scottish  history  and  literature,  particularly 
songs  and  ballads.  He  established  reading  clubs  in 
different  villages — he  saw  much  society,  delighting  all 
with  his  rich  and  varied  powers  of  conversation — he 
carried  on,  from  his  early  days,  a  most  extensive  and 
elaborate  correspondence:  he  wrote  songs  for  Thom- 
son's collection  of  Scottish  melodies  until  within  a  fort- 
night of  his  death.  He  was  a  farmer  and  exciseman, 
and  he  died  at  thirty-seven  years  of  age.  When  was  so 
much  intellectual  exertion,  hi  the  midst  of  severe 
labour,  want,  and  obscurity,  crowded  into  so  short  a 
span  !  Grave  men  sit  hi  then*  easy  chairs,  amid  the 
luxuries  of  life,  and,  ex  cathedra,  lift  their  voices  against 
the  follies  of  Burns.  Alas,  they  little  think  how  hard 
was  the  struggle  he  maintained  through  life — how 
much  he  accomplished,  in  the  face  of  difficulties  that 
would  have  appalled  a  less  gifted  and  less  energetic 
mind — and  how  true  was  the  touching  verse  that  fell 
from  him  in  the  bitterness  of  sorrow — 

"  Who  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  alone 

Decidedly  can  try  us; 
He  knows  each  chord,  its  various  tone, 

Ench  spring,  its  various  bias: 
Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute, 

We  never  can  adjust  it ; 
VVhat'9  done  we  partly  may  compute. 

But  know  not  what's  retitttd." 
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STATUE  OF  BURNS 


BT  FLAXMAN. 

THE  idea  of  erecting  a  monument  to  Burns  in  Edin- 
burgh, originated  with  the  late'Mr  John  Forbes  Mitchell? 
of  Bombay;  and  the  object  at  first  contemplated  was  a 
colossal  statue  of  the  poet,  to  be  raised  in  the  open  air 
in  some  conspicuous  part  of  the  Scottish  capital.  A 
considerable  sum  was  collected  in  India,  chiefly  through 
the  exertions  of  Mr  Mitchell,  who,  after  his  return  to 
England,  continued  these  exertions,  and  did  not  rest 
till  he  had  placed  the  business  in  the  hands  of  a  res- 
pectable committee.  At  a  meeting  of  this  body,  held 
in  the  Freemasons'  Tavern,  in  London,  May  26,  1821, 
it  was  found  that  funds  to  the  amount  of  £1500  might 
be  calculated  upon,  and  a  resolution  was  formed  imme- 
diately to  proceed  with  the  monument — "Viscount 
Keith,  Charles  Forbes,  Esq.,  M.P.  (now  Sir  Charles 
Forbes,  of  Newe  and  Edinglasslie,  Bart.,)  George 
Thomson,  Esq.,  of  Edinburgh,  John  Deas  Thomson, 
Esq.,  and  John  Forbes  Mitchell,  Esq.,"  being  named  a 
sub-committee  to  direct  the  work. 

In  July,  1824,  these  gentlemen  made  an  agreement 
with  the  first  British  sculptor  of  his  day,  John  Flax- 
man,  Esq.,  P.S.R.A.  not  for  a  colossal  bronze  statue,  as 
originally  intended,  but  for  a  marble  statue  of  the  size 
of  life,  for  which  they  were  to  pay  fourteen  hundred 
pounds.  It  is  to  be  remarked,  to  the  honour  of  the 
artist,  that,  at  an  earlier  stage  of  the  proceedings,  when 
the  issue  of  the  subscriptions  was  less  assured,  he  had 
proposed,  from  his  admiration  of  the  Scottish  bard,  to 
undertake  the  execution  of  the  statue,  either  in  bronze 
or  marble,  without  any  view  to  remuneration. 

Amongst  the  gentlemen  who  took  an  interest  in  the 
promotion  of  the  subscriptions  in  Scotland,  the  most 
conspicuous  and  indefatigable  was  Mr  George  Thomson, 
who  performed  the  duties  of  secretary  to  the  sub-com- 
mittee. From  a  report  (unprinted),  made  by  Mr  Thom- 
son in  this  capacity  in  1 837,  we  have  permission  to 
make  the  following  extract,  relative  to  the  execution 
of  the  statue. — "  For  enabling  him  (Flaxman)  to  trans- 
mit the  features  of  the  poet  to  posterity  as  faithfully 
as  possible,  I  obtained  from  Mrs  Burns,  and  sent  him 
the  portrait  in  oil  painted  from  life  very  successfully  by 
Mr  Alexander  Naismyth,  Edinburgh,  being  the  only 
portrait  for  which  he  ever  sat  to  any  reputable  artist,  as 
far  as  I  know:  and,  along  with  it,  I  sent  the  small  en- 
graving done  from  it  by  Beugo  for  the  first  Edinburgh 
edition  of  his  poems;  for  Mr  Beugo  told  me  that  he 
was  frequently  visited  by  Bums  while  at  work  on  the- 


plate,  and  thus  had  opportunities  of  examining  his 
manly  expressive  countenance  when  lighted  up  by  con- 
versation: and  though  I  recommended  the  painting  to 
Mr  Flaxman  as  his  safest  guide  to  likeness,  I  did  not 
think  it  right  to  withhold  the  engraving,  nor  to  omit 
telling  him  that  Gilbert  Burns,  the  poet's  brother,  had 
expressed  to  me  his  marked  approbation  both  of  the 
painting  and  engraving. 

"  For  the  figure,  or  general  appearance  of  the  poet, 
the  sculptor  was  necessarily  guided  by  description,  for 
which  purpose,  when  he  came  to  Edinburgh,  to  be  in- 
formed as  to  this  and  other  matters,  I  introduced  him 
to  several  friends  who  had  seen  Burns  much  oftener 
than  I  saw  him,  and  whose  account  of  him  could  be 
more  relied  on  than  mine:  and  I  think  the  statue, upon 
the  whole,  will  be  considered  by  all  who  remember 
Burns,  a  fair  characteristic  representation  of  his  general 
appearance,  as  well  as  a  capital  work  of  art."  It  is  to 
be  added,  that  at  the  death  of  Mr  Flaxman,  December 
3,  1826,  the  statue  of  Burns  was  one  of  those  which  he 
left  unfinished:  the  work  was  completed  by  his  brother- 
in-law  and  pupil,  Mr  Denman. 

When  the  statue  was  ready  to  be  put  up,  the  com- 
mittee, finding  a  surplus  of  about  £1300  in  their  hands, 
resolved,  instead  of  placing  it  in  one  of  the  public  halls 
of  Edinburgh,  to  erect  a  monumental  temple  for  its 
especial  reception;  and  the  site  chosen  for  this  struc- 
ture was  one  of  the  southern  shoulders  of  the  Calton 
Hill,  a  little  to  the  east  of  the  new  High  School.  A 
design  being  furnished  gratuitously  by  Mr  Thomas 
Hamilton  of  Edinburgh,  the  building  was  commenced 
in  1831,  and  soon  completed,  but  not  until  a  further  call 
upon  the  public  had  been  honoured  to  the  extent  of 
£537.  It  is  not  unworthy  of  notice  that  the  decoration 
of  the  interior  of  this  structure,  and  the  planting  of  the 
surrounding  plot  with  laurels,  hollies,  and  Ayrshire 
roses, were  respectively  done,  gratuitously,  by  Mr  Robert 
Buchan,  house-painter,  and  Mr  Eagle  Henderson,  nur- 
sery-man, both  of  Edinburgh.  The  total  expense  of  the 
statue  and  its  temple  appears  to  have  exceeded  £3300. 

The  statue  has  now  been  shown  for  several  seasons 
to  the  public,  in  the  building  erected  for  it;  but  it  is 
to  be  regretted  that  the  situation  proves  to  be  some- 
what confined,  so  that  the  figure  is  not  seen  to  full 
advantage,  and  also  -that,  from  the  neighbourhood  of 
several  factories  of  various  kinds,  the  marble  is  liable 
to  be  somewhat  contaminated  in  the  course  of  time  by 
smoke.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  some  step  may  be  taken 
to  avert  a  result  which  the  public  could  not  fail  greatly 
to  deplore,  both  on  account  of  the  beauty  of  the  object 
as  a  work  of  art,  and  the  homage  due  to  the  illustrious 
person  whom  it  represents. 
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POEMS  WRITTEN  IN  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 


WILLIAM  ROSCOE,  ESiJ. 

REAR  high  thy  bleak  majestic  hills, 
Thy  shelter'd  valleys  proudly  spread, 

And,  SCOTIA,  pour  thy  thousand  rills, 
•  And  wave  thy  heaths  with  blossoms  red; 

But,  ah  !  what  poet  now  shall  tread 
Thy  airy  heights,  thy  woodland  reign, 

Since  he  the  sweetest  bard  is  dead 
That  ever  breath'd  the  soothing  strain? 

As  green  thy  towering  pines  may  grow, 

As  clear  thy  streams  may  speed  along, 
As  bright  thy  summer  suns  may  glow, 

As  gaily  charm  thy  feathery  throng; 
But  now,  unheeded  is  the  song, 

And  dull  and  lifeless  all  around, 
For  his  wild-harp  lies  all  unstrung, 

And  cold  the  hand  that  waked  its  sound. 

What  tho'  thy  vigorous  offspring  rise, 

In  arts,  in  arms,  thy  sons  excel; 
Tho'  beauty  in  thy  daughters'  eyes, 

And  health  in  every  feature  dwell ; 
Yet  who  shall  now  their  praises  tell, 

In  strains  impassion'd,  fond  and  free, 
Since  he  no  more  the  song  shall  swell 

To  love,  and  liberty,  and  thee. 

With  step-dame  eye  and  frown  severe 

His  hapless  youth  why  didst  thou  view  ! 
For  all  thy  joys  to  him  were  dear, 

And  all  his  vows  to  thee  were  due: 
Nor  greater  bliss  his  bosom  knew, 

In  opening  youth's  delightful  prime, 
Than  when  thy  favouring  ear  he  drew 

To  listen  to  his  chanted  rhyme. 

Thy  lonely  wastes  and  frowning  skies 

To  him  were  all  with  rapture  fraught ; 
He  heard  with  joy  the  tempest  rise 

That  wak'd  him  to  sublimer  thought; 
And  oft  thy  winding  dells  he  sought, 

Where  wild  flow'rs  pour'd  their  rathe  perfume, 
And  with  sincere  devotion  brought 

To  thee  the  summer's  earliest  bloom. 
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But  ah !  no  fond  maternal  smile 

His  unprotected  youth  enjoyed; 
His  limbs  inur'd  to  early  toil, 

His  days  with  early  hardships  tried; 
And  more  to  mark  the  gloomy  void, 

And  bid  him  feel  his  misery, 
Before  his  infant  eyes  would  glide 

Day-dreams  of  immortality. 

Yet,  not  by  cold  neglect  depress'd, 

With  sinewy  arm  he  tnrn'd  the  soil, 
Sunk  with  the  evening  sun  to  rest, 

And  met  at  morn  his  earliest  smile. 
Wak'd  by  his  rustic  pipe,  meanwhile 

The  powers  of  fancy  came  along, 
And  sooth'd  his  lengthen'd  hours  of  toil 

With  native  wit  and  sprightly  song. 

— Ah  !  days  of  bliss,  too  swiftly  fled, 

When  vigorous  health  from  labour  springe, 
And  bland  contentment  smooths  the  bed, 

And  sleep  his  ready  opiate  brings; 
And  hovering  round  on  airy  wings 

Float  the  light  forms  of  young  desire, 
That  of  unutterable  things 

The  soft  and  shadowy  hope  inspire. 

Now  spells  of  mightier  power  prepare, 

Bid  brighter  phantoms  round  him  dance ; 
Let  Flattery  spread  her  viewless  snare, 

And  Fame  attract  his  vagrant  glance; 
Let  sprightly  Pleasure  too  advance, 

Unveil'd  her  eyes,  nnclasp'd  her  zone, 
Till  lost  in  love's  delirious  trance 

He  scorn  tho  joys  his  youth  has  known. 

Let  Friendship  pour  her  brightest  blaze, 

Expanding  all  the  bloom  of  soul ; 
And  Mirth  concentre  all  her  rays, 

And  point  them  from  the  sparkling  bowl, 
And  let  the  careless  moments  roll 

In  social  pleasures  unconfined, 
And  Confidence  that  spurns  control 

Unlock  the  inmost  springs  of  mind: 

And  lead  his  steps  those  bowers  among, 
Where  elegance  with  splendour  vies. 

Or  Science  bids  her  favuur'd  throng, 
To  more  refin'd  sensations  rise: 
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Beyond  the  peasant's  humbler  joys, 
And  freed  from  each  laborious  strife, 

There  let  him  learn  the  bliss  to  prize 
That  waits  the  sons  of  polish'd  life. 

Then  whilst  his  throbbing  veins  beat  high 

With  every  impulse  of  delight, 
Dash  from  his  lips  the  cup  of  joy, 

And  shroud  the  scene  in  shades  of  night ; 
And  let  Despair,  with  wizard  light, 

Disclose  the  yawning  gulf  below, 
And  pour  incessant  on  his  sight 

Her  spectr'd  ills  and  shapes  of  woe: 

And  show  beneath  a  cheerless  shed, 

With  sorrowing  heart  and  streaming  eyes. 
In  silent  grief  where  droops  her  head, 

The  partner  of  his  early  joys; 
And  let  his  infants'  tender  cries 

His  fond  parental  succour  claim, 
And  bid  him  hear  in  agonies 

A  husband's  and  a  father's  name. 

'Tis  done,  the  powerful  charm  succeeds; ' 

His  high  reluctant  spirit  bends; 
In  bitterness  of  soul  he  bleeds, 

Nor  longer  with  his  fate  contends. 
An  idiot  laugh  the  welkin  rends 

As  genius  thus  degraded  lies; 
Till  pitying  Heaven  the  veil  extends 

That  shrouds  the  Poet's  ardent  eyes. 

—Rear  high  thy  bleak  majestic  hills, 

Thy  shelter'd  valleys  proudly  spread, 
And,  SCOTIA,  pour  thy  thousand  rills, 

And  wave  thy  heaths  with  blossoms  red; 
But  never  more  shall  poet  tread 

Thy  airy  heights,  thy  woodland  reign, 
Since  he  the  sweetest  bard  is  dead 

That  ever  breath'd  the  soothing  strain 


STANZAS 

TO 

THE  MEMORY  OP  ROBERT  BURNS. 

BY  EDWARD  RUSHTON. 

POOR,  wildly  sweet  uncultur'd  flower, 

Thou  lowliest  of  the  Muse's  bow'r, 

"  Stern  rum's  ploughshare,  'mang  the  stowre, 

"  Has  crush'd  thy  stem, 
And  sorrowing  verse  shall  mark  the  hour, 

"  Thou  bonnie  gem." 

'Neath  the  green  turf,  dear  Nature's  child, 

Sublime,  pathetic,  artless,  wild, 

Of  all  thy  quips  and  cranks  despoil'd, 

Cold  dost  thon  lie ; 
And  many  a  youth  and  maiden  mild 

Shall  o'er  thee  sigh. 

Those  pow'rs  that  eagle-wing'd  could  soar, 
That  heart  which  ne'er  was  cold  before, 
That  tongue  which  caus'd  the  table  roar, 

Are  now  laid  low, 
And  Scotia's  sons  shall  hear  no  more 

Thy  rapt'rous  flow. 
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Warm'd  with  "  a  spark  o'  Nature's  fire," 
From  the  rough  plough  thou  didst  aspire 
To  make  a  sordid  world  admire; 

And  few  like  thee, 
Oh  !  BURNS,  have  swept  the  minstrel's  lyre 

With  ecstaey. 

Ere  winter's  icy  vapours  fail, 
The  violet  in  the  uucultur'd  dale, 
So  sweetly  scents  the  passing  gale, 

That  shepherd  boys, 
Led  by  the  fragrance  they  inhale, 

Soon  find  their  prize. 

So  when  to  life's  chill  glens  confin'd, 
Thy  rich,  tho'  rough  untutor'd  mind, 
Pour'd  on  the  sense  of  each  rude  hind 

Such  sonsie  lays, 
That  to  thy  brow  was  soon  assign'd 

The  wreath  of  praise. 

Anon,  with  nobler  daring  blest, 

The  wild  notes  throbbing  in  thy  breast, 

Of  friends,  wealth,  learning  unpossess'd, 

Thy  fervid  mind 
Tow'rds  fame's  proud  turrets  boldly  press'd, 

And  pleas'd  mankind. 

But  what  avail'd  thy  pow'rs  to  please, 
When  want  approach 'd,  and  pale  disease; 
Could  these  thy  infant  brood  appease 

That  wail'd  for  bread  ? 
Or  could  they,  for  a  moment,  ease 

Thy  woe-worn  head? 

Applause,  poor  child  of  minstrelsy, 
Was  all  the  world  e'er  gave  to  thee; 
Unmov'd,  by  pinching  penury 

They  saw  thee  torn, 
And  now,  kind  souls  !  with  sympathy, 

Thy  loss  they  mourn. 

Oh  !  how  I  loathe  the  bloated  train, 
Who  oft  had  heard  thy  dulcet  strain ; 
Yet,  when  thy  frame  was  rack'd  with  pain, 

Could  keep  aloof, 
And  eye  with  opulent  disdain 

Thy  lowly  roof. 

Yes,  proud  Dumfries,  oh  !  would  to  heaven 
Thou  hadst  from  that  cold  spot  been  driven, 
Thou  might'st  have  found  some  shelt'ring  haven 

On  this  side  Tweed: — 
Yet,  ah !  e'en  here,  poor  bards  have  striven, 

And  died  in  need. 

True  genius  scorns  to  flatter  knaves, 

Or  crouch  amidst  a  race  of  slaves; 

His  soul,  while  fierce  the  tempest  raves, 

No  tremor  knows, 
And  with  unshaken  nerve  he  braves 

Life's  pelting  woes. 

No  wonder,  then,  that  thou  should'st  find 
Th'  averted  glance  of  half  mankind; 
Should'st  see  the  sly,  slow,  supple  mind 

To  wealth  aspire, 
While  scorn,  neglect,  and  want,  combin'd 

To  quench  thy  fire. 
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While  wintry  winds  pipe  lond  and  strong, 
The  high-perch'd  storm -cock  pours  his  song; 
So  thy  JEolian  lyre  was  strung 

'Midst  chilling  times; 
Yet  clearly  didst  thou  roll  along 

Thy  "  routh  of  rhymes." 

And  oh  !  that  routh  of  rhymes  shall  raise 
For  thee  a  lasting  pile  of  praise. 
Haply  some  wing,  in  these  our  days, 

Has  loftier  soar'd: 
But  from  the  heart  more  melting  lays 

Were  never  pour'd. 

Where  Ganges  rolls  his  yellow  tide, 
Where  blest  Columbus'  waters  glide, 
Old  Scotia's  sons,  spread  far  and  wide, 

Shall  oft  rehearse, 
With  sorrow  some,  but  all  with  pride, 

Thy  'witching  verse. 

In  early  spring,  thy  earthly  bed 

Shall  be  with  many  a  wild  flow'r  spread; 

The  violet  there  her  sweets  shall  shed, 

In  humble  guise, 
And  there  the  mountain-daisy's  head 

Shall  duly  rise. 

While  darkness  reigns,  should  bigotry, 
With  boiling  blood,  and  bended  knee, 
Scatter  the  weeds  of  infamy 

O'er  thy  cold  clay, 
Those  weeds,  at  light's  first  blush,  shall  be 

Soon  swept  away. 

And  when  thy  scorners  are  no  more, 
The  lonely  glens,  and  sea-beat  shore, 
Where  thou  hast  croon'd  thy  fancies  o'er 

With  soul  elate, 
Oft  sliall  the  bard  at  eve  explore, 

And  mourn  thy  fate. 


SONNET  TO  THE  SHADE  OF  BURNS. 

BY  CHARLOTTE  SMITH. 

MUTE  is  thy  wild  harp  now,  O  bard  sublime ! 

Who,  amid  Scotia's  mountain  solitude, 
Great  nature  taught  to  build  the  lofty  rhyme, 

And  even  beneath  the  daily  pressure  rude 

Of  labouring  poverty,  thy  generous  blood 

Fired  with  the  love  of  freedom.    Not  subdued 
Wert  thou  by  thy  low  fortune;  but  a  time, 
Like  this  we  live  in,  when  the  abject  clime 

Of  echoing  parasite  is  best  approved, 
Was  not  for  thee.    Indignantly  is  fled 

Thy  noble  spirit;  and,  no  longer  mov'd 
By  all  the  ills  o'er  which  thine  heart  has  bled, 
Associate  worthy  of  the  illustrious  dead, 

Enjoys  with  them  the  liberty  it  loved. 


VERSES 

WRITTEN  ON  A  BLANK  LEAF  OP  CDRRlE's  LIFB  OP 
BY  T.  H.  —  DUMFF.RMLINE. 

I  CAME,  the  minstrel  on  the  hills  was  singing, 
The  happiest  swain  in  mountain  Caledon; 

For  in  him  was  a  joy-fount — ever  springing 
Which  none  could  poison,  save  himself;  and  none 

Could  quench,  save  death !    As  yet  without  alloy 

It  welled  in  rapture  in  the  Minstrel  Boy, 


I  came  again — Ah!  he  was  quickly  changing! 

No  more  would  he  upon  the  manna  live 
Of  his  own  heaven — but  through  the  desert  ranging 

For  raptures  which  his  soul  alone  could  give, 
He  lost  the  jewel  of  eternal  joy : — 
He  was  no  more  the  happy  Minstrel  Boy. 

I  came  again. — His  heart,  so  free,  so  warm, 
Was  breaking  in  the  thrall  of  woe  intense; 

And  his  JEolian  soul,  which  once  could  charm 
The  tempest  that  swept  o'er  it  into  strains 

Of  wildest  joy,  was  now  itself  unstrung, 

And  to  the  blast  its  chords  in  madness  flung. 

I  came  again— the  morning  beams  were  sleeping 
Upon  a  grave — the  gifted  and  the  young 

Lay  there — the  scented  mountain  flowers  were  weeping 
Their  tears  of  dew  upon  its  sward,  and  sung 

The  lark  a  requiem  o'er  the  silent  bed 

Of  him — the  free — the  mighty  soul'd — the  dead! 

Oh!  had  the  tithe  of  monumental  offering, 
Which  wealth  and  rank  have  on  his  memory  rolled, 

Been  poured  upon  the  living,  and  the  suffering, 
Ere  yet  the  twelfth  hour  of  his  fate  had  tolled, 

How  changed  had  been  liis  tale,  so  bright,  so  brief! 

He  had  not  filled  his  grave,— nor  I  this  leaf. 
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BY 
T.  CAMPUELL. 

SOUL  of  the  poet !  wheresoe'er, 

Reclaim'd  from  earth,  thy  genius  plume 

Her  wings  of  immortality, 

Suspend  thy  harp  in  happier  sphere, 

And  with  thine  influence  illume 

The  gladness  of  our  jubilee. 

And  fly,  like  fiends  from  secret  sp«ll, 
Discord  and  strife,  at  Burns's  name, 

Exorcised  by  his  memory; 
For  he  was  chief  of  bards  that  swell 
The  heart  with  songs  of  social  flame, 
And  high  delicious  revelry. 

And  love's  own  strain  to  him  was  given, 
To  warble  all  its  ecstasies, 

With  Pythian  words,  unsought,  unwill'd, — 
Love,  the  surviving  gift  of  Heaven, — 
The  choicest  sweet  of  paradise 
In  life's  else  bitter  cup  distill'd. 

Who,  that  has  melted  o'er  his  lay 
To  Mary's  soul  in  heaven  above, 

But  pictured  sees,  in  fancy  strong, 
The  landscape  and  the  live-long  day 
That  smiled  npon  their  mutual  love  1 
Who  that  h:;s  felt  forgets  the  song  ? 

Nor  skill'd  one  flame  alone  to  fan, 
His  country's  high- soul'd  peasantry; 

What  patriot  pride  he  taught  !    How  much 
To  weigh  the  inborn  worth  of  man  ! 
And  rustic  life  and  poverty 

Grow  beautiful  beneath  his  touch. 
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Him,  in  his  clay -built  cot,  the  muse 
Entranced,  and  show'd  him  all  the  forma 

Of  fairy  light  and  wizard  gloom, 
That  only  gifted  poet  views, — 
The  genii  of  the  floods  and  storms, 
And  martial  shades  from  glory's  tomb. 

On  Bannock-field  what  thoughts  arouse 
The  swain  whom  Burns's  song  inspires  ! 

Beat  not  his  Caledonian  veins, 
As  o'er  the  heroic  turf  he  plows, 
With  all  the  spirit  of  his  sires, 

And  all  their  scorn  of  death  and  chains. 

And  see  the  Scottish  exile  tann'd 
By  many  a  far  and  foreign  clime, 

Bend  o'er  his  home-born  verse  and  weep 
In  memory  of  his  native  land, 

With  love  that  scorns  the  lapse  of  time 
And  ties  that  stretch  beyond  the  deep. 

Encamp'd  by  India's  rivers  wild 
The  soldier,  resting  on  his  arms, 

In  Burns's  carol  sweet  recals 
The  scenes  that  bless'd  him  when  a  child, 
And  glows  and  gladdens  at  the  charms, 
Of  Scotia's  woods  and  waterfalls. 

O  deem,  not  'mid  thy  worldly  strife, 
An  idle  art  the  poet  brings: 

Let  high  philosophy  control, 
And  sages  calm  the  stream  of  life, 
'Tis  he  refines  its  fountain-springs, 
The  nobler  passions  of  the  soul. 

It  is  the  muse  that  consecrates 
The  native  honours  of  the  brave, 

Unfurling,  at  the  trumpet's  breath, 
Rose,  Thistle,  Harp.    'Tis  she  elates 
To  sweep  the  field  or  ride  the  wave, 
A  sun-burst  in  the  storm  of  death. 

And  thou,  young  hero,  1  when  thy  pall 
Is  cross'd  with  mournful  sword  and  plume,- 

When  public  grief  begins  to  fade, 
And  only  tears  of  kindred  fall, — 

Who  but  the  bard  shall  dress  thy  tomb, 
And  greet  with  fame  thy  gallant  shade  ? 

Such  was  the  soldier:  Burns,  forgive 
That  sorrows  of  mine  own  intrude 

In  strains  to  thy  great  memory  due; 
In  verse  like  thine,  O  could  he  live, 
The  Mend  I  mourn'd,  the  brave,  the  good 
Edward,  that  died  at  Waterloo. 

Farewell,  high  chief  of  Scottish  song! 
That  could'st  alternately  impart 

Wisdom  and  rapture  in  thy  page, 
And  brand  each  vice  with  satire  strong; 
Whose  lines  are  mottoes  of  the  heart, 
Whose  truths  electrify  the  sage. 


1   Major  Edward  Hodge,  of  the  7th  Hussars,  who  fell  at  the 
head  of  his  squadron  in  the  attack  on  the  Polish  lancers. 
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Farewell,  and  ne'er  may  envy  dare 
To  wring  one  baleful  poison  drop 

From  the  crush'd  laurels  of  thy  bust ; 
But,  while  the  lark  sings  sweet  in  air, 
Still  may  the  grateful  pilgrim  stop 
To  bless  the  spot  that  holds  thy  dust, 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  SONS  OF  BURNS 
ON  VISITING  HIS  GRAVE. 

BY  WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH. 

MID  crowded  obelisks  and  urns 

I  sought  the  untimely  grave  of  Burns: 

Sons  of  the  bard  my  heart  still  mourns 

With  sorrow  true; 
And  more  would  grieve,  but  that  it  turns 

Trembling  to  you ! 

Through  twilight  shades  of  good  and  ill 

Ye  now  are  panting  up  life's  hill, 

And  more  than  common  strength  and  skill 

Must  ye  display, 
If  ye  would  give  the  better  will 

Its  lawful  sway. 

Hath  nature  strung  your  nerves  to  bear 
Intemperance  with  less  harm,  beware ! 
But  if  the  poet's  wit  ye  share, 

Like  him  can  speed 
The  social  hour — for  tenfold  care 

There  will  be  need. 

Even  honest  men  delight  will  take 
To  spare  your  failings  for  his  sake, 
Will  flatter  you, — and  fool  and  rake 

Your  steps  pursue; 
And  of  your  father's  name  will  make 

A  snare  for  you. 

Far  from  their  noisy  haunts  retire, 
And  add  your  voices  to  the  quire 
That  sanctify  the  cottage  fire 

With  service  meet ; 
There  seek  the  genius  of  your  sire, 

His  spirit  greet. 

Or  where  mid  "  lonely  heights  and  hows" 
He  paid  to  nature  tuneful  vows; 
Or  wiped  his  honourable  brows, 

Bedewed  with  toil, 
While  reapers  strove,  or  busy  ploughs 

Upturned  the  soil. 

His  judgment  with  benignant  ray 
Shall  guide,  his  fancy  cheer,  your  way ; 
But  ne'er  to  a  seductive  lay 

Let  faith  be  given; 
Nor  deem  that  "  light  which  leads  astray    . 

Is  light  from  heaven." 

Let  no  mean  hope  your  souls  enslave ; 
Be  independent,  generous,  brave; 
Your  father  such  example  gave, 

And  such  revere ; 
But  be  admonished  by  his  grave, 

And  think  and  fear! 
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ON  THE  ANNIVERSARY  OF 
BURNS'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

BT   JAMES  MONTGOMERY. 

WHAT  bird  in  beauty,  flight,  or  song, 

Can  with  the  bard  compare, 
Who  sang  as  sweet  and  soar'd  as  strong, 

As  ever  child  of  air  ! 

His  plume,  his  note,  his  form  could  BURNS, 

For  whim  or  pleasure,  change ; 
He  was  not  one,  but  all  by  turns, 

With  transmigration  strange : — 

The  blackbird,  oracle  of  spring, 

When  flow'd  his  moral  lay ; 
The  swallow,  wheeling  on  the  wing, 

Capriciously  at  play: — 

The  humming-bird,  from  bloom  to  bloom 

Inhaling  heavenly  balm; 
The  raven  in  the  tempest's  gloom; 

The  halcyon  in  the  calm: — 

In  "  auld  Kirk-Alloway,"  the  owl, 

At  witching  time  of  night; 
By  "  bonnie  Doon,"  the  earliest  fowl 

That  carolled  to  the  light. 

He  was  the  wren  amidst  the  grove, 

When  in  his  homely  vein ; 
At  Bannock-burn,  the  bird  of  Jove, 

With  thunder  in  his  train: — 

The  woodlark,  in  his  mournful  hours; 

The  goldfinch,  in  his  mirth ; 
The  tlirush,  a  spendthrift  of  his  powers, 

Enrapturing  heaven  and  earth: — 

The  swan,  in  majesty  and  grace, 

Contemplative  and  still; 
But  roused, — no  falcon  in  the  chase 

Could,  like  his  satire,  kill: — 

The  linnet  in  simplicity; 

In  tenderness,  the  dove; 
— But,  more  than  all  beside,  was  he 

The  nightingale,  in  love. 

Oh!  had  he  never  stoop'd  to  shame, 

Nor  lent  a  charm  to  vice, 
How  had  devotion  loved  to  name 

That  bird  of  Paradise! 

Peace  to  the  dead! — In  Scotia's  choir 

Of  minstrels,  great  and  small, 
He  sprang  from  his  spontaneous  fire, 

The  Phoenix  of  them  all! 

_ 

ROBIN'S  AWA1 

Alt—"  There  wtU  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  cornet  hame." 

BT  THE  ETTRICK  SHEPHERD. 

AE  night  i'  the  gloaming,  as  late  I  pass'd  by, 

A  lassie  sang  sweet  as  she  milkit  her  kye, 

An'  this  was  her  sang,  while  her  tears  down  did  fa' — 

O  there's  nae  bard  o'  nature  sin'  Robin's  awa! 


The  bards  o'  our  country,  now  sing  as  they  may, 
The  best  o'  their  ditties  but  maks  my  heart  wae  ; 
For  at  the  blithe  strain  there  was  ane  beat  them  a* — 
O  there's  nae  bard  o'  nature  sin'  Robin's  awa ! 

Auld  Wat  he  is  wily  and  pleases  us  fine, 

Wi'  his  lang-nebbit  tales  an'  his  fcrlies  lang-syne; 

Tonng  Jack  is  a  dreamer,  Will  sines  like  a  craw, 

An'  Davie  an'  Delta,  are  dowy  an'  slaw; 

Trig  Tarn  frae  the  Heelands  was  ance  a  braw  man; 

Poor  Jamie  he  blunders  an'  sings  as  he  can ; 

There's  the  Clerk  an'  the  Sodger,  the  News-man  an'  a', 

But  they  gar  me  greet  saircr  for  him  that's  awa! 

Twas  he  that  could  charm  wi'  the  wanff  o'  his  tongue, 
Could  rouse  up  the  auld  an'  enliven  the  young, 
An'  cheer  the  blithe  hearts  in  the  cot  an'  the  ha', 
O  there's  nae  bard  o'  nature  sin'  Robin's  awa! 
Nae  sangster  amang  us  has  half  o'  his  art, 
There  was  nae  fonder  lover,  an'  nae  kinder  heart ; 
Then  wae  to  the  wight  wha  wad  wince  at  a  flaw, 
To  tarnish  the  honours  of  him  that's  awa! 

If  he  had  some  fauts  I  cou'd  never  them  see, 
They're  nae  to  be  sung  by  sic  gilpies  as  me, 
He  likit  us  weel,  an  we  likit  him  a', — 

0  there's  nae  sickan  callan  sin'  Robin's  awa! 
Whene'er  I  sing  late  at  the  milkin  my  kye, 

1  look  up  to  heaven  an'  say  with  a  sigh, 
Although  he's  now  pane,  he  was  king  o'  them  a',— 
Ah!  there's  nae  bard  o'  nature  sin'  Robin's  awa  I 


ODE. 

WRITTEN  FOR,  AMD  PERFORMED  AT  THE  CELEBRATION  OP 
ROBERT  BUR.N8  BIRTH-DAY,  PAISLEY,  29th  JAN.  1807. 

BT  ROBERT  TANNAHILL.  1 
RECITATIVE. 

WHILE  Gallia's  chief,  with  cruel  conquests  vain, 

Bids  clanging  trumpets  rend  the  skies, 

The  widow's,  orphan's,  and  the  father's  sighs, 

Breathe,  hissing  thro'  the  guilty  strain ; 

Mild  Pity  hears  the  harrowing  tones, 

Mix'd  with  shrieks  and  dying  groans; 

While  warm  Humanity,  afar, 

Weeps  o'er  the  ravages  of  war, 

And  shndd'ring  hears  Ambition's  servile  train, 

Rejoicing  o'er  then:  thousands  slain. 

But  when  the  song  to  worth  is  given, 

The  grateful  anthem  wings  its  way  to  heaven; 

Rings  thro'  the  mansions  of  the  bright  abodes, 

And  melts  to  ecstasy  the  list'ning  gods; 

Apollo,  on  fire, 

Strikes  with  rapture  the  lyre, 
And  the  Muses  the  summons  obey, 

Joy  wings  the  glad  sound, 

To  the  worlds  around, 
Till  all  nature  re-echoes  the  lay. — 
Then  raise  the  song,  ye  vocal  few, 
Give  the  praise  to  merit  due. 


1  Tannahill  wrote  also  an  Ode  for  the  Anniversary  of  180) 
besides  a  song  in  praise  of  the  Poet  for  another  simitar  occa- 
sion ;  but  we  can  ouly  make  room  for  the  present  pi*ce. 
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SONG. 

Tho'  dark  scowling  Winter,  in  dismal  array, 

Re-marshals  his  storms  on  the  bleak  hoary  hill, 
With  joy  we  assemble  to  hail  the  great  day 

That  gave  birth  to  the  Bard  who  ennobles  our  Isle. 
Then  loud  to  his  merits  the  song  let  us  raise, 
Let  each  true  Caledonian  exult  in  his  praise ; 
For  the  glory  of  Genius,  its  dearest  reward, 
Is  the  laurel  entwin'd  by  his  country's  regard. 

Let  the  Muse  bring  fresh  honours  his  name  to  adorn, 

Let  the  voice  of  glad  melody  pride  in  the  theme, 
For  the  genius  of  Scotia,  in  ages  unborn, 

Will  light  up  her  torch  at  the  blaze  of  his  fame. 
When  the  dark  mist  of  ages  lies  turbid  between, 
Still  his  star  of  renown  thro'  the  gloom  shall  be  seen, 
And  his  rich  blooming  laurels,  so  dear  to  the  Bard, 
Will  be  cherish'd  for  aye  by  his  country's  regard. 

RECITATIVE. 

Yes,  Burns,  "thou  dear  departed  shade!" 
When  rolling  centuries  have  fled, 
Thy  name  shall  still  survive  the  wreck  of  Time, 
Shall  rouse  the  genius  of  thy  native  clime ; 
Bards  yet  unborn,  and  patriots  shall  come, 
And  catch  fresh  ardour  at  thy  hallow'd  tomb — 
There's  not  a  cairn-built  cottage  on  our  hills, 
Nor  rural  hamlet  on  our  fertile  plains, 
But  echoes  to  the  magic  of  his  strains, 
While  every  heart  with  highest  transport  thrills. 
Ou'r  country's  melodies  shall  perish  never, 
For,  Burns,  thy  songs  shall  live  for  ever. 
Then,  once  again,  ye  vocal  few, 
Give  the  song  to  merit  due. 

SONG. 

Written  to  MARSH'S  national  Air, — "Britons,  who  for 
Freedom  bled." 

HAIL,  ye  glorious  sons  of  song, 

Who  wrote  to  humanize  the  soul! 
To  you  our  highest  strains  belong, 

Your  names  shall  crown  our  friendly  bowl. 
But  chiefly,  Burns,  above  the  rest, 
We  dedicate  this  night  to  thee; 
Engraved  in  every  Scotchman's  breast, 
Thy  name,  thy  worth,  shall  ever  be! 

Fathers  of  our  country's  weal, 

Sternly  virtuous,  bold  and  free! 
Ye  taught  your  sons  to  fight,  yet  feel 
The  dictates  of  humanity. 

But  chiefly,  Burns,  above  the  rest, 
We  dedicate  this  night  to  thee; 
Engraved  in  every  Scotchman's  breast, 
Thy  name,  thy  worth  shall  ever  be ! 

Haughty  Gallia  threats  our  coast, 

We  hear  their  vaunts  with  disregard, 
Secure  in  valour,  still  we  boast 
"  The  Patriot,  and  the  Patriot  Bard." 
But  chiefly,  Burns,  above  the  rest, 
We  dedicate  this  night  to  thee ; 
Engraved  in  every  Scotchman's  breaet, 
Thy  name,  thy  worth  shall  ever  be! 


Yes,  Caledonians !  to  our  country  true, 
Which  Danes  nor  Romans  never  could  subdue, 
Firmly  resolved  our  native  rights  to  guard, 
Let's  toast  "  The  Patriot,  and  the  Patriot  Bard." 


MONODY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 

BY  WILLIAM  REID.  1 

MELPOMENE!  thou  mournful  muse, 
Dinna  to  aid  me  now  refuse, 
My  paper  mony  a  tear  bedews, 

My  heart's  like  lead, 
Now  while  I  write  the  waefu'  news 

That  Robin's  dead. 

For  sterling  genius,  blythe  and  free, 
Famed  Robin's  match  when  shall  we  see  ? 
Ye  sons  o'  music,  rise  and  gie 

A  waefu'  screed, 
The  pith  and  saul  o'  mirth  and  glee 

Wi'  Burns  is  fled. 

Ye  lasses,  gathering  heather-bells 
By  Scotia's  mosses,  glens,  or  fells, 
Ye  bardies,  "  crooning  to  yoursels" 

By  burn  or  brae, 
Echo  thro'  a'  yon  hills  and  dells 

The  sang  of  wae. 

Let  poor  dull  rhymers  rack  their  brains, 
His  native,  wild,  enchanting  strains 
Shall  charm  a'  Caledonian  swains, 

Baith  young  and  aul'; — 
While  mountain  daisies  deck  our  plains 

They'll  touch  the  saul. 

His  death  wi'  far  mair  grief  we  learn, 

That,  on  reflection,  we  discern 

Long  might  we  had  our  fav'rite  bairn, 

In  health  fu'  sicker: 
O  curse  the  fallows  did  him  learn 

To  toom  the  bicker. 

But  let  us  not,  as  chattering  fools, 
Proclaim  his  fauts,  like  Envy's  tools, 
Wha  seek  out  darkness  just  like  owls, 

Dark,  dark  indeed, — 
But  a'  his  failings  co'er  wi'  mools, 

Now  since  he's  dead. 

As  bright  a  genius  death  has  torn 
As  thee,  famed  Scotia,  did  adorn, — 
Like  Pho2bus,  when  he  springs  at  morn, 

Clear  was  his  head: 
What  news  could  mak  us  mair  forlorn 

Than — Robin's  dead! 

The  winter  nights  I've  cheer'd  by  turns 
Wi'  Ramsay,  Fergusson,  and  Burns, — 
The  first  twa  cauld  are  in  their  urns, 

Their  sauls   at  rest, — 
Now,  weeping  Caledonia  mourns 

Him,  last  and  best. 


1  Of  the  late  firm  of  Brash  and  Reid,  Booksellers,  Glasgow. 
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IRREGULAR    ANNIVERSARY    ODE, 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 

BY   THE   BEV.    HAMILTON   PAUL. 

SCBNI—  The  Cottage  in  which  he  wot  born. 

HERE  let  me  kneel  and  kiss  the  precious  earth, 
For  ever  hallow'd  by  the  Poet's  birth. 

Where'er  I  look,  around  on  grove  or  green, 
From  this  blest  spot  his  magic  gilds  the  scene  : 
Here  -lands  the  Kirk,  in  which  his  wizard  power, 
Conjur'd  hobgoblins  at  the  midnight  hour ; 
And  Doon  in  sweet  meanders  winds  along, 
'Mid  banks  that  bloom  for  e?er  in  his  song; 
Thro'  fairy  scenes,  there  wanders  wood-crown'd  AYR, 
Scenes  of  his  love,  his  musings,  and  his  care. 

While  rivers  roll  their  torrents  to  the  main, 
While  dewy  clouds  refresh  the  thirsty  plain, 
So  long,  sweet  Bard,  thy  heav'nly  strains  shall  flow, 
Inspiring  joy,  or  mitigating  woe. 

While  youthful  Bards  delight  to  strike  the  lyr<^ 
And  pay  their  court  with  rapturous  desire, 
To  objects  half  infernal,  half  divine, 
Man's  bane  and  bliss— to  women,  wit,  and  wine: 
So  long  thine  amorous  ditties  shall  be  sung,  • 
And  breathe  enchantment  from  the  virgin's  tongue ; 
So  long  each  tale  of  thine,  each  story  droll, 
Shall  add  new  lustre  to  the  sparkling  bowl. 

You've  heard  the  choristers  of  spring, 

Their  dulcet  throats  attune, 
And  far  and  wide  responsive  ring, 

The  Braes  o'  bonnie  DOON  : 
And  on  the  bushy  banks  of  Ayr, 

You've  heard  the  warbling  throng, 
But  none  so  witching,  none  so  rare, 
None  half-entitled  to  compare, 

With  our  sweet  ROBIN'S  song. 

The  mellow  numbers,  as  they  flow, 
Pour  balm  into  the  wounds  of  woe, 
Or  bid  the  youthful  fancy  rove, 
To  scenes  of  joy  or  haunts  of  love. 
Thus  beams  the  friendly  polar  star, 
On  midnight  mariner  from  far, 
Whose  wakeful  and  inquiring  eye, 
Unceasing  rambles  o'er  the  sky, 
In  quest  of  an  unerring  guide, 
To  pilot  him  across  the  tide, 
And  moor  him  safe  from  ocean's  harmst  - 
Within  his  well  beloved's  arms. 

Ye  trees,  that  crown  the  wat'ry  glade, 
Ye  birds,  that  chant  the  boughs  among, 

Ye  seem  to  wear  a  deeper  shade, 
Ye  seem  to  pour  a  sadder  song. 

What  tho'  around  the  Poet's  grave, 
The  thistle  spring,  the  long  grass  wave, 

The  lowly  bramble  creep! 
What  though  the  church-yard's  heaps  among 
In  slow  procession  move  along, 
The  friends  of  genius  and  of  song, 

To  wonder  and  to  weep ! 
Yet  still  around  the  Poet's  tomb, 
The  laurel  evergreen  shall  bloom, 
Shall  beautify  his  honour'd  bust, 
And  shade  his  consecrated  dust. 


Ye  sacred  groves,  ye  silver  streams 

That  glitter  to  the  sunny  beams, 
Your  lov'd  retreats  we  choose : 

To  sing  of  him  who  bids  you  show 

A  brighter  verdure,  as  you  blow, 

A  sweeter  murmur,  as  you  flow, 
In  his  enchanting  muse. 

Ye  woods  that  grace  his  Coila's  plain, 

Ye  bloom  and  fade,  and  bloom  again, 

But  in  his  deathless  verse  pourtray'd, 

Ye  blossom  never  more  to  fade. 
Still  Spring,  with  hyacinthine  bell, 
Shall  grace  the  green  groves  of  Rozelle, 
And  Summer,  with  bewitching  smile, 
Bloom  round  the  borders  of  Bellisle. 
And  that  lov'd  stream,  bless'd  by  his  song, 

In  soft  meanders  glide, 
The  braes  of  Allow  ay  among 
Or  woodlands  of  Doouside. 

Still  honest  men,  and  maidens  fair, 
Shall  tread  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr, 
And  th'  annual  tributary  lay, 
With  willing  hearts  to  him  we'll  pay, 

Whose  ardent  soul  and  polish'd  mind 
Restor'd  the  purity  of  song 
(Degraded  and  debas'd  so  long) 

And  love's  soft  dialect  refin'd  : 
Who  bade  the  youthful  Scottish  sw.iin 
Breathe  from  his  soul  a  purer  strain, 
Expressive  of  love's  joy  or  woe, 
Than  ever  yet  was  heard  to  flow 
From  shepherd  on  Arcadian  plain ; 
Who  taught  the  ruddy  rural  lass, 
When  May-morn  gems  the  dewy  grass, 

As  bending  o'er  her  milking  pail, 

To  pour  her  soft  notes  on  the  gale — 
Notes  that  a  Vestal  well  might  hear, 
And  notes  that  would  have  charm'd  the  ear, 
And  claim'd  the  sympathetic  tear 

Of  Petrarch  in  Vaucluse's  vale  f 

Happy  could  I  ascend  on  equal  wing, 
And  soaring  high  with  equal  vigour  sing, 
Then  Doon  should  roll  more  rapidly  his  floods, 
Ayr  more  majestic  wander  thro'  his  woods. 

Beloved  streams,  where'er  my  footsteps  roam, 
Your  grateful  murmurs  seem  to  call  me  home : 
By  fancy  led,  I  linger  in  your  shades, 
And  gaze  enamour' d  on  your  lovely  maids — 
Review  your  palaces  and  wizard  towers, 
And  tread  again  your  honeysuckle  bowers — 

O,  that  the  lov'd  Bard,  ere  his  spirit  was  flown, 

Ere  he  bade  a  short  life  of  misfortune  adieu. 

Wide  over  my  shoulders  his  mantle  had  thrown, 

I'd  have  breath'd  a  strain  worthy  of  him  and  of  you! 
But,  alas  1  cold  for  ever's  the  soul-kindling  fire, 
Mute  the  tongue  that  could  captivate,  ravish,  inspire, 
While  the  hands  of  the  feeble  awaken  the  lyre, 
And  the  Muses  sigh  out, "  our  adorers  are  few  ! " 

Yet  many  a  one,  whose  kindred  sou', 

Glows  with  congenial  fire, 
As  years  on  years  successive  roll, 
Will,  gathering  round  the  mantling  bowl, 

In  ocstacy  admire, 
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That  matchless  magnitude  of  mind, 
That  feeling  heart,  that  taste  refin'd, 

That  self-taught  art  sublime, 
Which  bid  the  Cottage  tenant  rise, 
Th'  ennobled  favourite  of  the  skies, 
Whose  heaven-sent  laurel  crown  defies 

The  withering  touch  of  time! 

Where  Caledonia's  name  is  known, 
From  Iceland  to  the  burning  Zone, 
Who  that  the  witchery  has  tri'd, 
Of  Coila's  Lark,  and  Scotia's  pride, 

As  he  depicts  the  rural  scene, 
Tho'  exil'd  from  his  native  home, 
Does  not  with  ceaseless  transport  roam, 

'Mong  groves  of  everlasting  green? 
And  where  the  Ganges'  ocean  stream 
Rolls,  and  reflects  the  morning  beam, 
Or  Niagara's  waters  play, 
And  dance  beneath  the  setting  day, 

Reclin'd  amid  the  bow'ry  shade 
At  gloaming  grey  or  sultry  noon, 

Who  has  not  clasp'd  his  darling  maid, 

By  hermit  Ayr  or  bonnie  Doon? 
But  chief,  beneath  his  native  shades, 
The  ardent  youths  and  love-sick  maids, 
The  feast  of  harmony  prolong, 
And  pour  the  very  soul  of  song. 
Where  nymphs  and  swains  enamour'd  stray, 
Along  the  fertile  banks  of  Tay; 
Or  shepherds  tune  the  Doric  reed, 
And  charm  the  holms  of  classic  Tweed ; 
Or  roam  Edina's  virgin  train, 
Where  Forth  meand'ring  seeks  the  main ; 
Or  Glotta's  maids,  with  graceful  pride, 
Adorn  the  verdant  vale  of  Clyde; 
There  they  attune  their  mellow  throats 
And  warble  forth  their  cheerful  notes. 

But  nothing  can  surpass  the  tune, 
That  echoes  from  the  braes  of  Doon: 
Nought  with  the  music  can  compare, 
That  floats  along  the  banks  of  Ayr. 

Ye  rivers  that  have  roll'd  your  tide, 

Since  time  began  to  run, 
Whose  waters  will  perennial  glide, 

Coeval  with  the  sun, 
When  we  shall  yield,  as  yield  we  must, 
To  fate,  and  mingle  with  the  dust, 
On  you  shall  future  beauties  bloom, 
And  fresh  flowers  yearly  shed  perfume, 
And  other  Bards,  profuse  of  praise, 
Delight  your  echoes  with  their  lays, 
And  other  friends  to  merit  fled 
Here  pay  due  honours  to  the  dead, 
And  as  they  fan  the  gen'rous  flame 
Immortalize  the  Poet's  name! — 


ON  BURNS'S  ANNIVERSARY. 

BY  HUGH  AINSLIE. 

WE  meet  not  here  to  honour  one 

To  gear  or  grandeur  born, 
Nor  one  whose  bloodiness  of  soul 

Hath  crowns  and  kingdoms  torn. 


No,  tho'  he'd  honours  higher  far 
Than  lordly  things  have  known, 

His  titles  spring  not  from  a  prince, 
His  honour  from  a  throne. 

Nor  needs  the  bard  of  Coila  arts 

His  honour  to  prolong; 
No  flattery  to  gild  his  fame; 

No  record  but  his  song. 

O !  while  old  Scotia  hath  sons 

Can  feel  his  social  mirth, 
So  long  shall  worth  and  honesty 

Have  brothers  upon  earth. 

So  long  as  lovers,  with  his  song, 

Can  spurn  as  shining  dust, 
So  long  hath  faithful  woman's  breast 

A  bosom  she  may  trust. 

And  while  his  independent  strain 

Can  make  one  spirit  glow, 
So  long  shall  freedom  have  a  friend, 

And  tyranny  a  foe ! 

Here's  to  the  social,  honest  man, 
Auld  Scotland's  boast  and  pride! 

And  here's  to  freedom's  worshippers 
Of  every  tongue  and  tribe. 

And  here's  to  them,  this  night,  that  meet 

Out  o'er  the  social  bowl, 
To  raise  to  Coila's  darling  son 

A  monument  of  soul. 

What  heart  hath  ever  matched  his  flame! 

What  spirit  matched  his  fire? 
Peace  to  the  prince  of  Scottish  song, 

Lord  of  the  bosom's  lyre! 


ON   BURNS. 

BY  ANDREW  MERCER. 

THE  lark  that  builds  the  lowest  nest 

Soars  on  the  highest  wing; 
She  mounts  aloft  with  dewy  breast, 

And  hails  the  opening  spring. 

In  ambient  heaven  her  course  is  bright, 

Wild  carolling  on  high ; 
Remote,  beyond  the  reach  of  sight ; 

Her  voice  is  melody. 

Burns!  like  the  lark  thy  home  was  low, 
Like  her  thy  song  was  sweet; 

The  daisy  on  the  mountain's  brow 
Was  not  more  "  neighbour  meet." 

In  rustic  numbers  warbling  wild, 
Thine  were  the  sweetest  strains 

That  ever  in  the  lowly  field 
Delighted  Scottish  swains. 

They  will  delight  from  age  to  age, 
And  wide  thy  glory  spread ; 

As  the  wise  sayings  of  the  sage 
Seem  wiser  when  he's  dead. 
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Though  here  thy  course  was  but  a  span, 

And  early  sunk  in  gloom, 
Thine  immortality  began, 

And  dated  from  the  tomb. 

Like  as  the  bird  that  feeble  sings 

Prom  ashes  grows  anew, 
And  soars  on  still  more  vigorous  wings, 

And  far  more  glorious  hue. 

So,  Burns,  until  the  end  of  time, 
Thy  fame  shall  still  abound ! 

In  voice  unborn,  in  untried  clime, 
Thy  song  shall  yet  resound. 


SONG. 

BY  ANDREW   MERCER. 

YE  may  talk  o'  your  learning,  and  talk  o'  your  schools, 

An'  how  they  mak'  boobies  sae  clever; 

Gude  sooth,  ye  will  never  mak'  wise  men  o'  fools, 

Althou'  ye  should  study  for  ever. 

If  poor  be  the  soil,  ye  may  labour  and  toil 

On  a  common  where  naething  can  grow,  man, 

But  'gainst  sic  barren'  sods,  I'll  lay  you  some  odds 

On  the  head  of  an  Ayrshire  ploughman. 

Book-lear  an'  the  like  o't,  an'  a'  the  fine  things 

That  ye  hear  an'  ye  get  at  the  college, 

If  there's  no  something  here  that  school-craft  quite  dings. 

At  best  ye're  a  hotch-potch  o'  knowledge. 

But  ye've  heard  o'  a  heckler  wha  wonned  i'  the  west, 

To  whom  Nature  had  gi'en  sic  a  pow,  man, 

The  brairds  o'  his  brain  excel  ither  folks'  best, 

An'  mony  ran  after  his  tow,  man. 

What  signifies  polish  without  there  be  pith, 

Mind  that,  a'  ye  gets  o'  Apollo; 

A  farmer  ance  dwelt  by  the  banks  o'  the  Nith, 

By  my  sang,  he  wad  beat  you  a'  hollow; 

For  he  sang  an'  he  sowed,  an'  he  penned,  an*  he  plewed, 

An'  tho'  his  barn-yard  was  but  sorry, 

Frae  his  girnal  o'  brain  he  sowed  siccan  grain, 

As  produced  him  a  harvest  o'  glory. 

Ance  mair,  a  poor  fellow  there  dwelt  i'  the  south, 

An'  he  to  his  trade  was  a  gauger, 

He  excelled  a'  the  songsters,  the  auld  an'  the  youth, 

I'll  hand  you  a  pint  for  a  wager ; 

I  farther  might  tell,  he'd  a  mind  like  a  stell, 

An'  such  was  his  wonderfu'  merits, 

That  the  hail  country  rang,  an'  the  hail  country  sang, 

When  they  tasted  the  strength  o'  his  spirits. 

Now,  wha  was  this  ploughman  and  heckler  sae  braw, 

An'  wha  was  this  farmer-exciseman? 

It  was  just  Robin  Burns,  for  he  was  them  a', 

An'  ye  ken  that  I  dinna  tell  lies,  man. 

So  here's  to  his  memory  again  and  again, 

Tho'  learning  is  gnde,  we  ne'er  doubt  it, 

But  a  bumper  to  him  who  had  got  sic  a  brain, 

That  could  just  do  as  well  maist  without  it. 


VERSES  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 


FITZGREEN  HALLECK.   OF  NEW   YORK. 

ON  VIEWING  THE   REMAINS  OP  A  ROSE  BROUGHT  PROM  ALLOWAT 
KIRK.  IN  AUTUMN,  182). 

WILD  rose  of  Alloway!  my  thanks — 
Thou  mind'st  me  of  that  autumn  noon, 

When  first  we  met  upon  "  the  banks 
And  braes  of  bonny  Doon." 

Like  thine,  beneath  the  thorn  tree's  bough, 
My  sunny  hour  was  glad  and  brief  ; 

We've  cross'd  the  winter  sea,  and  thou 
Art  wither'd,  flower  and  leaf. 

And  wilt  not  thy  death  doom  be  mine, 
The  doom  of  all  things  wrought  of  clay, 

And  wither'd  my  life's  leaf  like  thine, 
Wild  rose  of  Alloway? 

Not  so  HIS  memory,  for  whose  sake 

My  bosom  bore  thee  far  and  long; 
His — who  an  humbler  flower  could  make 

Immortal  as  his  song. 

The  memory  of  BURNS — a  name 
That  calls,  when  lirimm'd  her  festal  cup, 

A  nation's  glory,  and  her  shame, 
In  silent  sadness  up. 

A  nation's  glory — be  the  rest 

Forgot — she's  canonized  his  mind, 
And  it  is  joy  to  speak  the  best 

We  may  of  human  kind. 

I've  stood  beside  the  cottage  bed 
Where  the  bard-peasant  first  drew  breath — 

A  straw-thatched  roof  above  his  head, 
A  straw-wrought  couch  beneath. 

And  I  have  stood  beside  the  pile, 
His  monument,  that  tells  to  heaven 

The  homage  of  earth's  proudest  isle, 
To  that  bard-peasant  given! 

Bid  thy  thoughts  hover  o'er  that  spot, 
Boy-minstrel,  in  thy  dreaming  hour, — 

And  know,  however  low  his  lot, 
A  poet's  pride  and  power. 

The  pride  that  lifted  BURNS  from  earth, 
The  power  that  gave  a  child  of  song 

Ascendancy  o'er  rank  and  birth — 
The  rich,  the  brave,  the  strong. 

And  if  despondency  weigh  down 
Thy  spirit's  fluttering  pinions,  then, 

Despair — thy  name  is  written  on 
The  roll  of  common  men. 

There  have  been  loftier  themes  than  his, 
And  longer  scrolls,  and  louder  lyres, 

And  lays  lit  up  with  poesy's 
Purer  and  holier  fires. 


Tet  read  the  names  that  know  not  death, 
Few  nobler  ones  than  BURNS  are  there, 

And  few  have  won  a  greener  wreath 

Than  that  which  binds  his  hair, 
cclvii  2  k 


POEMS  IN  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 


His  is  that  language  of  the  heart, 

In  which  the  answering  heart  would  speak, 
Thought,  word,  that  bids  the  warm  tear  start, 

Or  the  smile  light  up  the  cheek: 

And  his,  that  music,  to  whose  tone 
The  common  pulse  of  man  keeps  time, 

In  cot  or  castle's  mirth  or  moan, 
In  cold  or  sunny  clime. 

And  who  hath  heard  his  song,  nor  knelt 
Before  its  spell  with  willing  knee, 

And  listened,  and  believed,  and  felt 
The  poet's  mastery. 

O'er  the  mind's  sea,  in  calm  and  storm, 
O'er  the  heart's  sunshine,  and  its  showers, 

O'er  passion's  moments,  bright  and  warm, 
O'er  reason's  dark  cold  hours; 

On  fields  where  brave  men  "die  or  do," 
In  halls  where  rings  the  banquet's  mirth, 

Where  mourners  weep — where  lovers  woo, 
Erom  throne  to  cottage  hearth? 

What  sweet  tears  dim  the  eyes  unshed, 
What  wild  vows  falter  on  the  tongue, 

When  "  Scots  wlia  hae  wi'  Wallace  bled  " 
Or  "Auld  lang  syne"  is  sung! 

Pure  hopes,  that  lift  the  soul  above, 
Come  with  the  Cottar's  hymn  of  praise, 

And  dreams  of  youth,  and  truth,  and  love, 
With  "  Logan's  "  banks  and  braes. 

And  when  he  breathes  his  master  lay 
Of  Alloway's  witch-haunted  wall, 

All  passions  in  our  frame  of  clay 
Come  thronging  at  his  call; 

Imagination's  world  of  air, 

And  our  own  world,  its  gloom  and  glee, 
Wit,  pathos,  poetry,  are  there, 

And  death's  sublimity. 

And  BURNS — though  brief  the  race  he  ran, 
Though  rough  and  dark  the  path  he  trod, 

Lived — died — in  form  and  soul  a  man, 
The  image  of  his  God. 

Through  care,  and  pain,  and  want,  and  woe, 
With  wounds  that  only  death  could  heal, 

Tortures — the  poor  alone  can  know 
The  proud  alone  can  feel; 

He  kept  his  honesty  and  truth, 
His  independent  tongue  and  pen, 

And  moved,  in  maphood  and  in  youth, 
Pride  of  his  fellow  men. 

Strong  sense,  deep  feeling,  passions  strong, 

A  hate  of  tyrant  and  of  knave, 
A  love  of  right,  a  scorn  of  wrong, 

Of  coward,  and  of  slave; 

A  kind,  true  heart,  a  spirit  high, 

That  could  not  fear,  and  would  not  bow, 

Were  written  in  his  manly  eye, 
And  on  his  manly  brow. 

Praise  to  the  bard! — his  words  are  driven, 
Like  flower-seeds  by  the  far  winds  sown, 

Where'er  beneath  the  sky  of  heaven 
The  birds  of  fame  are  flown.  - 
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Praise  to  the  man! — a  nation  stood 

Besides  his  coffin  with  wet  eyes, 
Her  brave,  her  beautiful,  her  good, 

As  when  a  loved  one  dies. 

And  still,  as  on  his  funeral  day, 

Men  stand  his  cold  earth-couch  around , 

With  the  mute  homage  that  we  pay 
To  consecrated  ground. 

And  consecrated' ground  it  is, 

The  last,  the  hallowed  home  of  one 

Who  lives  upon  all  memories, 
Though  with  the  buried  gone. 

Such  graves  as  his  are  pilgrim-shrines, 
Shrines  to  no  code  or  creed  confined, — 

The  Delphian  vales,  the  Palestines, 
The  Meccas  of  the  mind. 

Sagos  with  Wisdom's  garland  wreathed, 

Crowned  kings,  and  mitred  priests  of  power, 

And  warriors  with  their  bright  swords  sheathed. 
The  mightiest  of  the  hour ; 

And  lowlier  names,  whose  humble  home 

Is  lit  by  fortune's  dimmer  star, 
Are  there — o'er  wave  and  mountain  come — • 

From  countries  near  and  far ; 

Pilgrims,  whose  wandering  feet  have  press'd 
The  Switzer's  snows,  the  Arab's  sand, 

Or  trod  the  piled  leaves  of  the  west, 
My  own  green-forest  land. 

All  ask  the  cottage  of  his  birth, 

Gaze  on  the  scenes  he  loved  and  sung, 

And  gather  feelings  not  of  earth 
His  fields  and  streams  among. 

They  linger  by  the  Boon's  low  trees, 
And  pastoral  Nith,  and  wooded  Ayr, 

And  round  thy  sepulchres,  Dumfries ! 
The  poet's  tomb  is  there. 

But  what  to  them  the  sculptor's  art, 
His  funeral  columns,  wreaths,  and  urns? 

Wear  they  not,  graven  on  the  heart, 
The  name  of  ROBERT  BURNS  ? " 


SONG  FOR  THE  ANNIVERSARY  OF  BURNS. 

BY  D.   TEDDER. 

AIR — ''Dainty  Davie." 

WHEN  Januar'  win's  war  ravin'  wyl', 
O'er  a'  the  districts  o'  our  isle, 
There  was  a  callan  born  in  Kyle, 
Ah'  he  was  christen'd  Robin : 
O  Robin  was  a  dainty  lad, 

Canty  Robin,  rhymin'  Robin ; 
It  made  the  gossips  unco  glad 
To  hear  the  cheip  o'  Robin. 

That  ne'er-to-be-forgotten  morn 
When  Coila's  darling  son  was  born, 
Auld  Scotland,  on  her  Stoek-an'  horn, 
Play'd  '  welcome  hame'  to  Robin; 
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An'  Robin  was  the  blithest  loon, 
Runt  .n1  Robin,  rhyniiu'  Robin, 

That  ever  sang  aneath  the  moon, 
We'll  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin. 

The  Muses  round  his  cradle  hung, 
The  Graces  wat  his  infant  tongue, 
An'  Independence  wif  a  rung 
Cried,  "  Red  the  gate  for  Robin!" 
For  Robin's  soul-arousing  tones, 
Rantin'  Robin,  rhymin'  Robin, 
Gart  tyrants  tremble  on  their  tlirones.- 
We'll  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin. 

Then  let's  devote  this  night  to  mirth, 
An'  celebrate  our  Poet's  birth, 
While  FREEDOM  preaches  on  the  earth 
She'll  tak'  her  text  frae  Robin: 
O  Robin's  magic  notes  shall  ring, 
Rantin'  Robin,  rhymin'  Robin, 
While  rivers  run  and  flowrets  spring, — 
Huzzah!  huzzah  for  Robin! 


TO  THE   MEMORY   OF   BURNS. 

BEAD   AT  A   MEETING    HELD   IN   COMMEMORATION   OP  THB 
POBT'3   BIRTH. 

BY  FRANCIS   BENNOCH. 

IMMORTAL  Bard, — immortal  Burns, 
The  Patriot  and  the  Prince  of  Song, 

When  Friends  are  met  shall  they  forget 
The  honours  which  to  thee  belong? 

Immortal  Burns? 

In  every  land  where  truth  is  known, 
The  musings  of  thy  godlike  mind 

In  strains  of  melting  love  hath  flown 
To  fraternise  the  human  kind, 

Immortal  Bums! 

Thy  lays  have  sear'd  the  tyrant's  heart 
Like  flaming  bars  of  hottest  steel, 

But  raised  the  poor  to  know  their  right 
To  think  as  men, — as  men  to  feel, — 

Immortal  Burns! 

When  light  and  hope,  and  reason  die, 
And  darkness  shrouds  the  face  of  day, 

And  all  things  fade,— O,  only  then 
Shall  Scotland's  Bard  in  fame  decay, 

Immortal  Burns! 

With  reverent  silence  we  will  fill 
A  cup  whene'er  this  day  returns, 

And  pledge  the  memory  of  the  Bard, 
The  Bard  of  Nature — Robert  Burns, 

Immortal  Burns! 


COILA. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

ALSO   HEAD   AT  A   MBETIHr,    HELD   IS  COMMBMOEATION    OF    THB 
POET'l   BIRTH. 

BT   FRANCIS   BENNOCH. 

AGAIN, — again  assembled  here, 
Are  men  with  hearts  and  soul  sincere, 
And  eyes  whose  lustre  with  a  tear 
Is  dimm'd  for  him  of  Coila; 


cclix 


Yes!  here  again  a  chosen  few 
Shall  pay  the  grateful  homage  due 
To  him,  the  gentle,  kind,  and  true, 
Who  sweetly  sung  in  Coila! 

A  titled  sumph  was  not  his  lot: 

His  birth-place  was  the  peasant's  cot: 

When  men  have  dotard  kings  forgot, 

They'll  think  of  him  and  Coila. 
He  knew  no  rules,  nor  studied  art, 
By  which  his  lays  might  reach  the  heart; 
Of  Genius'  self  he  seeui'd  a  part — 

A  genius  born  in  Coila! 

And  as  for  laws,  he  needed  none, 

His  thoughts  were  laws, — ay,  every  one, — 

And  universal  as  the  sun 

That  softly  beams  in  Coila; 
And  nations  yet  unborn  shall  raise 
Their  voices  tun'd  to  notes  of  praise 
Of  him  whose  thoughts  were  turn' d  always 

On  Liberty  and  Coila! 

But  where  are  they  who  made  him  wink 
At  things  that  were,  nor  dare  to  think, 
But  WORK,  and  thus  coercive  sink 

The  mighty  mind  of  Coila  ? 
Yes!  where  are  they! — Yon  may  ask  where.- 
In  deepest  gloom,  or  wheresoe'er 
Base  souls  are  found,  you'll  find  them  there, 

But  not  with  him  of  Coila! 

If  ye  his  fame  in  truth  would  see, 
Go  search  among  the  brave — the  free: 
There  mark  the  freest  soul, — tis  he 

Who  loves  the  bard  of  Coila ! 
When  hearts  enslavM  for  freedom  glow, 
They  feel  their  wrongs,  and  strike  the  blow, 
Are  free! — Go,  learn  who  taught  them  so; 

They'll  shout, — a  voice  from  Coila! 

The  wand'ring  exile  doom'd  to  roam 
O'er  deserts  wild,— o'er  Ocean's  foam, — 
Far, — far  from  friendship,  love  and  home, 

Is  still  consoled  by  Coila! 
He  thinks  not  on  the  arid  plains, 
Nor  fever  raging  in  his  veins, 
For  crooning  o'er  old  Scotia's  strains 

He  deems  himself  in  Coila! 

When  virgin  bosoms  pant  with  love, 
And  dream  of  bliss,  whene'er  they  rove 
By  winding  stream  or  balmy  grove, 

O!  then  they  think  of  Coila. 
With  passion  quivering  through  the  brain 
They  strive  to  speak,  but  ah!  how  vain, 
Till  Burns  with  magic  rends  the  chain — 
For  who  could  willing  love  explain, 

Like  him,  the  bard  of  Coila ! 

Whene'er  the  social  few  unite 
To  spend  in  joy  the  festive  night, 
The  wit  and  wisdom  dazzling  bright 

Are  borrowM  beams  from  Coila! 
Whate'er  his  theme,  the  Poet  shone; 
The  lyre  he  struck  was  all  his  own; 
Tis  broken  now,— the  Bard  is  gone,— 

And  Genius  weeps  o'er  Coila! 


POEMS  IN  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 


SONG 

TO  THE   MEMORY    OF   BURNS,  JANUARY  25TH,    1817. 
BY  W.  WALLACE. 

SOON  shall  the  breathing  spring  return 

To  wake  pale  Nature's  bloom, 
No  more  the  feather'd  throng  shall  mourn 

Stern  Winter's  hoary  gloom ; 
But  what  avail  the  charms  of  Spring, 

Tho'  roses  sweetly  blow, 
They  ne'er  shall  wake  the  Poet's  string, 

To  soothe  the  breast  of  woe. 

Oft  by  the  winding  banks  of  Ayr, 

The  love-lorn  Poet  stray'd, 
To  breathe  the  ardent  vow  sincere, 

Beneath  the  hawthorn  shade. 
But  now  the  weeping  willow  sighs, 

The  murmuring  rills  deplore, 
And  Nature's  self,  with  streaming  eyes, 

Bewails  her  bard — no  more. 

Yet  shall  the  Bard's  immortal  lays 

The  mellow  strains  prolong, 
And  Coila's  far-fam'd  "  Banks  and  Braes," 

Bloom  in  his  peerless  song. 
And  while  the  Muse  of  Scotia  mourns 

Her  fav'rite  bard  laid  low — 
Pledge  to  the  memory  of  BURNS, 

And  let  the  wine  cup  flow. 


LINES  WRITTEN 


THE  ANNIVERSARY  OP  BURNS'  BIRTH-DAY, 

WHEN   WANDERING    BELATED   IN   THE   MOUNTAIN  PASSES 
ON  THE   FRONTIERS   OF  VERMONT. 

BT   HUGH   AINSLIE.1 

WHEN  last  my  feeble  voice  I  raised 

To  thy  immortal  dwelling, 
The  flame  of  friendship  round  me  blazed, 

On  breath  of  rapture  swelling! 

Now,  far  into  a  foreign  land, 

The  heav'ns  above  me  scowling, 
The  big  bough  waving  like  the  wand, 

The  forest  caverns  howling ; 

No  kindred  voice  is  in  mine  ear, 

No  heart  with  mine  is  beating; 
No  tender  eye  of  blue  is  near, 

My  glance  of  kindness  meeting; 

But  woody  mountains,  towering  rude, 
Dare  heaven  with  their  statures ! 

'Tis  Nature  in  her  roughest  mood, 
Amidst  her  roughest  features ! 


1  Mr  Ainslie,  a  native  of  the  parish  of  Dailly,  in  Ayrshire 


emigrated  to  the  United  States  of  America,  ill  1822. 


Yet  thou,  who  sang'st  of  nature's  charms 

In  barrenness  and  blossom, 
Thy  strain  of  love  and  freedom  warms 

The  chill  that's  in  my  bosom. 

And  here,  where  tyranny  is  mute, 
And  right  hath  the  ascendance, 

O!  where's  the  soil  could  better  suit 
Thy  hymn  of  independence! 

Thou  giant  'mong  the  mighty  dead! 

Full  bowls  to  thee  are  flowing; 
High  souls  of  Scotia's  noble  breed 

With  pride  this  night  are  glowing! 


SONG 

WRITTEN    FOR   THE    ANNIVERSARY   O*   1829. 
BY  JAMES  STIRRAT.8 

AIR—"  There's  nae  luck  about  the  house." 

THERE'S  nae  bard  to  charm  us  now, 

Nae  bard  ava, 
Can  sing  a  sang  to  Nature  true 

Since  Coila's  bard's  awa'. 

The  simple  harp  o'  earlier  days 

In  silence  slumbers  now ; 
And  modern  art,  wi'  tuneless  lays, 

Presumes  the  Nine  to  woo. 

But  nae  bard  in  a'  our  Isle, 

Nae  bard  ava, 
Frae  pauky  Coila  wons  a  smile 

Since  Robin  gaed  awa'. 

His  hamely  style  let  Fashion  spurn; 

She  wants  baith  taste  and  skill; 
And  wiser  should  she  ever  turn, 

She'll  sing  his  sangs  hersel'. 

For  nae  sang  sic  pathos  speaks, 

Nae  sang  ava; 
And  Fashion's  foreign  rants  and  squeaks 

Should  a'  be  drumm'd  awa'. 

Her  far-fetch'd  figures  aye  maun  fail 

To  touch  the  feeling  heart, 
Simplicity's  direct  appeal 

Excels  sic  learned  art. 

And  nae  modern  minstrel  s  lay, 

Nae  lay  ava, 
Sae  powerfully  the  heart  can  sway 

As  Robin's  that's  awa'. 

For  o'er  his  numbers  Coila's  muse 

A  magic  influence  breathed, 
And  round  her  darling  poet's  brows 

A  peerless  crown  had  wreath'd. 


2  Mr  Stirrat  was  postmaster  of  Dairy,  in  Ayrshire.  He  died  in 
1843.     He  wrote  several  songs  for  the  anniversary  of  the  poet 


but  we  can  only  make  room  for  the  present  excellent  one. 
cclx 
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And  nae  wreath  that  e'er  was  seen, 

Nae  wreath  ava, 
Will  bloom  sac  lang's  the  holly  green 

O'  Robin  that's  awa'. 

Let  Erin's  minstrel,  Tommy  Moore, 

His  lyrics  sweetly  sing; 
Twould  lend  his  harp  a  higher  power 

Would  Coila  add  a  string. 

For  nae  harp  has  yet  been  kent , 

Nae  harp  ava, 
To  match  the  harp  that  Coila  lent 

To  Robin  that's  awa'. 

And  though  our  shepherd,  Jamie  Hogg, 

His  pipe  fu'  sweetly  plays, 
It  ne'er  will  charm  auld  Scotland's  lug 

Like  Ploughman  Robin's  lays. 

For  nae  pipe  will  Jamie  tune, 

Nae  pipe  ava, 
Like  that  which  breath'd  by  'bonnie  Doon,' 

Ere  Robin  gaed  awa'. 

Even  Scotland's  pride,  Sir  Walter  Scott, 

Who  boldly  strikes  the  lyre, 
Maun  yield  to  Robin's  sweet  love-note 

His  native  wit  and  fire. 

For  nae  bard  hath  ever  sung, 

Nae  bard  ava, 
In  hamely  or  in  foreign  tongue, 

Like  Robin  that's  awa'. 

Frae  feeling  heart  Tom  Campbell's  lays 

In  classic  beauty  flow, 
But  Robin's  artless  sang  displays 

The  soul's  impassion'd  glow. 

For  nae  bard  by  classic  lore, 

Nae  bard  ava, 
Has  thrill'd  the  bosom's  inmost  core 

Like  Robin  that's  awa'. 

A  powerfu'  harp  did  Byron  sweep, 

But  not  wi'  happy  glee; 
And  though  his  tones  were  strong  and  deep, 

He  ne'er  could  change  the  key. 

For  nae  bard  beneath  the  lift, 

Nae  bard  ava, 
Wi'  master  skill  the  keys  could  shift, 

Like  Robin  that's  awa'. 

He  needs  nae  monumental  stanes 

To  keep  alive  his  fame; 
Auld  Granny  Scotland  and  her  weans 

Will  ever  sing  his  name. 

For  nae  name  does  Fame  record, 

Nae  name  ava, 
By  Caledonia  mair  adored, 

Than  Robin  that's  awa'. 


LINES 

SUGGESTED  ON  MEETING  CAPTAIN  BURNS,  SON  OF  THE  POET. 

HAIL  favour'd  son  of  Scotia's  deathless  Bard! 

It  must  rejoice  thy  heart,  make  glad  thine  eyes, 
To  see  the  honours  men  at  length  award 

Thy  ill-requited  sire.      Behold  arise, 
Throughout  the  land  where'er  his  lays  are  heard, 

Statue  and  temple  to  a  name  that  dies 
Not,  nol  nor  needs  such  shrine- -hit  is  the  heart 

Of  peer  and  peasant,  where  the  living  fire 
He  filch'd  from  heaven,  and,  with  Promethean  art, 

Gave  to  his  verse,  can  never  all  expire! 
The  ardour  to  the  mind  his  songs  impart, 

Up-kindles  all  the  soul,  awakes  the  ire 
That  slumbereth  in  the  bosom,  and  but  needs 

The  touch  of  some  magician  to  arouse 
A  trampled  world  to  arms  and  noble  deeds, 

The  glorious  cause  of  Freedom  to  espouse! 
Oh,  Genius!  that  in  the  bosom  breeds 

High  and  immortal  thought*,  bequeathing  them 
To  an  ungrateful  world,  what  doom  is  thine! — 

Men's  plaything,  and  the  suffering  heir  of  fame ! 

Better  to  quench  those  living  lights  that  shine 

In  thy  o'er- vivid  soul,  and  throbbing  frame, 
Than  fall  a  martyr  at  the  muse's  shrine, 

Transfix'd  through  heart  and  soul,  and  bleeding  all, 
Unsopth'd,  unheeded,  and  perchance  despised. 

Such  ills,  oh,  Genius !  to  thee  oft  befall 
When  living — and  when  dead,  thou'rt  idolized. 

Examples  many,  memory  might  recall 
Of  Bard  and  Artist,  both  etherealized, 

And  temper'd  in  an  all-refining  ray — 
The  chosen  Priests  of  Nature,  ministering 

In  their  high  office,  to  all  such  as  may 
Have  burst  strong  prejudice,  still  darkening 

The  struggling  dawn  of  intellectual  day ! 
But  He  sleeps  well !  and  o'er  his  sacred  urn 

His  country  weeps  repentant,  and  on  high, 
If  that  his  spirit  do  not  wholly  spurn 

The  incense  proffor'd  to  his  memory, 
With  smile  complacent  he  may  downward  turn, 

And  view  his  fame  roll  round  eternity! 

L.  M. 

Edinburgh,  December  6th,  1831. 


STANZAS 

WRITTEN  ON  A  BLANK  LEAP  OP  LOCKHART'g  LIPS  OP  BURNS. 
BY  DAVID  VEDDER. 

I  THOUGHT  on  thy  name— so  beloved,  so  adored, 

'Neath  each  clime  of  the  earth,  sweetest  bard  of  the 

north; 

Of  the  heights  so  sublime  which  thy  spirit  had  *oar'd, 
And  the  rapturous  strains  which  thy  muse  bodied 
forth. 

I  thought  on  the  sorrows  which  chequer'd  thy  youth, 
On  the  early  misfortunes  with  which  thou  hadst 

striven, 
When  thou  drank'st  from  the  crystalline  fountain  of 

truth, 
And  inhaled,  unalloy'd,  inspiration  from  Heaven. 
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It  was  tlien  that  thy  masculine  fancy  took  wing, 
And  soar'd  like  a  bird  to  the  summit  of  fame, 

Pouring  warblings  as  sweet  as  the  music  of  spring, 
And  pure  as  the  Devon's  meandering  stream. 

It  was  tlien  that  thy  lyric  enchantments  were  sung, 
And  each  feeling  bosom  its  sympathy  spoke; 

Thy  harp  like  a  seraph's  melodiously  rung, 
For  the  hand  of  a  master  its  music  awoke. 

The  great  and  the  noble — by  apathy  prest — 
Were  stirr'd  by  its  soul-thrilling  music  divinp; 

Even  noble-born  beauty  its  magic  confess'd, 
And  Fashion  taught  Dullness  to  bow  at  thy  shrine. 

But  they  left  thee  to  wrestle  with  want  and  with  woe, 
Thy  prospects  all  blighted,  thy  feelings  all  sered: — 

Like  a  meteor  amongst  them  awhile  thou  didst  glow. 
Like  a  meteor,  alas !  which  too  soon  disappear'd. 

I  thought  on  the  column  his  genius  had  rear'd, — 
On  the  dark  dreary  grave  where  his  relics  repose, — 

On  his  sensitive  bosom  which  sorrow  had  sered, — 
On  his  progress  through  life, — on  his  loves,  and  his 


I  thought  on  his  hours  of  convivial  bliss, 

With  the  friends  of  his  heart  round  the  magical  bowl, 
On  the  conjugal  rapture — the  heart-thrilling  kiss, 

And  I  wept  like  a  woman  in  fulness  of  soul. 

Sweet  bard,  thy  renown  shall  for  ever  increase, 
Whilst  genius  is  prized  shall  thy  merits  be  sung, 

The  star  of  thy  fame  shall  in  brilliancy  blaze 
Till  Nature's  funereal  knell  shall  be  rung. 

Our  loveliest  maidens  shall  yearly  bestrew 
With  flowerets  the  green  turf  that  pillows  thy  head ; 

And  the  salt  tear  of  sorrow  for  ever  shall  flow 
O'er  the  spot  where  our  mightiest  poet  is  laid. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 

BY  JOHN   PALMER. 

IMMORTAL  Burns  !  though  born  by  humble  hearth, 

Apollo  came  with  all  his  train  divine, 
Attendant  on  the  hour  that  gave  him  birth, 

And  in  their  arms  the  infant  Bard  entwine — 

Baptiz'd  him  at  the  fountain  of  the  Nine. 
The  priest  Apollo,  nature  said  the  vow 

Baptismal, — she's  repaid  in  many  a  line; 
His  country's  Genius  found  him  at  the  plough — 
She  came  to  bind  the  wreath  around  her  poet's  brow. 

Protege  of  dame  nature,  he  did  trace 
The  lines  of  beauty  all  her  works  among; 

The  fairest  lineaments  of  her  fair  face, 
His  genius  seiz'd  and  moulded  into  song, 
That  shall  to  latest  times  his  fame  prolong. 

Where'er  his  peasant  footsteps  deign'd  to  rove, 
The  humblest  floweret  found  in  him  a  tongue ; 

He  sung  the  streams,  the  fields,  the  woods,  and  groves, 

And  all  the  fairy  haunts  of  youthful  rural  loves. 

He  tasted  not  of  ancient  learning's  springs — 
No  classic  lore  inspir'd  his  youthful  brain ; 

Yet  when  his  Muse  spreads  forth  her  buoyant  wings, 
How  passing  sweet,  how  deathless  is  the  strain — 
Such  os  fair  Scotia  shall  not  hear  again. 


That  manly  frame,  too  soon  to  death  a  prey— 

That  for  a  while  his  spirit  did  sustain, 
It  seems  as  if  such  fiery  spirits  may 
Consume,  alas !  too  soon  their  earthly  dross  away. 

Each  fancy  hears  and  sees  (through  that  night's  mirk) 

The  Souter's  laugh — the  pliant  Landlady; 
The  Doon,  and  Alloway.'s  auld  haunted  kirk, 

With  all  the  gloom,  the  grandeur,  and  the  glee 

Of  witches  holding  hellish  revelry. 
Thence  to  Nanse  Tinnock's,  every  beggar's  haunt, 

And  human  nature's  various  phases  see 
Carousing  o'er  their  bowls  the  beggar's  rant, 
Nor  dread  the  ill-matched  pair  of  future  woe  and  want. 

His  fancy  rich  to  various  themes  could  turn — 

See  Edward's  hosts,  where  England's  banners  fly 
Upon  the  bloody  field  of  Bannockburn, — 

Amidst  his  country's  ranks  the  Bruce  descry, 

Urging  her  warrior  sons  to  do  or  die: 
Such  patriot  strains  his  patriot  soul  became. 

O'er  thee,  Glencairn,  soft  pity  wipes  her  eye — 
He  pours  his  grateful  sorrows  o'er  thy  tomb: 
All  feel  his  Daisy's  fate — his  Mouse's  ruined  home. 

Who  hath  not  melted  o'er  his  mournful  lay, 

To  Mary's  sainted  shade  in  heaven  addrest? 
Who  hath  not  felt  his  spirit  borne  away 

To  view,  to  share  the  Cotter's  evening  rest? 

Touch'd  by  his  Muse's  influence,  every  breast 
Some  chord  reverberates. — The  Muse  returns 

To  the  cold  grave  in  which  his  ashes  rest. 
Over  that  grave  yet  Caledonia  mourns — 
No  bard  inspired  hath  caught  the  mantle  of  her  BURNS. 

MardtW,  1837. 


ON  THE  GRAVE  OF  BURNS.1 

BY  FREDERICK   SHELDON. 

AND  this  is  Burns'  grave — the  tomb  of  him 
Who  sung  the  joys  of  Scotia's  rural  fields? 

My  mournful  eye,  with  recollection  dim, 
The  tribute  of  a  tear  unbidden  yields, 

For  him  who  sung  the  Cotter's  simple  night, 
The  deep  debauch  of  Shanter,  and  of  Johnnie; 

Nothing  so  lowly  but  could  thee  delight — 
Sweet  Highland  Mary,  and  thy  Jean  so  bonnie, 
Together  with  each  rare  and  ancient  cronie. 

Would  that  I  had  lived  thy  form  to  see, 
To  join  with  thee  thy  wild  and  merry  chorus; 

To  pledge  the  soul-inspiring  barley-bree, 

As  thou  at  midnight  made  the  time  uproarious. 

When  at  thy  nod  the  table  roared  in  mirth! 
True  Poet  of  thy  land,  the  first  and  last; 

Now  dull  thou  liest,  laid  in  thy  hallowed  earth, 
Stern  death  hath  sealed  thy  eyes  in  slumber  fast, 
Nor  heedest  thou  the  wild  and  wint'ry  blast. 

That  robs  the  brown  leaf  from  the  autumn  tree, 
And  strews  the  sepulchre  where  thou  art  laid; 

This  noble  monument's  befitting  thee, 
A  grateful  tribute  by  old  Scotland  paid. 


cclxii 


1  This,  and  the  poem  immediately  preceding,  are  both  li 
he  Dumfries  and  Galloway  Courier. 
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Kings  after  death  in  dull  cold  marble  sleep, 

More  gorgeous  o'er  their  bones  their  tomb  upreare; 

Yet  history  o'er  their  bones  will  seldom  weep, 
But  thy  renown  will  live  in  after  years; 
Then  sweetly  sleep,  shrined  in  thy  country's  tears. 

Sleep,  shrouded  in  thy  tomb;  to  thee  the  breath 
Of  praise,  or  envy,  are  as  nothing  now; 

What  thougli  thou  liest  beneath  the  hand  of  death, 
And  the  long  grass  doth  freshly  o'er  thee  grow, 

Power  cannot  touch  thee,  or  neglect,  or  fame, 
Or  that  foul  phantom  men  miscall  delight; 

Thou'st  rendered  up  thy  life  from  whence  it  camo, 
And  bid  this  world  for  ever  sad  good  night, 
To  dwell  in  heavenly  realms  of  joy  and  light. 

What  though  thy  life  but  little  joy  did  know, 
Thy  fame  hath  amply  canonized  thy  bier; 

Here  shall  the  first  of  summer's  roses  blow, 
And  the  sweet  blushes  of  the  morn  appear. 

I  am  myself  a  whim-inspired  fool, 
Thy  life  shall  be  my  buoy,  thy  end  my  chart: 

And  o'er  thy  grassy  grave  I  oft  sing  dool, 
A  heap  of  hallow'd  dust  alone  thou  art, 
Such  kings  shall  be,  when  life  and  body  part. 

Theatre,  Dumfries,  Oct.  2,  1839. 


SONG 

FOR  THB  ANNIVERSARY  OP  THE  BIRTH-DAY  OP  ROBERT  BURNS. 

TUNK— «  Could  Kail." 

Written  for  the  "  Caledonian  Society,"  London,  and  dedicated 
to  John  Boucher,  Esq.,  originator  of  that  Society. 

BY  ANDREW  PARK. 

BRAVE  Scotland — Freedom's  throne  on  earth! — 

A  bumper  to  thy  glory ; 
This  day  thy  matchless  Bard  had  birth, 

So  famed  in  song  and  story. 
Where'er  thy  mountain-sons  may  stray, 

Thou'st  thrown  thy  magic  round  them, 
And  on  this  ever-hallow'd  day, — 

In  kindred  love  hast  bound  them. 

He  nobly  walk'd  behind  his  plough, 

And  gazed  entranced  on  nature; 
While  genius  graced  his  lofty  brow, 

And  play'd  in  every  feature ! 
For  then  inspired  by  glowing  songs 

Of  "  Bruce," — or  "  Highland  Mary," 
The  minstrel-birds,  in  joyous  throngs, 

Around  their  Bard  would  tarry! 

But  wae's  my  heart!  he  sings  nae  mair 

In  strains  o'  joy  or  sorrow, 
Though  on  the  bonny  banks  o'  Ayr, 

His  spirit  smiles  each  morrow! 
And  Scotia's  muse — enthroned  on  high — 

The  great,  the  gentle  hearted! 
Sits  with  the  tear-drop  in  her  eye, 

And  mourns  her  Bard  departed! 

O  sacred  land  of  gallant  men ! — 

Of  maidens  unassuming! 
Who  dwell  obscure  by  loch  and  glen, 

Where  still  the  thistle's  bloomlngl 


How  well  has  Burns  rehcars'd  your  praise 

Among  your  cloud-crown'd  mountains, 

In  never-dying,  tuneful  lays,— 
Pure  as  your  native  fountains! 

Then  fill  the  sparkling  goblet  high, 

And  let  no  discord  stain  it; — 
Let  joy  illume  each  manly  eye, 

While  to  the  dregs  we  drain  it! 
To  Burns!  to  Burns!— th«  king  of  song!— 

Whose  lyre  shall  charm  all  ages; 
Mirth,  wisdom,  love,  and  satire  strong 

Adorn  his  deathless  pages. 
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A   MONODY 


THE  DEATH  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 

WRITTEN   BY   8.    KEMBI.E,  ESQ. 
FOR  TWO  VOICE* — TUNE,  Gaffer  Gray. 

AH!  what!  is  there  ill  news,  speak,  old 

Robin  Gray, 
That  thy  blue  bonnet's  plucked  o'er  thy  brow? 

O!  sad  news  I've  read, 

Kolde  Burns,  man,  is  dead! 
And  the  ploughman  weeps  over  his  plough, 

Well!  a  well  a  day1 
And  the  ploughman  weeps  over  his  plough. 

Is  he  gone  tlien  for  aye,  and  for  aye, 

Robin  Gray? 
No  more  shall  we  list  to  his  song! 

No,  cold  as  a  clod, 

Beneath  a  green  sod, 
Poor  Robin  they've  lain  all  along, 

Well!  a  well  a  day! 
Poor  Robin  they've  lain  all  along. 

Adieu  then,  the  forest  and  hill, 

Robin  Gray, 
And  farewell  the  valleys  and  grove! 

Why,  the  forest  and  hill, 

And  the  valleys  ring  still, 
Still  echo  his  ditties  of  love, 

Well!  a  well  a  day! 
Still  echo  his  ditties  of  love. 

The  sad  sound  of  echo  111  shun, 

Robin  Gray, 
Its  dying  notes  live  on  my  mind: 

Can  yon  then,  as  you  roam 

From  your  forefathers'  home, 
Leave  your  forefathers'  feelings  behind! 

Well!  a  well  a  day! 
Leave  your  forefathers'  feelings  behind. 

Still  the  blackbird  will  sing  on  the  thorn, 

Robin  Gray, 
And  the  lark  early  carol  on  high, 

But  the  lowly  lodg'd  swain, 

As  he  scatters  the  grain, 
Will  chaunt  Robin's  verse  with  a  sigh, 

Well!  a  well  a  day! 
Will  chaunt  Robin's  verse  with  a  sigh. 


POEMS  IN  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 


Softly  lie  on  his  bosom  the  turf, 

Robin  Gray, 
Rest  his  ashes  unmingled  and  pure; 

May  the  tomb  of  his  urn 

Caledonia  adorn, 
And  his  much-lov'd  remains  so  secure, 

Well!  a  well  a  day! 
And  his  much-lov'd  remains  so  secure. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 

BY   W.   S.  NORTHHOUSE.* 

A  PILGRIM  offers  to  thy  ashes,  Burns, 
His  homage — which  not  adoration  quite 
Than  reverence  is  more.     He  fain  would  fill 
(As  holier  men  have  done  from  sainted  shrines) 
His  bosom  with  remembrances  of  thee; 
Some  precious  relics  of  thy  life  or  death, 
Of  what  thou  wert  or  art — a  son  of  heaven 
Or  sod  of  earth ;  as  erst  a  suffering  bard 
Or  now  a  worshipp'd  heap  of  charnel'd  dust. 

Well,  be  it  so.     With  me  thou  laughest  now 
At  them  and  all  their  homage;  for  thou  art 
A  seraph-minstrel  sailing  through  the  skies, 
Teaching  the  spheres  to  sing  thy  mother's  songs 
(Thy  mother,  Nature,  thou  her  favourite  child) ; 
And  little  reck'st  thou  for  the  sculptur'd  tomb, 
The  statue  fair ,  the  Parian  marble  white, 
Or  all  the  fame  that's  chisel'd  out  for  thee! 

Thou  once  didst  dwell  among  us,  beaming  forth 

Animate  with  soul — exuberant  with  life — 

A  living,  loving  spark  of  Deity ! 

But  then  we  car'd  not  for  thee;  then  thou  wast 

A  ploughman  poor  and  mean— exciseman  base — 

A  dissipated  songster — labouring  slave, 

In  "hodden  gray"  attir'd,  a  rustic  garb 

Not  to  be  touch'd  by  fashion's  perfum'd  robes, 

Or  seen  where  rank  in  radiant  richness  reigns: 

Yet  then,  thou  wast  thyself—  now,  thou  art  nought, 

Yet  then,  unheeded — now,  almost  ador'd! 

Marvellous  folly!  madness  most  extreme! 

To  prize  the  casket  when  the  gem  is  gone! 

It  is  the  rage,  when  Genius  lives — to  wound; 
When  it  lives  not — to  offer  incense  vain; 
To  first  destroy,  and  then  to  deify! 
Peers,  princes,  monarchy  itself,  the  slaves 
Who  daily  toil  in  mammon's  dirty  mine — 
Insects  that  upward  crawl,  or  downward  creep — 
Which,  wert  thou  living,  would  hold  pestilence 
A  lesser  ill  than  thy  companionship, 
Affect  to  honour  thee — pretend  to  claim 
Relationship  in  country  or  in  kin ! 
Refuse  them  not,  with  reservation  due 
To  brother-worms  sepulchral,  long  since  made 
Flesh  of  thy  flesh,  and  fibre  of  thy  bone ! 

God  of  the  golden  hair!  shall  thus  for  ever 
Thy  votaries  pine,  till  posthumous  renown 
Builds  monuments  to  tell  that  once  they  liv'd, 
Or  chisels  statues  miserably  unlike! 


»  From  the  "Glasgow  Free  Press,'   1823. 


Forbid  it,  Phoebus!  save  thy  sons  from  worse 

Than  death  or  dark  oblivion — from  the  curse 

Of  folly's  homage,  pride's  humility, 

The  praise  of  fickle  fashion,  and  the  farce 

Of  greatness  stooping  to  a  minstrel's  bust; 

From  marble  angels  holding  mantles  up 

To  hide  or  shame;  from  ploughs  proportionless; 

From  ornaments  by  dulness  carv'd  or  crown'd; 

From  all  the  modern  modes  of  mocking  thee ! 

But  stay,  presumptuous!  stay  thy  impious  prayer, 

Let  fancy  take  thee  to  yon  azure  realms 

Where  Genius  reigns  in  glory ;  there  behold, 

Studded  with  stars,  and  canopied  with  suns, 

The  thrones  of  bards  immortal ;  there  behold 

The  sire  of  poesy — the  soul  of  song ; 

The  Mantuan  minstrel ;  Horace,  Ovid,  there ; 

There  he  who  sung  the  sacred  city  free; 

And  he  who  made  infernal  regions  bright; 

The  sightless  bard,  who  hynm'd  man's  fall  and  rise, 

Sweet  Eden  lost  and  won ;  Titania's  laureate, 

Gentle  Spenser  there ;  and  high  above  the  rest, 

In  matchless  mind,  the  universal  bard: 

All  listening  sit,  while  he  thou  weep'st,  his  pipe 

Attunes  to  rustic  love  a  simple  strain, 

Yet  so  sublimely  sweet,  each  harp  is  mute. 

And  hark!  the  swell  hath  closed: — now  side  by  side 

The  ploughman  and  the  link-boy  reign  in  heaven! 

Mortal !  canst  thou  the  fate  of  BURNS  deplore ! 
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VERSES 


WRITTEN  ON  TRAVELLING  THROUGH  AYRSHIRE. f 

I  TREAD  on  classic  ground — I  tread 

Where  Coila's  bard  harmonic  sung; 
I  mark,  with  awe,  around  me  spread 

Those  scenes  which  once  inspired  his  tongue; 
And,  as  I  listless  roam  along, 

I  often  pause  beside  some  rill 
And  think,  while  yet  all  gay  and  young, 

Here  haply  first  he  tried  his  skill. 

Each  stream  and  strath  of  tuneful  name — 

Each  caverned  cliff  and  ruin  grey, 
So  much  the  subject  of  his  theme, 

With  various  thoughts  beguiles  the  way, 
And  lures  the  stranger  oft  astray; — 

Led  on  by  feeling's  purest  light — 
Lost  in  wild  dreams  of  poesy — 

And  rapturous  visions  of  delight. 

Where'er  I  stop — where'er  I  turn, 

Some  loved  memorial  meets  my  eyes; 
But,  chief,  yon  monumental  urn, 

Poor  Scotia's  grateful  sacrifice! 
And  yon  lone  cot  that  distant  lies, 

And  marks  the  precious  spot  of  earth — 
Sacred  to  song  and  social  joys, 

And  hallowed  by  the  poet's  birth. 


t  From  "The  Western  Luminary,"  a  Glasgow  periodical 
published  in  1824. 


POEMS  IN  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 


While  pensive  memory  mourns  the  dead, 

The  Bard  before  my  fancy  glides ; 
I  mark  how  blest  those  hours  have  sped 

As  cheerfully  the  plough  he  guides — 
And  all  that  sweet  content  betides, 

Sole  blooming  midst  its  native  soil ; 
And  sigh  to  think  he  left  these  shades, 

Or  e'er  forsook  his  rustic  toil. ' 


ODE 

TBI  ANNIVERSARY  OP  ROBERT  BURNS.   JAN.  1815. 
BY  WILLIAM   GLEN. 

COME,  my  sweet  harp,  come  murmur  on, 

Sing  of  my  home  in  glorious  glee; 
A  fairer  land  than  Caledon, 

Ne'er  started  from  a  stormy  sea. 
And  fling  thy  numbers  bold  and  free, 

To  Him  whose  notes  roll'd  sweet  along, 
For  dear  as  life,  as  Heaven,  will  be 

The  land  of  freedom  and  of  song. 

Let  Haffiz  live  in  Persian  strains, 

Let  Italy  her  Tasso  claim, 
Let  Homer  charm  the  Grecian  plains, 

His  country's  boast,  his  country's  shame, 
Let  Milton  raise  fair  England's  name, 

And  genius  consecrate  their  urns, 
But  where's  the  Bard  can  cloud  the  fame 

Of  Scotland's  pride,  her  darling  BURNS* 

Ye  masters  of  the  ancient  school, 

Ye  moderns  wooing  genius  mild, 
Know  that  a  Bard's  not  form'd  by  rule, 

Bright-polish'd  till  the  fabric's  spoil'd. 
O!  give  me  nature's  artless  child, 

Who  spurns  all  gaudy  tinsel  glare, 
Like  Him  who  sung  his  "wood-notes  wild" 

Upon  the  bonnie  banks  of  Ayr. 

"  O!  thou  pale  orb,"  thou'st  seen  him  stray, 

By  Nith's  sweet  winding  lovely  stream, 
Giving  bright  fancy  all  its  play, 

Whilst  gazing  on  thy  wandering  beam, 
Thou'st  mark'd  with  sweet  diffusing  gleam, 

Hun  mourning  by  Lincluden  towers, 
"  How  life  and  love  were  all  a  dream," 

And  he  confess'd  their  bitter  powers. 

Yet  oft  in  merriment  and  glee, 

He  "  set  the  table  in  a  roar," 
Wild  as  the  wildest  could  he  be, 

And  ablest  wits  confess'd  his  power; 
Yet  all  at  once  could  he  restore 

The  woe-tear  to  the  eye  again, 
Bid  mirth's  mad  witchery  charm  no  more, 

And  call  to  life  sad  sorrow's  train. 

Coila!  thy  vales  are  silent  now, 

He's  gone  who  all  thy  beauties  drew, 
Go  bind  on  thy  majestic  brow, 

The  weeping  rosemary  and  rue; 
And  let  the  sorrow-shading  yew, 

Hang  o'er  the  grave  where  nature  mourns, 
And  weep,  sweet  Coila,  for  I  trow 

You  lost  your  brightest  gem  in  BUENS. 


"  While  ruin's  ploughshare  drives  elate," 

While  men  their  fellow-mortals  spurn, 
And  weeping  pleasure's  transient  date, 

Exclaims  that  "Man  was  made  to  mourn." 
Or  if  from  every  rapture  torn, 

We  sadly  wail  a  darling  maid, 
We'll  know  his  wae  who  called  forlorn 

On  "  Mary's  dear  departed  shade." 

Or  when  our  fathers'  deeds  he  grac'd, 

Raising  their  deathless  fame  on  high, 
Bade  us  while  every  wae  he  trac'd, 

Wail  Scotland's  fallen  majesty, 
Or  brought  the  tear-drop  in  our  eye, 

When  resting  on  her  lowly  tomb, 
And  bade  us  heave  the  unconscious  sigh, 

When  mourning  hapless  Mary's  doom. 

Whether  he  struck  the  notes  of  woe, 

Or  bade  them  with  wild  joy  expand, 
In  pleasure's  tide,  or  sorrow' s  flow, 

His  lyre  was  sweet,  majestic,  grand: 
He  touch'd  it  with  a  master's  hand, 

Its  heavenly  tone  will  never  die, 
And  many,  many  a  distant  land 

Was  charmed  with  his  minstrelsy. 

Well  lay  the  lyre  upon  his  urn, 

And  while  the  moon-beams  deck  the  plain, 
Mayhap  his  spirit  may  return, 

And  sweep  the  trembling  chords  again, 
And  we  may  hear  the  fairy  strain, 

Float  on  the  night-breeze  down  the  dell — 
Delusion  all,  it  is  in  vain — 

And  now,  sweet  Bard,  again  farewell. 


STANZAS 

WRITTEN  ON  A  COPY  OF  THE  ENGRAVING  OF  ROBERT  DURNS— 
PROM  TAYLOR'S  LATELY  RECOVERED  PICTURE. 

BY   THOMAS  ATKINSON. 

AND  this  was  Scotland's  noblest  son  of  song! 

How  calm  his  mien — how  sadly  still  his  look ! 
Where  be  the  flashes,  bright  and  brief,  yet  strong, 

Of  mirth  that  revels,  though  the  wise  rebuke! 

Tell  me,  thou  limner,  in  what  secret  nook 
Of  this  expanse  of  chasten'd  countenance, 
.     There  lurk'd  the  gibe  and  jest  which  often  shook 
The  stolid  crowd — in  wit's  omnipotence! 
Why  live  not  these  in  this — and  where  their  rccom 

pense? 

Lurks  the  rich  treasure  in  that  placid  gaze— 
In  the  deep  meaning  of  these  full-orb'd  eyes — 

In  the  veil'd  lustre  which,  as  through  a  haze 
Of  mellowing  beauty,  meekly  lifts  the  guise 
Of  mere  humanity,  and  shows  what  lies 

In  the  far  chambers  of  the  soul  still  kept! 
It  does!— it  does!— and,  O!  more  dear  I  prize 

The  soft,  yet  manly  sadness  that  hath  crept 
O'er  this,  than  would  I  all  the  heights  by  art  o'erleapt. 

Look!  what  a  brow  soars  o'er  these  arched  spells, 

That  fix  my  gaze,  they  look  so  sad  on  me ! 
See!  where  hid  meaning  into  language  swells 
Upon  these  lips,  that  seem  a*  tremblingly 
To  heave,  as  leaves  upon  a  wind-woo'd  tree ! 
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Yet  prophet  power  hath  toueh'd  them  with  its  fire; 

With  burning  balm  love  dew'd  them  thrillingly! 
Have  they  not  blazed,  like  lightning  on  a  pyre, 
As  from  them  flash'd  the  words  that  speak  a  patriot's 

ire? 

O !  it  is  deeply  true — no  transient  glance 
Can  tell  the  meaning  of  the  poet's  look; 

For  who  shall  say,  who  on  one  mood  may  chance 
To  wondering  gaze,  that  lie  hath  not  mistook 
The  hue  the  moment's  inspiration  took, 

For  the  deep  shadows  that  from  others  hide 
The  broken  hopes,  the  soul's  self- urged  rebuke, 

Which  in  his  breast  for  ever  might  abide, 
Converting  into  gall,  dear  BURNS!   thy  heart's  warm 
tide! 


RHYMING  RAB  THE  RANTER. 


PRODUCED  ON  THE  ANNIVERSARY  OF  THE  KILBARCHAN 
BURNS'  CLUB. 


BY   G.   MACINDOE. 

WHEN  Scotia's  pipe  had  tint  her  tune, 

Lang  restin'  in  the  reek,  man, 
And  pipers  were  sae  faithless  grown, 

They  scarce  could  gar  her  squeak,  man ; 
A  doughty  chiel  cam  down  the  hill, 

Ca'd  Rhymin'  Rab  the  Ranter — 
But  pipers  a*  their  chafts  might  claw, 

When  he  blew  up  the  chanter. 

He  blew  sae  sweet  he  blew  sae  shrill, 

He  blew  sae  loud  and  lang,  man, 
Baith  hill  and  dale  can  tell  the  tale, 

They  ne'er  gat  sic  a  sang,  man; 
Fame  heard  the  soun'  a'  Scotland  roun', 

My  sooth,  he  didna  saunter, 
Like  fire  and  flame  flew  fast  the  name, 

O'  Rhymin'  Rab  the  Ranter. 

From  John  o  Groats  to  cross  the  Tweed, 

And  round  the  English  border, 
Was  heard  the  rant  o'  Rabble's  reed, 

Sae  weel  'twas  kept  in  order. 
To  shepherd  knowes  where  shamrock  grows, 

Wi'  sic  a  stound  he  sent  her, 
Auld  Erin's  drone  her  hood  put  on, 

To  shun  the  Scottish  chanter. 

Our  lasses  linket  to  the  lilt, 

The  lads  they  lap  and  caper'd, 
The  carl  ins  coost  their  crummies  tilt, 

Sae  vauntingly  they  vapour'd, 
Auld  gutchers  grey  streek't  up  their  clay, 

To  club  the  merry  canter; 
Whilst  wood  and  glen  prolong'd  the  strain, 

O'  Rhymin'  Rab  the  Ranter. 

But  Scotia  weel  may  wail  her  skaith, 
And  break  her  drones  an  a'  man, 

For  death  has  marr*d  her  piper's  breath, 
Nae  langer  can  he  blaw,  man. 


She  e'en  may  sit  her  down  and  sigh, 
And  wi'  a  greet  content  her, 

She'il  ne'er  again  on  hill  or  plain, 
Meet  Rhymin'  Rab  the  Ranter. 

Here's  health  to  Scotland  and  her  lair, 

Her  heighs  and  hows  sae  scroggie; 
Her  doughty  sons  and  dochters  a', 

Her  haggis  and  her  coggie. 
And  when  the  wee  drap's  in  her  e'e, 

To  fend  her  frae  mishanter, 
Her  toast  triumphant  still  shall  be, 

Here's  Rhymin'  Rab  the  Ranter. 


DIRGE 

WRITTEN  ON  READING  AN  ACCOUNT  OF  ROBERT  BURNS*  FUNERAL. 
*  BY   ROBERT  TANNAHILL. 

LET  grief  for  ever  cloud  the  day, 
That  saw  our  Bard  borne  to  the  clay ; 
Let  joy  be  banish'd  every  eye, 
And  Nature,  weeping,  seem  to  cry — 

"  He's  gone,  he's  gone !  he's  frae  us  torn ! 

"  The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  born." 

Let  shepherds,  from  the  mountain's  steep, 
Look  down  on  widow1  d  Nith,  and  weep, 
Let  rustic  swains  their  labours  leave, 
And  sighing,  murmur  o'er  his  grave — 
"  He's  gone,  he's  gone!"  &c. 

Let  bonny  Boon,  and  winding  Ayr, 
Their  bushy  banks  in  anguish  tear, 
While  many  a  tributary  stream 
Pours  down  its  griefs  to  swell  the  theme — 
"  He's  gone,  he's  gone !"  &c. 

All  dismal  let  the  night  descend, 
Let  whirling  storms  the  forests  rend, 
Let  furious  tempests  sweep  the  sky, 
And  dreary  howling  caverns  cry — 

" He's  gone,  he's  gone!  he's  frae  us  torn: 
"  The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  born!" 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN  ON  VISITING  THE  HOUSE  IN  WHICH  THE  CELEBRATBD 
ROBERT  BURNS  WAS  BORN,  AND  THE  SURROUNDING  SCENERY, 
IN  AUTUMN,  1799. 

BY   RICHARD  GALL. 

O  BUT  it  makes  my  heart  fu'  sair, 
The  lowly  blast-worn  bower  to  see, 

Whare  infant  Genius  wont  to  smile, 
Whare  brightened  first  the  Poet's  e'e! 

BURNS,  heavenly  Bard!  'twas  here  thy  mind 
Traced  ilka  object  wildly  grand; 

Here  first  thou  caught  dame  Nature's  fire, 
An  snatched  the  pencil  from  her  hand. 
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Bloak  Autumn  now  reigns  o'er  these  scenes, 
The  yellow  leaves  fa'  aff  the  tree; 

But  never  shall  the  laurel  fade, 
That  Scotia's  Muse  has  twined  for  thee. 

O  Doon !  aft  wad  he  tent  thy  stream, 
Whan  roaming  near  thy  flowery  thorn, 

An'  sweetly  sing  "  departed  joys, 
"  Departed,  never  to  return!" 

An'  near  thy  bonny  crystal  wave, 
Reft  o'  its  rose  we  find  the  brier, 

Beneath  whase  shade  he  wont  to  lean, 
An'  press  the  cheek  o'  JEANIE  dear. 

O'er  yonder  heights,  in  simmer  tide, 

His  canty  whistle  aften  rang; 
An'  this  the  bank,  an'  this  the  brae, 

That  echoed  back  the  Ploughman's  sang. 

But  whare  is  now  his  wonted  glee, 
That  sic  enchanting  pleasure  gave? 

Ah  me !  cauld  lies  the  Poet's  head ; 
The  wintry  blast  howls  o'er  his  grave! 

To  ither  lands  the  Poet's  gane, 

Frae  which  the  traveller  ne'er  returns ; 

While  Nature  lilts  a  waefu"  sang, 
An'  o'er  her  SHAKSPEARE  Scotia  mourns. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  BURNS. 

BY    RICHARD  GALL. 

TUNB— "  O  wot  ye  wha's  in  yon  town." 

THERE'S  waefu'  news  in  yon  town, 

As  e'er  the  warld  heard  ava; 
There's  dolefu'  news  in  yon  town, 

For  ROBBIE'S  gane  an'  left  them  a'. 
How  blythe  it  was  to  see  his  face 

Come  keeking  by  the  hallan  wa'! 
He  ne'er  was  sweer  to  say  the  grace, 

But  now  he's  gane  an'  left  them  a'. 
He  was  the  lad  wha  made  them  glad, 

Whanever  he  the  reed  did  blaw: 
The  lasses  there  may  drap  a  tear, 

Their  funny  friend  is  now  awa. 

Nae  daffin  now  in  yon  town ; 

The  browster-wife  gets  leave  to  draw 
An'  drink  hersel,  in  yon  town, 

Sin'  ROBBIE  gaed  an'  left  them  a'. 
The  lawin's  canny  counted  now, 

The  bell  that  tinkled  ne'er  will  draw, 
The  King  will  never  get  his  due, 

Sin'  ROBBIE  gaed  an'  left  them  a'. 
The  squads  o'  chiels  that  lo'ed  a  splore 

On  winter  e'enings  never  ca'; 
Their  blythesome  moments  a'  are  o'er, 

Sin'  ROBBIE'S  gane  an'  left  them  a'. 

Frae  a'  the  e'en  in  yon  town 
I  see  the  tears  o'  sorrow  fa'; 

An'  weel  they  may,  in  yon  town, 
Nae  canty  sang  they  hear  ava. 

Their  e'ening  sky  begins  to  lour, 
The  murky  clouds  thegither  draw; 


Twas  but  a  blink  afore  a  shower, 
Ere  ROBBIE  gaed  an'  left  them  a*. 

The  landwart  hizz y  winna  speak ; 
Yell  see  her  sitting  like  a  craw 

Amang  the  reek,  while  rations  squeak— 
Her  d.uvt  it  Bard  is  now  awa. 

But  could  I  lay  my  hand  upon 

His  whistle,  keenly  wad  I  blaw, 
An'  screw  about  the  auld  drone, 

An'  lilt  a  lightsome  spring  or  t  wa. 
If  it  were  sweetest  aye  whan  wat, 

Then  wad  I  ripe  my  pouch,  an'  draw, 
An'  steep  it  weel  amang  the  inaut , 

As  lang's  I'd  saxpence  at  my  ca'. 
For  warld's  gear  I  dinna  care; 

My  stock  o'  that  is  unco  sma'. 
Come,  friend,  we'll  pree  the  barley-brew 

To  Ids  braid  fame  that's  now  awa. 


ELEGY 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  BORKS. 
BT  ROBERT  HETRICK,  DAI.MELI.IXCTON. 

YE  drooping  willows  of  the  lonely  dale, 
The  haunt  of  those  who  weep  their  slighted  loves, 
Permit  me  to  sing  o'er  the  mournful  tale, 
While  I  recline  among  your  shady  groves. 
And  with  me,  Coila!  weep  what  thou  hast  lost; 
Thy  much  regarded  poet  is  no  more ; 
Thy  BURNS,  so  late  thy  honest  pride  and  boast, 
Has  trode  that  path  his  fathers  trode  before. 
My  heart  exulted  when  a  bard  arose 
To  sing  sweet  Coila  into  endless  fame; 
Her  summer-scented  vales  and  winter  snows, 
That  ne'er  were  known  by  a  poetic  name. 
Where  Irvine,  gurgling  through  her  towns  of  trade, 
In  gay  meanders  sweeps  the  sandy  shore; 
Where  Ayr  traverses  o'er  her  pebbled  bed 
Until  she  mingles  with  the  dashing  roar; 
And  lovely  Doon  that  wanders  from  the  hills, 
Where  powerful  nature's  varied  forms  appear; 
Where  Ness  the  mind  with  admiration  fills, 
And  grandly  thunders  all  the  rolling  year; 
With  these,  He  sung  sweet  Coila's  fertile  plains, 
Where  Ceres  mild  her  sheafy  empire  holds ; 
And  heathy  hills  where  peaceful  shepherd  swains 
Conduct  their  guiltless  flocks  into  their  folds. 
There  oft  our  Bard,  in  hardy,  honest  toil, 
Would  gladly  mingle  with  the  rural  throng; 
And,  in  his  much  lov'd  Caledonian  style, 
Would  cheer  the  rustics  with  his  tale  and  song. 
<>r,  when  the  feather'd  songsters  of  the  grove, 
With  cheerful  voices  hail'd  the  ruddy  dawn, 
So  would  our  youthful  poet  early  rove, 
And  chime  his  notes  across  the  dewy  lawn. 
Or,  when  the  sun  his  radiant  course  had  run, 
To  dart  his  rays  beyond  the  western  main, 
And  mild  and  gentle  the  refulgent  moon, 
Proclaimed  to  man  her  modest  silver  reign; 
Would  Burns  oft  wander  by  the  river  Ayr, 
To  court  his  muse  beside  the  lonely  bower; 
And,  happy  to  be  woo'd,  the  heavenly  fan- 
Would  gladly  meet  him  at  the  midnight  hour  - 
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There  to  infuse  into  his  soaring  mind 

The  heavenly  strains  of  liberty  and  song; 

With  every  graceful  ornament  combined, 

With  every  sentimental  feeling  strong. 

A  guardian  o'er  his  youthful  days, 

To  stimulate  his  soaring  mind, 

And  model  into  sweet  harmonious  lays 

His  just  reflections  on  the  human  kind. 

Alike  our  bard  could  paint  the  blooming  shade, 

Where  hawthorn's  scent  perfumed  the  evening  gale; 

Where  the  fond  lover  met  the  bashful  maid. 

To  breathe  alternately  then:  artless  tale; 

Or  the  brave  monarch,  in  his  country's  cause, 

Urging  his  army  to  assault  the  foes, 

Resolved  to  perish  with  her  dying  laws, 

Or  overcome  the  author  of  her  woes: 

Or  when  his  sober  mind  would  grace  the  lyre, 

With  sacred  verses  simple  and  divine; 

Or  with  a  happy,  mild,  poetic  fire, 

Would  make  his  hero  in  a  cottar  shine. 

But  ah!  his  genius,  like  the  early  rose 

That  spreads  its  blosom  in  the  April  morn, 

Before  it  into  sweet  perfection  grows 

To  ruin  is  by  fond  admirers  torn. 

But  while  sweet  Coila's  liberty  remains, 

Her  homely  toils  secure  a  virtuous  praise; 

Her  nymphs  will  chaunt,  re-echoed  by  her  swains, 

His  free,  expressive,  and  exalted  lays. 


WRITTEN   FOR   BURNS'   ANNIVERSARY. 

BT  THE  LATE  ROBERT  ALLAN,  OF  KILBARCHAN. 

WHEN  Januar's  winds  sae  fiercely  blaw, 
An'  drive  alang  the  drifting  snaw, 
It's  roun'  the  ingle  then  we  ca' 

The  merry  tales  o'  Robin. 
We  vow  he  was  a  man  o'  worth, 
The  pride  an'  honour  o'  the  north ; 
An'  though  he's  cauld  now  i'  the  earth, 

We  think  aye  weel  o'  Robin. 

We  canna  turn  a  page  or  twa, 
But  on  a  line  or  verse  we'll  fa 
That's  dear  to  Caledonia, 

An'  worthy  aye  o'  Robin. 
His  vera  name,  it  is  a  charm 
That  a'  our  hearts  at  ance  can  warm : 
The  deil  be  on  them  that  wad  harm 

The  memory  o'  Robin ! 

The  ploughman  whistling  at  his  plough, 

The  mountain  daisy  wat  wi'  dew, 

The  blythe  birds  sporting  on  the  bough, 

Inspired  the  heart  o'  Robin. 
Fond  lovers  'neath  the  milk-white  thorn, 
The  farmer  by  his  waving  corn, 
The  dewy  eve,  the  dawning  morn, 

Aye  cheered  the  heart  o'  Robin. 

Sae  ready  wi'  his  jokes  an'  rhymes, 
Lord  help  them  that  were  read  in  crimes ! 
The  vera  priests  themselves  betimes 

Wad  stan'  in  awe  o'  Robin: 
An'  mair  for  token,  let  me  tell, 
He  didna  spare  the  deil  himsel,' 
But  tauld  him  a'  his  fauts  pell-mell, — 

He  ne'er  met  ane  like  Robin. 


What  he  has  dune  in  prose  an'  verse 
We  are  na  fit  here  to  rehearse; 
Sam  Johnson  wad  o'  words  be  scarce 

To  sing  the  praise  o'  Robin. 
O'  poets  Scotland  has  her  share, 
An'  some  o'  pith  an'  spirit  rare, 
But  where's  the  ane  that  can  compare 

Wi'  our  immortal  Robin  I 

Let  monuments,  by  men  o'  art, 
An'  pillars  up  like  mushrooms  start, 
There's  nae  mausoleum  like  the  heart 

That  thinks  aye  weel  o'  Robin: 
Sae  let  as  a'  in  merry  tune, 
Wi'  hearts  life's  ills  an'  cares  aboon, 
Here  drink  ance  mair,  as  aft  we've  dune. 

The  memory  o'  Robiu. 


LINES 

i  THE  ANNIVERSARY  OF  BURNS'  BIRTH-DAY.— JAN.  25,  1830 

(From  the  Edin.  Lit.  Journal.) 

"  He'll  hae  misfortunes  great  and  sma', 
But  aye  a  heart  aboon  them  a', 
He'll  be  a  credit  to  us  a', 
We'll  a'  be  proud  o'  Robin." 

BURNS'  Song  on  his  own  Birth-day. 

A'  YE  wha  bow  at  friendship's  fane, 

Or  own  the  Muse's  sway; 
A'  ye,  within  whose  tingling  veins 

Warm  Love's  soft  pulses  play; 
True  Scottish  hearts  assembled  here, 

This  night  to  toast  and  sing 
Deep  Mem'ry  o'  the  Bard  o'  Kyle, 

In  friendship's  social  ring! 
An'  sure  frae  out  our  isle  ne'er  sprang 

A  worthier  wight  than  he ; 
Nor,  frae  the  North,  has  pibroch  rang 

In  strains  mair  bauld  and  free: 
Though  spurned  at  Fortune's  venal  ha', 

His  genius  rose  sublime, 
To  hail  our  honour'd  "  Land  o'  Cakes," 

An'  "  days  o'  langsyne.'' 
He  sang  auld  Coila's  haughs  and  streams, 

Her  leafy  woodlands  gay, 
Her  flowery  straths  and  airy  bens, 

Where  winsome  lasses  stray: 
Frae  his  wild  harp  bauld  strains  he  struck, 

'Neath  hoar  Lincluden's  shade;* 
In  bonnie  Boon's  romantic  neuks 

He  mourn'd  his  Highland  maid. 
His  harp  was  heard  on  rocky  Dee, 

Where  Aird's  green  forest  grows ; 
At  Beauty's  glance  on  Catrine  lea 

The  voice  of  Coila  rose.-f- 
When  Gallia  shook  her  threatening  crest, 

He  woke  that  matchless  strain, 
That  roused  in  every  patriot  breast 

The  Brace's  martial  flame ; 
For  echoing  wide  the  slogan  flew 

All  Scotland's  vales  alang, 
And  freedom  waved  her  bonnet  blue 

The  mustering  ranks  amang. 


*  "  The  Vision,  a  Fragment."  which,  in  Dr.  Currie's  opinion, 
is  the  roost  sublime  of  all  the  compositions  of  Burns. 

t  The  Lass  o'  Ballochmyle. 
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Though  doom'd  mid  Zaara's  deserts  wild 

The  dread  Simoom  to  brave, 
Or  where  nae  simmer  breezes  fan 

The  far  antarctic  wave, 
Still  memory  should  our  bosoms  charm, 

And  wake,  o'er  Robin's  lay, 
Remembrance  of  our  native  land, 

In  life's  ecstatic  May. 
Though  warldly  cares  our  steps  should  trace, 

When  wintry  eild  is  near, 
Or  puirtith  shaw  his  weczen'd  face 

To  twine  us  o'  our  gear, 
Ev'n  then,  forlorn  and  "  tempest  driven," 

His  precepts  sage  and  true, 
By  star-eyed  Independence  given, 

Shall  proudly  bear  us  through. 
Come,  then,  a  toast, — let's  pledge  it  fain, — 

"  May  a',  frae  Tweed  to  Spcy, 
Fast  link'd  within  the  Muse's  chain, 

True  brothers  be  for  aye ; 
And  while  yon  sun  and  starnies  bright 

Their  annual  round  renew, 
Blithe  may  we  hail  this  festive  night, 

To  Kyle's  sweet  Minstrel  due!" 
GretrM  Green.  B.  F. 


SONG, 

FOR  TH8  ANNIVERSARY  OP  BURNS. 

(from  the  Edin.  Lit.  Journal. 

"  But  still  the  Patriot,  and  the  Patriot  Bard, 

In  bright  succession  raise,  her  orimmeut  aud  guard!" 

Cotter'*  Saturday-Night. 

As  SCOTIA  stood  musing  on  days  that  are  past, 
Her  eye  all  around  her  she  pensively  cast, 

O'er  her  land  of  red  heather  and  thistles  so  green; 
A  sigh  came  unbidden,  when,  far  in  a  wild, 
She  Coila  descried  softly  tending  a  child, 
Whose  looks  bearn'd  with  rapture,  through  ringlets 

profuse, 
As  conn'd  he  the  Legends  of  Wallace  and  Bruce, 

Entranced  'niong  the  heather  and  thistles  so  green. 

"  Hail,  Coila,  still  dearest!  whom  now  dost  thou  nurse? 
A  statesman  or  warrior?  a  blessing  or  curse 

To  my  land  of  red  heather  and  thistles  so  green  T — 
"  A  child,"  she  replied,  "  who  is  doom'd  to  inspire 
The  sons  of  the  heather  with  patriot  fire ; 
And  yet  no  Belhaven,  to  combat  thy  wrong, 
Nor  Wallace  of  war,  but  a  Wallace  of  song, 

Awakes  to  thy  heather  and  thistles  so  green. 

"  From  the  thousands  his  spirit,  resistless,  shall  lead, 
As  follow'd  thy  Wallace  a  Bruce*  may  succeed 

Our  bard  of  the  heather  and  thistles  so  green. 
Though  far  hath  the  fame  of  thy  heroes  been  heard, 
Still  farther  the  fame  of  thy  Patriot  Bard: 
While  roams  the  proud  peasant  thy  mountains  and 

plains, 

So  long  shalt  thou,  SCOTIA,  exult  in  his  strains- 
While  blooms  the  red  heather  and  thistle  so  green." 


Prophetic  of  Sir  Walter  Scott. 


PATIE  AND  RALPH/ 

AN  BLRGIAC  PASTORAL  ON  TBS  DEATH  OF  BO'  BRT  BUBNJ. 
BY  ROBERT  LOCUORE. 

'•  Our  life  ii  like  yon  crimson  beam, 
That  trembles  in  the  western  skies; 
Full  soon,  alas !  its  glories  cease. 
It  sparkles — glimmers — fades — aud  dies." 

BETWEEN  twa  trees,  beside  a  crystal  rill, 
A  cot  house  stan's,  at  neuk  o'  yonder  hill; 
Around  on  fiel's  o'  heath,  an'  specks  o*  green, 
Far  spread,  a'  feedin' — bleatin  flocks  are  seen; 
Ralph  tents  them  a',  the  lanely  hut's  his  hanie — 
A  bard  he  is — but  still  unkent  to  fame. 

A  Scots  mile  down,  whar  that  sam'  burnie  glides, 
His  neebor  Pate,  anither  bard,  abides; 
Up  frae  his  cot,  on  plains  an'  mountains  steep, 
Frae  day  to  day  he  herds  some  scores  o'  sheep. 
Nae  fav'rites  o'  the  Nine  were  e'er  mair  pack, 
For  aft  they  meet,  an  ha'e  a  frien'ly  crack; 
Detail  their  news— an'  at  an  antrim  time, 
Scan  ither's  pieces  they  ha'e  link'd  in  rhyme ; 
An'  whiles  fu'  blythe,  recite  and  sing  by  turns, 
The  strains  o'  Ramsay,  Fergusson,  and  Burns. 
Contented  thus,  aye  social,  frank,  and  free, 
Their  hours  they  spen'  in  harmony  an'  glee; 
But  oh!  ae  nicht  last  ouk  then-  mirth  took  wings, 
Ah!  human  joys  are  mixt  wi'  mony  stings; 
How  struck !  how  seiz'd  wi'  sorrow  were  they  baith, 
When  the  sad  news  they  heard  o'  Bums's  death; 
The  tears  ran  trintlin*  down  their  ilka  cheek, 
Lang,  lang  they  grat,  ae  word  they  couldna  speak ; 
Till  Ralph  at  length  to  Patie  silence  brak, 
An'  thus  wi'  sighs,  an  broken  accents  spak. 

RALPH. 

Sad  news !  the  warst  I  ever  heard — ohon ! 
Oh!  is  he  dead?  is  Scotia's  darliu'  gone? 
Her  frien' — her  bard — Apollo's  dawtit  son, 
The  very  saul  o'  sense,  an'  wit,  an'  fun. 

PATIE. 

Hech  man!  an'  only  aged  tliretty-seven; 
Death  how  severe— but  'tis  the  will  o'  heaven, 
An'  we  maun  whisht — ah !  now  we  in  our  turn 
Like  him  may  say,  that  Man  was  made  to  Mourn. 

RALPH. 

Wha  wadna  ilka  lightsome  pleasure  spurn, 
Indulge  a  tear  an'  for  rare  Rubin  mourn; 
Wha  had  a  heart  where  pity  saft  did  dwell 
Wept  for,  an'  sang  o'  ithers  whar  they  fell: 
How  sweet  his  strains,  how  melting  is  his  lay 
Wailing  rare  Matthew,  low  laid  i'  the  clay; 
Even  for  Pet-Mailie,  grat  like  ony  bairn ; 
Mourn'd  for  Queen  Mary,  an'  his  frien'  Glcncairn. 

PATIE. 

In  waefu'  notes,  or  in  a  canty  sang, 
He  a'  the  bards  in  Caledonia  dang; 
His  flowin'  numbers,  and  his  knacky  tales, 
Spread  far  an'  wide  his  fame  o'er  nuiir  and  dales: 
Frae  dukes  and  lords,  to  shepherds  on  the  braes, 
His  BEUK  was  read,  an'  loud  they  soun't  his  praise, 
Whare'er  ye  gade,  the  maist  feck  o'  their  cracks 
Were  about  Burns's  gash  auldfarrcn  knacks; 
His  country  chann'd — they  ca'd  him  frae  the  plow, 
An'  wi'  the  laurel  basket  braw  his  brow. 


*  This  appeared,  a  few  months  after  the  death  of  the  Poet, 
in  a  small  Poetical  Miscellany  published  by  Messrs.  Brash  and 
Reid,  Booksellers,  Glasgow. 
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RALPH. 

A.  happy  bard  was  he,  sae  much  caress'd, 
No  one  alive  was  thus  by  half  sae  bless'd; 
An'  now  since  in  the  gloomy  grave  he's  laid, 
What  countless  tears  for  Robin  will  be  shed; 
Sure  a'  that's  heard  his  strains  baith  grit  an'  sma , 
Will  dowie  look,  and  mourn  his  sudden  fa'. 

PATIE. 

A  few  there  is  will  not  lament  his  loss, 
He  by  his  strictures  snell,  made  him  a  cross: 
The  Ordination,  and  the  Holy  Fair, 
The  Unco  Mournful  Tale,  that  odd  affair; 
The  Unco  Calf,  an'  eke  the  Poacher  Court; 
In  a'  time  sangs  o'  some  he  made  a  sport ; 
Sae  doubtless  such  will  mak'  nae  mane  ava, 
But  think  and  say  their  foe  is  weel  awa'. 

RALPH. 

Mean  trick,  oppression,  fraud,  an'  vile  deceit 
He  satirized,  baith  in  Kirk  and  State ; 
Grim  superstition,  Robin  kytch't  it  thence; 
An'  roos'd  aye  honest  men  o'  common  sense; 
His  independent,  free,  an'  feelin*  heart, 
Despis'd  to  cringe  an'  tak'  corruption's  part. 

PATIE. 

Ay,  that's  a  fact!  how  mony  jibes  an'  mocks 
He  gars  his  Twa  Dogs  gi'e  our  gentle  fo'ks ; 
To  Royal  George  fu'  crouse  cracks  in  his  Dream, 
An'  taunts  the  Prince  o'  Wales  gaun  down  the  stream ; 
An'  even  the  Parliamentin'  chaps  themsel's 
He  rages  at,  for  dingin'  doun  the  stells. 

RALPH. 

He  was,  I  wat,  a  bauld,  undaunted  chiel, 
Saf '  me !  he  fearless  even  Address'd  the  Dett; 
An'  talked  free  an"  gash  to  grisly  Death, 
An'  then  escap'd  his  clutches  free  o'  skaith. 
But  now,  alake!  he's  caught  him  in  his  fangs, 
But  Death  will  never,  never  seize  his  sangs. 

PATIE. 

Na!  while  a  sang  in  Caledonia's  sung, 
His  name  an'  fame  will  gratefully  be  rung; 
While  there's  a  pleugh  to  till,  or  corn  a  threave, 
Auld  Gray  Mare  Maggy  an'  the  Mouse  shall  live; 
The  gawsy  Haggis  lang  will  please  the  taste 
O  Scottish  swains,  an'  be  a  dainty  feast; 
The  Louse  on  Jenny's  cap  will  ever  creep ; 
Nor  will  the  lV7iistle  ever  fa'  asleep. 
Blythe  Halloween,  wi'  a'  its  cantrip  turns, 
Will  ilka  year  revive  the  name  o'  Burns; 
The  happy  Cotter,  'mang  his  wife  an'  weans, 
Will  ever  rank  amang  his  sweetest  strains. 
Bauld  Tarn  Cf  Shunter  on  his  mettle  beast, 
For  ages  will  be  seen,  by  witches  chas'd; 
Of  antique  Inventories,  what  ane  dings 
The  list  o'  Grose's  queer  auld-fashont  things? 
The  Brigs  o'  Ayr  will  ne'er  gae  o'er  to  flyte; 
The  Toothach  never  sting,  but  yield  delight; 
And  till  bright  Phoebus  blink  his  hindmost  ray; 
The  Mountain  Daisy  will  its  charms  display. 

RALPH. 

On  Winter  Nights,  while  Scotsmen  toom  a  horn 
O'  Gude  Scots  Drink,  they'll  sing  John  Barleycorn; 
An'  ither  Sangs  (to  blunt  the  edge  o'  cares) 
On  mony  themes,  sung  to  our  Scottish  airs; 
An'  though  the  Rigid  Guid  may  whiles  tak  qualms 
Abuse  his  sangs — his  very  Prayers  and  Psalms; 
E'en  let  them  at  his  Warks  be  venom  spewin', 
TJteir  will  and  power  will  ne'er  bring  them  To  Ruin. 


PATIE. 

Alake!  alake!  nae  mair  his  reed  he'll  blaw, 
To  cheer  our  hearts  an'  bear  the  gree  awa'; 
Nae  mair  The  Banks  o'  Ayr  he'll  stray  alang, 
To  cheer  the  shepherds  wi'  a  rural  sang; 
Nor  by  the  ingle  wi'  his  cronies  sit, 
An'  gar  them  ferlie  at  his  bursts  o'  wit. 

RALPH. 

May  Nature  round,  the  fate  o' Burns  bewail, 
An'  tears  frae  ilka  e'e  fa'  doun  like  hail ; 
Thou  sun,  an'  moon,  an'  ilka  star,  be  dim, 
O  hide  your  rays  in  cluds,  an'  mourn  for  him ; 
Ye  woods  an'  howes,  an'  ilka  shady  grove, 
Where  aft  he  pleasant  sang  o'  you  and  love; 
Ye  hills  and  plains,  and  ilka  wimplin'  burn, 
His  death  in  waefu',  waefu'  echoes  mourn ; 
Ye  tunefu'  birds  o'  ilka  size  and  wing, 
His  dirge  in  solemn,  solemn  quavers  sing ; 
Retire  to  glens,  ye  flocks  o'  lambs  an'  sheep, 
An'  there  in  waefu'  bleats  for  Robin  weep ; 
Ye  shepherds  join,  your  ilka  pipe  attune, 
Raise  ye  a  doolfu'  but  melodious  croon; 
Lament  in  saut,  saut  tears,  ye  ploughmen  a', 
The  prince  o'  Bards  an'  Ploughmen's  ta'en  awa; 
An'  oh !  bewail  his  loss,  ye  bards  sublime, 
An'  a'  ye  weaker  ginglin'  sons  o'  rhyme; 
Oh !  swell  the  Muses'  train  in  gratefu'  lays, 
And  sing  the  man  did  ance  your  minds  amaze; 
A  visit  pay  the  grave  in  which  he  sleeps, 
There,  to  his  mem'ry  pile  your  lays  in  heaps. 

PATIE. 

Let  ilka  tribute  due  be  faithfu'  paid 
The  highly  honour'd  Burns  now  lowly  laid, 
Whose  Works,  the  best  memorial  o'  his  name, 
To  latest  ages  loud  shall  trump  his  fame. 


THE  HARP  OF  BURNS. 

BY  ALEX.  MACLAGGAJ*. 

AY  !  long  may  Scotia's  sons  revere 
Thee!  Harp  of  Burns,  thou  ever  dear! 
For  many  a  glad  soul-stirring  strain 
In  banquet-hall — on  battle  plain — 
Has  from  thy  chords  in  triumph  sprung, 
Since  first  thou  wert  divinely  strung  ! 
And  therefore  do  we  all  revere 
Thee!  Harp  of  Burns,  thou  ever  dear! 

Full  many  a  sweet-toned  harp  we've  heard 
Well  played,  I  ween,  by  skilful  bard; 
But  never  harp,  nor  lute,  nor  lyre, 
For  nature's  native  force  and  fire, 
For  valour,  wisdom,  wit,  and  glee 
Were  ever  match,  brave  Harp,  for  thee ! 
And  therefore  do  we  all  revere 
Thee!  Harp  of  Burns,  thou  ever  dear! 

In  Summer's  flowery  tints  we  see 
Fair  types  of  thy  rich  harmony ! 
We  hear  among  our  deep'ning  woods 
The  spirit  of  thy  mournful  moods; 
And  in  our  tempests,  dark  and  strong, 
The  terrors  of  thy  warlike  song  ! 
And  therefore  do  we  all  revere 
Thee!  Harp  of  Burns,  thou  ever  dear! 


POEMS  IN  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 


Thy  Mountain  Daisy's  hapless  fate, 

When  "  crushed  beneath  the  furrow's  weight," 

Thy  cowerin'  Mousie's  "  wee  bit  nibble," 

In  ruin'd  beiT  "  o'  leaves  and  stibble," 

Call  forth  the  saddest  sigh  and  start 

That  ever  broke  from  human  heart ! 

And  therefore  do  we  all  revere 

Thee!  Harp  of  Bums,  thou  ever  dear! 

But  when  thy  numbers,  like  the  blast 
Of  winter,  sweep  on  fierce  and  fast, 
Again  in  each  wild  note  we  hear 
The  gathering  shout !  the  charging  cheer ! 
Made  England's  hosts  in  terror  turn 
From  victory!  Bruce!  and  Bannockburn! 
And  therefore  do  we  all  revere 
Thee!  Harp  of  Burns,  thou  ever  dear! 

Thou  liftest  Merit's  sulking  heart, 
Thou  tell'st  him  how  to  bear  his  part; 
Thou  prov'st  that  Honour,  Truth,  and  Right, 
Are  able  yet  to  cope  with  Might; 
Thou  mak'st  the  tyrant  turn  in  shame 
From  heavenly  freedom's  sacred  flame: 
And  therefore  do  we  all  revere 
Thee!  Harp  of  Burns,  thou  ever  dear  I 

Hail!  Harp  of  Burns!  Harp  of  the  North! 

Though  he  is  fled  who  could  call  forth 

The  spirit  of  thy  brighter  days — 

There  are  who  yet  will  hymn  thy  praise — 

Will  of  thy  matchless  glory  tell 

With  glowing  hearts— and  guard  thee  well, 

With  souls  that  shall  for  aye  revere 

Thee !  Harp  of  Burns,  thou  ever  dear? 


THOUGHTS 

OS  VISITING  THE  GRATE  OF  BURNS. 
BT  AI.IJX.  MACLAGGAN. 

THE  loud  voice  of  a  stormy  e'en 
Came  raving  to  our  cottage  pane; 
The  cottar  bodies  closed  their  een 

In  sleep,  to  shun 
Driegh  sights,  that  they  a'  day  had  seen 

Deface  the  sun. 

Unmindfu  o'  the  raging  blast, — 
Though  heaven  to  earth  was  fa'in'  fast, — 
O'er  hill,  an*  heath,  an'  field  I  pass'd 

By  eerie  turns, 
To  view  the  dark — the  lone — the  last 

Abode  of  Burns. 

The  grave  of  Burns!  a  throne  of  state! 
Revered,  though  mouldering  desolate ! 
I  cursed  fell  poort  it  Irs  hapless  fate 

And  quick  decay, 
As  musing  on  the  "  furrow's  weight " 

That  o'er  him  lay. 

His  morn  of  life  in  darkness  rose, 
But  darker  still  its  dreary  close; 
I'  the  space  between,  unnumber'd  woes 

Were  on  him  hurled; 
Vet,  from  his  darkness,  light  arose 

That  glads  the  world. 


O,  matchless  Burns!  that  I'd  been  liviu' 
When  the  power  o'  sang  to  thee  was  given, 
And  seen,  when  misery  mad  had  riven 

Thy  manly  form, 
Thy  soul,  the  undying  gift  of  Heaven, 

Defy  the  storm ! 

Or  seen  thee  in  a  calmer  hour, 

When  o'er  thee  bent  the  blooming  bower; 

Or  gazing  on  the  crimson  flower, 

The  daisy  fair, 
And  heard  thee  bless  the  Almighty  power 

Who  placed  it  there: 

Or  seen  thee  in  a  lonely  shade, 
Fast  wrapping  in  thy  rustic  plaid 
Thy  Mary — dear  departed  maid ! — 

In  fond  embrace, 
And  mark'd  the  game  fond  passion  played 

Upon  thy  face: 

Or  seen  thee  in  thine  hour  o'  glee, 
Wild,  bold,  and  witty,  frank  and  free, 
Keen  joining  on  the  flowery  lea 

The  rustic  dance, 
And  watchin'  frae  Jean's  lowing  e'e 

Love's  kindling  glance ! 

Or  seen  thee  by  the  ingle-nook, 
When  wi'  thy  jest  the  biggin'  shook ; 
Or  stalkin'  by  the  oaten  stook, 

Frae  man  afar, 
When  heavenward  went  thy  passionate  look 

To  the  "  lingering  star." 

Many  are  they  who  would  aspire 
To  wake  again  thy  sleeping  lyre, 
Wasting  their  breath  to  blow  a  fire, 

To  burn  like  thine; 
But  black  I  see  them  all  expire 

Before  thy  shrine! 

Burns!  might  I  live  again  to  see 

A  bard  among  us  like  to  thee, 

My  heart's  best  thanks  I  glad  would  gie 

To  God,  the  giver — 
Then  in  contentment  close  my  e'e, 

To  sleep  for  ever. 
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BURNS. 

BT  JOHN  I.MI.  \IF. 

PRAISE  to  the  poet's  name  who  breathed 

On  Scotia's  ear  the  sweetest  lays! 
Hail  to  his  natal  day  who  wreathed 

The  harp  with  greenest  bays! 
Was  ever  name  so  loved  as  his 

That  o'er  the  Scottish  heart  so  yearns! 
Was  ever  day  so  dear  as  this 

That  bore  us  Robert  Burns? 

Yes!  men  and  minstrels  first  among 

Is  he  whose  name  we  honour  now, 
Old  Coila's  son — the  chief  of  song, 

The  poet  of  the  plough! 
From  castle  hall  to  cottage  hearth, 

Shall  Scotia, — while  this  day  returns 
That  gave  her  master  minstrel  birth, — 

Remember  Robert  Burns! 


POEMS  IN  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 


Who  breathed  like  him  the  burning  strain 

Of  lovers'  fervour,  hopes,  and  fears? 
So  knew  the  muse's  varied  vein 

Of  transport  and  of  tears? 
Or,  if  to  rouse  the  patriot's  soul, 

The  spirit  that  oppression  spurns, 
Even  to  the  death  to  glory's  goal — 

Who  woke  the  lay  like  Burns? 

The  wood-lark  warbling  on  the  spray, 

The  daisy  flowering  at  his  feet, 
Gave  inspiration  to  his  lay, 

Solemn  and  sad,  yet  sweet ; 
The  homely  feast  of  Hallowe'en, 

The  ancient  rites  that  science  scorns — 
The  pastimes  of  old  days  have  been 

Embalm'd  by  Robert  Burns! 

"  The  op'ning  gowan  wat  wi'  dew," 

He  twined  with  beauteous  thought  and  theme, 
The  humblest  bud  the  green  earth  grew 

His  song  has  made  supreme; 
Ayr,  Irvine,  Lugar,  Boon,  and  Nith, 

Through  hazels,  birks— or  broom,  or  ferns, 
Gleam  in  a  hallowM  glory  with 

The  deathless  Songs  of  Burns! 

The  shepherd  in  his  lonely  shiel, 

The  ploughman  o'er  the  furrow'd  field, 
The  maiden  at  her  busy  wheel, 

The  cotter  in  his  bield, 
Have  found  a  language  in  his  lay 

Affection  loves  and  memory  learns — 
The  thoughts  and  feelings,  grave  or  gay, 

Of  nature  and  of  Burns! 

'Mid  western  forests  wide  and  drear, 

On  lands  beneath  the  burning  line, 
'  Sweet  come  upon  the  exile's  ear 

The  songs  of  "  auld  langsyne;" 
How  fancy  to  the  "  banks  and  braes  " 

Of  early  youth  enrapt  returns, 
And  lives  o'er  long  departed  days, 

Charm'd  by  the  songs  of  Burns! 

Not  narrowM  to  his  native  spot, 

His  soul  embraced  all  nature's  plan, 
He  that  knits  Scot  with  brother  Scot 

Binds  man  with  fellow-man ; 
His  harp  the  heart-strings  of  mankind, 

Each  feeling  knew  his  touch  by  turns, 
And  own'd  the  master  hand  and  mind 

Of  genius  and  of  Burns! 

Wreathe  laurels  round  the  warrior's  name, 

With  thousands'  tears  and  blood  imbued, 
Rear  trophies  to  the  monarch's  fame 

For  whom  the  sword  subdued; 
But  time  will  hush  the  hireling's  praise, 

The  pile  where  marbled  sorrow  mourns — 
The  pyramid  of  future  days 

Is  raised  to  Robert  Burns! 

For  ever  cherish'd  be  his  name 
To  whom  the  priceless  gift  was  given, 

High  inspiration's  holiest  flame, 
The  light  that  comes  from  heaven ! 


Praise  to  the  child — the  chief  of  song, 
And  may,  as  monumental  urns, 

All  hearts  bear  on  them  deep  and  strong 
The  memory  of  Burns! 


THE  LAND  OF  BURNS. 

BY  JOHN  FISHER  MURRAY. 

( From  the  Dublin  University  Magazine,  May,  1842.; 

LAND  of  the  Bard!  In  memory  once  again 

Thy  trackless  heaths  I  tread; 
And  from  the  mountain's  topmost  round, 
Behold  fair  Coila's  classic  ground 

Below  me  spread. 

His  lowly  birth-place  rears  its  head, 
Swells  high  the  fane*  that  speaks  him  dead, 

Who  died  too  soon: 

Carrick's  brown  heaths,  Kyle's  bowery  glades, 
Ayr's  pebbled  shore,  Montgomery's  shades, 

And  bonnie  Doon. 

Land  of  the  Bard!  When  wandering  late  I  trod 

Thy  song-remembered  shore, 
Winter's  stern  blast  swept  thy  lone  hills, 
Adown  thy  vales  the  whelming  rills 

Dashed  with  wild  roar: 
Remembering  him,  the  leafless  woods 

Their  summer  livery  wear, 
And  musical  the  rushing  floods 

Swell  on  mine  ear. 

Land  of  the  Bard!  To  nature  not  alone, 

All  beauty  dost  thou  owe : 
Thy  poet  lives,  the  scenes  among, 
Breathing  the  music  of  his  song, 

O'er  earth  below. 

With  shapes  poetic  fills  thy  groves, 
Peoples  thy  glades  with  human  loves, 

And  hopes  and  fears. 
To  music  sweeter  than  their  own, 
Teaches  thy  streams  to  mitrmur  on 

To  endless  years. 

Land  of  the  Bard!  From  thee  the  poet  drew 

High  thoughts  and  fancies  wild: 
Thy  changeful  face  his  raptured  soul  informs-, 
Dearest  are  ever  Nature's  shows  and  forms 

To  Nature's  child: 
Enriching,  beautifying  as  it  flows, 

Like  thine  own  river; 
On  thee  thy  grateful  son  his  song  bestows 

Deathless  for  ever. 

Land  of  the  Bard !  What  though  another  land 

My  first  affections  claim? 
Not  thine  own  partial  sons  can  pray 
A  prouder  homage  than  I  pay 

Thy  poet's  name. 
Scenes  that  he  sung  I  love:  from  foreign  strand 

My  footstep  turns 
Proudly  to  tread,  as  'twere  my  fatherland, 

THE  LAND  OF  BURNS. 


*  Burns'  Monument  on  the  banks  of  Doon. 
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POEMS  IN  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 


FOR  THE  ANNIVERSARY  OF  BURNS. 

BT  DAVID  VKDDEB. 

USHERED  by  storms  and  tempests  drear, 

Again  the  auspicious  day  returns; 
A  day  to  Caledonia  dear,^ 

The  birth-day  of  immortal  Burns. — 
No  more  the  beauteous  matron  mourns, 

No  more  her  tresses  sweep  the  earth, 
Her  poet's  mighty  name  adorns 

The  happy  land  that  gave  him  birth  ! 

O  !  for  a  portion  of  that  fire, 

That  pathos,  strength,  and  energy, 
With  which  the  poet  swept  his  lyre 

While  struggling  with  pale  poverty;— 
Then  should  my  muse  adventurous  try 

The  dignified,  the  daring  theme, — 
A  theme  immeasurably  high, — 

Even  Scotland's  mighty  Minstrel's  fame. 

But  that  can  ne'er  forgotten  be; — 

He  bade  her  Doric  numbers  chime, 
And  struck  her  harp,  whose  silver  chords 

Shall  vibrate  till  the  end  of  time. 
The  pealing,  rapturous  notes  sublime, 

That  rung  from  his  immortal  lyre, 
Shall  ever  ring,  through  every  clime, 

Till  blazes  Nature's  funeral  pyre  ! 

His  lyrics  glad  the  Scottish  swains. 

Where  Granges  rolls  with  sullen  roar; 
His  nervous,  soul-ennobling  strains 

Resound  on  Hudson's  icy  shore: 
Beyond  the  Andean  mountains  hoar, 

Where  sacred  freedom's  banners  blaze, 
Our  countrymen  his  loss  deplore, 

And  yearly  crown  his  bust  with  bays. 

His  satire  was  the  lightning's  flash 

Which  purified  our  moral  air, 
His  war  songs  were  the  thunder's  crash 

Which  stirred  the  lion  in  his  lair: — 
He  painted  Scotland's  daughters  fair, 

All  beauty,  tenderness,  and  light, 
Like  verdant  wreaths  of  flowerets  rare, 

With  summer  dews  bespangled  bright, 

Then  let  thy  heath-empurpled  plains 

With  Tuscan  vales  for  ever  vie, 
And  Scotland  may  thy  dulcet  strains 

Still  rival  Tuscan  melody: — 
Let  thy  maternal  tears  be  dry, 

For  though  his  radiant  course  be  run, 
The  astonished  world  with  plaudits  high 

Proclaims  him  thine  illustrious  son.. 


.TRITTI 


N    FOR    TUB   FIRST  ANNIVERSARY   OP  THE   LBITB    UURNS1 

CLUB,  25TH  JANDABY,  1827. 
BY   ROBERT   GII.FILLAN. 

TCNB — -'Good  night,  an'  joy." 

AGAIN  the  day,  the  happy  day, 

To  Scotia  ever  dear,  returns, 
(O !  it  demands  your  noblest  lay,) 

That  gave  to  Caledonia  BURNS! 


A  day  that  we  shall  ne'er  forget, 
As  lang  as  we  hae  breath  to  draw; 

For  we  will  drink  the  memory  yet 
Of  BURNS,  the  bard,  that's  uow  awa\ 

His  tales,  how  aften  they've  been  tauld, 

His  sangs,  how  aften  they'll  be  sung; 
His  sterling  sense  aye  charms  the  auld, 

His  playfu'  strains  aye  please  the  young. 
An'  no  confined  to  Scotia's  tongue, 

But  spread  through  ilka  English  ha', 
His  fame,  in  Foreign  lands,  has  rung — 

The  fame  o'  him  that's  now  awa'. 

O !  what  a  great  and  glorious  band 

Hae  rais'd  themsels  to  heights  o'  fame! 
The  patriots,  guardians  o'  our  land, 

The  poet  an'  the  warrior's  name ! 
To  these,  ilk  Scotsman  proudly  turns 

Wi'  fondest  pride,  wi'  deepest  awe; 
But  nature  only  made  one  BURNS, 

The  proudest  name  the  warld  e'er  saw. 

An'  aye,  when  this  glad  time  returns, 

While  years,  insidious,  steal  away, 
To  celebrate  the  birth  of  BURNS, 

Some  social  few  shall  meet  tliis  day. 
Then  raise  the  cup,  with  heartfelt  joy, 

Though  haply  in  't  a  tear  may  fa', 
An'  drink  it  to  the  memory 

Of  BURNS,  the  bard,  that's  now  awa'i 


ODE  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  BURNS. 

BT  ROBERT  GILFILLAN. 

GATHER  in,  gather  in,  ane  an'  a',  an'  a', 
Gather  in  gather  in,  ane  an'  a'; 

Tin's  night,  ever  dear, 

Claims  a  cup  an'  a  tear 
To  the  memory  of  BURNS  that's  awa',  awa', 
To  the  memory  of  BURNS  that's  awa'! 

Auld  Scotland's  had  bards  ane  or  twa,  or  twa, 
Auld  Scotland's  had  bards  ane  or  twa; 

But  the  minstrel  that  sang 

Coila's  wild  braes  amang, 
O !  he  was  the  sweetest  of  a",  of  a', 
O!  he  was  the  sweetest  of  a'! 

He  came  like  the  flowerets  that  blaw,  that  bla*-, 
He  came  like  the  flowerets  that  blaw; 

But  his  bright  opening  spring 

Nae  simmer  did  bring, 
For  soon,  soon,  he  faded  awa',  awa', 
For  soon,  soon,  he  faded  awa  ! 

Bnt  short  though  he  sang  'mang  us  a',  as  »', 
But  short  though  he  sang  'mang  us  a , 

His  name  from  our  heart 

Will  never  depart, 

And  his  fame  it  shall  ne'er  fade  awa',  awa', 
And  his  fame  it  shall  ne'er  fade  awa'l 
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THE    BARD    OF   SONG. 

WRITTEN    FOR  BURNS*  ANNIVERSARY,    1834. 
BY  EGBERT   GILFILLAN. 

THE  bard  of  song  rose  in  the  west, 

And  gladdened  Coila's  land, 
The  badge  of  fame  was  on  his  brow, 

Her  sceptre  in  his  hand. 

The  minstrel  Muse  beheld  her  son, 
.  While  glory  round  him  shone, 
Walk  forth  to  kindle  with  his  glance 
Whate'er  he  looked  upon  !  „ 

She  saw  the  green  earth  where  he  strayed 

Acquire  a  greener  hue, 
And  sunny  skies  high  o'er  his  head 

Assume  a  brighter  blue. 

She  saw  him  strike  his  rustic  harp, 

In  cadence  wild  and  strong: 
His  song  was  of  bold  freedom's  land— 

Of  Scotland  was  his  song! 

He  soared  not  'mong  aerial  clouds, 

Beyond  the  mortal  ken ; 
His  song  was  of  the  moorland  wild, 

The  happy  homes  of  men. 

Or  of  our  battle  chiefs,  who  rose 
.    To  his  enraptured  view — 
He  knelt  before  the  BRUCE'S  crown, 
And  sword  that  WALLACE  drew ! 

Their  deeds  inspired  his  martial  strains, 

He  marked  the  patriot  band 
Who  stood,  'mid  dark  and  stormy  days, 

The  guardians  of  our  land. 

"All  hail!  my  son,"  the  Muse  she  cried, 

"  Thy  star  shall  ne'er  decline ; 
A  deathless  name,  and  lasting  fame, 

Shall  evermore  be  thine!" 

Fain  had  she  said,  "and  length  of  days,'' 

But  thus  she  boding  sung — 
"  Away,  away,  nor  longer  stay, 

Thy  parting  knell  hath  rung!" 

The  Minstrel  sighed,  and  from  his  harp 

A  few  sad  tones  there  fell; 
They  told  of  honours — all  too  late, 

And  of  his  last  farewell ! 

They  told  of  fame,  when  he  no  more 
Would  need  a  cold  world's  fame — 

Of  proud  memorials  to  his  name, 
When  he  was  but  a  name! — 

Of  pride,  of  contumely,  and  scorn — 
The  proud  man's  passing  by — 

The  Minstrel  left  to  die  on  earth, 
Yet  lauded  to  the  sky! 

Tis  past! — and  yet  there  lives  a  voice 
That  thrills  the  chords  among: 

'Tis — Scotland's  song  shall  be  of  BURNS, 
Who  gave  to  Scotland  song! 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  SHADE  OF  BURNS. 

WRITTEN  FOR  THE  THIRD  ANNIVERSARY  OP  THE  IRVINE 
BURNS'  CLUB,  1829. 

BY  CHARLES  GRAY,  CAPTAIN,  ROYAL  MARINES. 

HAIL,  BURNS  !  my  native  Bard,  sublime ; 
Great  master  of  our  Doric  rhyme! 
Thy  name  shall  last  to  latest  time, 

And  unborn  ages 
Shall  listen  to  the  magic  chime 

Of  thy  enchanting  pages! 

Scarce  had  kind  Nature  given  thee  birth, 
When,  from  his  caverns  in  the  North, 
Wild  Winter  sent  his  tempests  forth, 

The  winds  propelling — 
To  level  with  its  native  earth, 

Thy  clay- built,  lowly  dwelling. 

Too  well  such  storm  did  indicate 
The  gloom  that  hung  upon  thy  fate;  — 
Arrived  at  manhood's  wished  estate, 

When  ills  were  rife, 
Thy  heart  would  dance  with  joy  elate 

At  elemental  strife! 

Lone-seated  by  the  roaring  flood, 
Or  walking  by  the  sheltered  wood, 
Rapt  in  devotion's  solemn  mood, 

Thy  ardent  mind 
Left,  whilst  with  generous  thoughts  it  glowed, 

This  sordid  world  behind ! 

Thou  found  man's  sentence  was  to  moil, 
In  turning  o'er  the  stubborn  soil; 
But  ne'er  was  learning's  midnight  oil 

By  thee  consumed; 
Yet  humour,  fancy,  cheered  thy  toil, 

Whilst  nature  round  thee  bloomed. 

Though  nurtured  in  the  lowly  shed — 
A  peasant  born — with  rustics  bred — 
Bright  Genius  round  thy  head  display'd 

Her  beams  intense — 
Where  Coila  found  thee — loveliest  maid! 

'  Ben  i'  the  smeeky  spence!' 

Mute  is  the  voice  of  Coila  now, 

Who  once  with  laurels  decked  thy  brow; — 

Still  let  us  ne'er  furget  that  thou 

Taught  learned  men; 
The  hand  that  held  the  pon'drous  plough 

Could  wield  the  Poet's  pen ! 

Upon  thine  eagle-course  I  gaze, 
And  weep  o'er  all  thy  devious  ways; 
Tho'  peer  and  peasant  prized  thy  lays 

What  did  it  serve  ! — 
Grim  Av'rice  said,  '  Give  lasting  bays, 

'  But  let  the  Poet  starve!' 

The  heartless  mandate  was  obeyed; — 
Although  the  holly  crowned  thy  head, 
Yet  wealth  and  power  withheld  their  aid, 

And  hugg'd  their  gain ; 
While  thy  loved  babes  might  cry  for  bread, 

And  cry,  alas !  in  vain ! 
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But  no\v  thy  column  seeks  the  skies, 

And  draws  the  inquiring  stranger's  eyes; — 

Art's  mimic  boast  for  thee  may  rise 

Magnificent; — 
Yet  thou  hast  reared,  midst  bitter  sighs, 

A  prouder  monument ! 

Thy  songs, '  untaught  by  rules  of  art,' 
Came  gushing  from  thy  manly  heart, 
And  claim  for  thee  a  high  desert; — 

In  them  we  find 
What  genius  only  can  impart 

A  mood  for  every  mind ! 

The  milkmaid  at  calm  evening's  close— 
The  ploughman  starting  from  repose — 
The  lover  weeping  o'er  his  woes — 

The  worst  of  pains! 
The  soldier  as  to  fight  he  goes — 

All  chaunt  thy  varied  strains! 

Sweet  minstrel, '  of  the  lowly  strain,' 
'  We  never  shall  see  thy  like  again ! ' 
May  no  rude  hand  thy  laurels  stain; 

But  o'er  thy  bier 
Let  poets  breathe  the  soothing  strain 

Through  each  revolving  year! 

Yes!  future  bards  shall  pour  the  lay, 
To  hail  with  joy  thy  natal  day ; 
And  round  thy  head  the  verdant  bay 

Shall  firm  remain, 
Till  Nature's  handiworks  decay, 

And '  chaos  come  again ! ' 


LINES  WRITTEN  FOR  BURNS'  ANNIVERSARY. 

BY  JOHN  MITCHELL. 
[HERE  FIRST  PUBLISHED.] 

"  HAN*  me   that  beuk  awee,  gudewife ;  I  think  it's 

Robin'  Burns, 
Wha's  lines  excite  within  our  breasts  such  mirth  and 

grief  by  turns; 
And  while  we're  sitting  by  the  fire,  I'll  read  a  page  or 

twa, 
That  will  to  bed-time  banish  sleep,  an'  wear  the  night 


"  I'll  read  you  how  John  Anderson's  auld  wife  his  worth 

would  praise, 
Or  how  the  Twa  Dogs  talk'd  o'  men,  and  weel  they 

ken't  their  ways, 
Or  how  Death  in  his  rage  wad  rail  'gainst  Hornbook 

an'  his  crew, 
For  doing  to  our  race  the  thing  that  he  himsel*  should 

do. 


"  Or  will  I  read  you  what  Bruce  sang  when  England's 
gather'd  might 


To  twine  the  thistle  with  the  rose,  without  the  thistle's 

leave, 
For  which,  as  every  Scotsman  kens,  England  had  cause 

to  grieve. 

"  Or  will  I  read  that  darker  page  how  hapless  man  maun 

dree 

The  ills  that  wait  on  hoary  cild  when  join'd  to  poverty; 
It  aft  has  tears  brought  frao  thine  e'e,  when,  o'er  the 

words  that  burn, 
Thou  lean'd  to  hear,  my  gude  auld  wife,  how  Man  was 

made  to  Mourn." 

"Just  ope  the  volume  where  ye  please,"  the  gude  auld 

wife  replied, 
•'  There's  no  a  page  'atwcen  its  boards  but  ye  hae  aften 

tried, 

And  I  hac  Hsten'd  wi'  delight  to  Robin's  glecfu'  talcs, 
Wha's  lines  raise  gladness  in  our  hearts,  and  Nature's 

face  unveils. 

"  The  Mouse !  wha  cared  about  a  mouse  till  Robin's 

mouse  appear'd, 
And  saw  its  wee  bit  housie  wreck't  that  wi'  sic  pains 

it  rear'd, 
And,  O  !  in  what  a  thrilling  strain  has  Robin  sung  its 

waes, 
When  frae  its  warm  beil  forced  to  rin,  an'  skulk  amang 

its  faes. 

"  Or  Tarn  O'  Shanter,  O  !  gudeman,  I've  heard  it  ten 

times  owre, 

And  aften  fancy  to  myseF  poor  Tammie's  wilyart  glower, 
When  gazing  on  the   "towzie  tyke"  wha   play'd  the 

pipes  sae  weel 
That  supple  Nancy  scorn'd  to  rest,  but  join'd  in  every 

reel. 

"  The  Mountain  Daisy?  yes,  try  it,  I  ne'er  heard  ought 

sac  fine, 
There's  beauty  in  the  verra  words,  there's  truth  in  every 

line, 
And  ever  since  I  heard  it  read  I  ne'er  the  wee  things 

see 
But  I  hae  min'  o'  Burns,  an'  they  are  dearer  far  to  me. 

"  Some  soulless  sumphs  may  cock  their  snouts  at  what 

our  bard  has  said, 
But  ere  his  words  are  lost,  our  vales,  our  verra  hills 

will  fade ; 
His  lines  live  in  each  Scotsman's  heart,  are  woven  In 

his  tongue, 
And  generations  yet  unborn  will  see  his  fame  still  young. 

"  Thae  snmphs  may  think  they're  doing  right,butwi»er 

folk  ken  weel 
They  ken  nae  mair  o'  Nature's  warks  than   my  auld 

spinning  wheel, 
Or  wad  they  dare  to  slight  the  bcuk  that  to  the  mind 

imparts 
The  charms  that  elevate   the  soul,  an'  captivate  our 

hearts. 

"  Then  ope  the  volume  where  ye  please,  ye  canna  gang 

far  wi-ang, 

Appear'd  on  Bannockburn's   proud  plain,  array'd   in     Tho'  ye  should  read  Glencaim's  Lament  or  some  bit 
armour  bright,  canty  sang; 
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We've  read  the  hale  o'  them  before,  we'll  read  them  yet 

by  turns, 
For  naething  comes  amiss,  ye  ken,  that  comes  frae  Robin 

Barns ." 

So  spake  the  gude  auld  wife ;  and  we  wha  worship  at 

his  shrine, 
Will  sing  wi' joy  the  strains  that  make  his  name  almost 

divine; 
Then  loudly  toast  his  deathless  name  !  it  dark  oblivion 

spurns, 
Till  echo  mid  her  rocks  forget  to  echo  ought  but  BURNS! 


ON   THE   DEATH   OF   BURNS. 

BY  MRS.  GRANT,  OF  LAGGAN. 

WHAT  adverse  fate  awaits  the  tuneful  train? 

Has  Otway  died  and  Spencer  liv'd  in  vain? 

In  vain  has  Collins,  Fancy's  pensive  child, 

Pour'd  his  lone  plaints  by  Avon's  windings  wild? 

And  Savage,  on  Misfortune's  bosom  bred, 

Bar'd  to  the  howling  storm  his  houseless  head? 

Who  gentle  Shenstone's  fate  can  hear  unmoved, 

By  virtue,  elegance,  and  genius  lov'd? 

Yet,  pensive  wand'ring  o'er  his  native  plain, 

His  plaints  confess'd  he  lov'd  the  Muse  in  vain. 

Chill  penury  invades  his  favourite  bower, 

Blasts  every  scene,  and  withers  every  flower; 

His  warning  Muse  to  Prudence  turn'd  her  strain, 

But  Prudence  sings  to  thoughtless  bards  in  vain ; 

Still  restless  fancy  drives  them  headlong  on 

With  dreams  of  wealth,  and  friends,  and  laurels  won — 

On  ruin's  brink  they  sleep,  and  wake  undone! 

And  see  where  Caledonia's  genius  mourns, 
And  plants  the  holly  round  the  grave  of  Burns! 
But  late  "  its  polished  leaves  and  berries  red 
"  Play'd  graceful  round  the  rural  Poet's  head;" 
And  while  with  manly  force  and  native  fire 
He  wak'd  the  genuine  Caledonian  lyre, 
Tweed's  severing  flood  exulting  heard  her  tell, 
Not  Roman  wreaths  the  holly  could  excel; 
Not  Tiber's  stream,  along  Campania's  plain, 
More  pleas'd,  convey'd  the  gay  Horatian  strain, 
Than  bonny  Doon,  or  fairy-haunted  Ayr, 
That  wont  his  rustic  melody  to  share, 
Resound  along  their  banks  the  pleasing  theme, 
Sweet  as  their  murmurs,  copious  as  their  stream : 
And  Ramsay  once  the  Horace  of  the  North, 
Who  charm'd  with  varied  strains  the  listening  Forth, 
Bequeath'd  to  him  the  shrewd  peculiar  art 
To  satire  nameless  graces  to  impart, 
To  wield  her  weapons  with  such  sportive  ease, 
That,  while  they  wound,  they  dazzle  and  they  please; 
But  when  he  sung  to  the  attentive  plain 
The  humble  virtues  of  tlie  patriarch  swain, 


His  evening  worship,  and  his  social  meal, 

And  all  a  parent's  pious  heart  can  feel; 

To  genuine  worth  we  bow  submissive  down, 

And  wish  the  Cotter's  lowly  shed  our  own: 

With  fond  regard  our  native  land  we  view, 

Its  cluster'd  hamlets,  and  its  mountains  blue, 

Our  "  virtuous  populace,"  a  nobler  boast 

Than  all  the  wealth  of  either  India's  coast. 

Yet  while  our  hearts  with  admiration  burn, 

Too  soon  we  learu  that  "  man  was  made  to  mourn  ' 

The  independent  wish,  the  taste  refin'd, 

Bright  energies  of  the  superior  mind, 

And  feeling's  generous  pangs,  and  fancy's  glow, 

And  all  that  liberal  nature  could  bestow, 

To  him  profusely  given,  yet  given  in  vain ; 

Misfortune  aids  and  points  the  stings  of  pain. 

How  blest,  when  wand'ring  by  his  native  Ayr, 
He  woo'd  "the  willing  Muse,"  unknown  to  care! 
But  when  fond  admiration  spread  his  name, 
A  candidate  for  fortune  and  for  fame, 
In  evil  hour  he  left  the  tranquil  shade 
Where  youth  and  love  with  hope  and  fancy  play'd; 
Yet  rainbow  colours  gild  the  novel  scene, 
Deceitful  fortune  sweetly  smil'd  like  Jean; 
Now  courted  oft  by  the  licentious  gay, 
With  them  thro'  devious  paths  behold  him  stray; 
The  opening  rose  conceals  the  latent  thorn, 
Convivial  hours  prolong'd  awake  the  morn, 
Even  reason's  sacred  pow'r  is  drown'd  in  wine, 
And  genius  lays  her  wreath  on  folly's  shrine  ; 
Too  sure,  alas!  the  world's  unfeeling  train 
Corrupt  the  simple  manners  of  the  swain ; 
The  blushing  muse  indignant  scorns  his  lays, 
And  fortune  frowns,  and  honest  fame  decays, 
Till  low  on  earth  he  lays  his  sorrowing  head, 
And  sinks  untimely  'midst  the  vulgar  dead! 

Yet  while  for  him,  belov'd,  admir'd  in  vain, 
Thus  fond  regret  pours  forth  her  plaintive  strain, 
While  fancy,  feeling,  taste,  their  griefs  rehearse, 
And  deck  with  artless  tears  his  mournful  hearse, 
See  cunning,  dulness,  ignorance,  and  pride, 
Exulting  o'er  his  grave  in  triumph  ride, 
And  boast,  "  tho'  genius,  humour,  wit  agree," 
Cold  selfish  prudence  far  excels  the  three; 
Nor  think,  while  groveling  on  the  earth  they  go, 
How  few  can  mount  so  high  to  fall  so  low. 
Thus  Vandals,  Goths,  and  Huns,  exulting  come, 
T'  insult  the  ruins  of  majestic  Rome. 
But  ye  who  honour  genius — sacred  beam ! 
From  holy  light  a  bright  etherial  gleam, 
Ye  whom  his  happier  verse  has  taught  to  glow, 
Now  to  his  ashes  pay  the  debt  you  owe, 
Draw  pity's  veil  o'er  his  concluding  scene, 
And  let  the  stream  of  bounty  flow  for  Jean! 
The  mourning  matron  and  her  infant  train, 
Will  own  you  did  not  love  the  muse  hi  vain, 
While  sympathy  with  liberal  hand  appears, 
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To  aid  the  orphan's  wants,  and  dry  the  widow's  tears! 
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PREFACE 


THE  following  trifles  are  not  the  production  of  the  Poet,  who,  with  all  the  advantages  of 
learned  art,  and,  perhaps,  amid  the  elegancies  and  idleness  of  upper  life,  looks  down  for  a 
rural  theme,  with  an  eye  to  Theocritus  or  Virgil.  To  the  author  of  this,  these,  and  other 
celebrated  names,  their  countrymen,  are,  at  least  in  their  original  language,  a  fountain  shut 
up,  and  a  look  sealed.  Unacquainted  with  the  necessary  requisites  for  commencing  poet  by 
rule,  he  sings  the  sentiments  and  manners  he  felt  and  saw  in  himself  and  his  rustic  compeers 
around  him,  in  his  and  their  native  language.  Though  a  rhymer  from  his  earliest  years,  at 
least  from  the  earliest  impulse  of  the  softer  passions,  it  was  not  till  very  lately  that  the 
applause,  perhaps  the  partiality,  of  friendship,  awakened  his  vanity  so  far  as  to  make  him 
think  any  thing  of  his  worth  showing:  and  none  of  the  following  works  were  composed 
with  a  view  to  the  press.  To  amuse  himself  with  the  little  creations  of  his  own  fancy,  amid 
the  toil  and  fatigue  of  a  laborious  life ;  to  transcribe  the  various  feelings — the  loves,  the  griefs, 
the  hopes,  the  fears — in  his  own  breast;  to  find  some  kind  of  counterpoise  to  the  struggles 
of  a  world,  always  an  alien  scene,  a  task  uncouth  to  the  poetical  mind — these  were  his 
motives  for  courting  the  Muses,  and  in  these  he  found  poetry  to  be  its  own  reward. 

Now  that  he  appears  in  the  public  character  of  an  author,  he  does  it  with  fear  and 
trembling.  So  dear  is  fame  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  that  even  he,  an  obscure,  nameless  Bard, 
shrinks  aghast  at  the  thought  of  being  branded  as — an  impertinent  blockhead,  obtruding  his 
nonsense  on  the  world;  and,  because  he  can  make  shift  to  jingle  a  few  doggerel  Scottish 
rhymes  together,  looking  upon  himself  as  a  poet,  of  no  small  consequence,  forsooth ! 

It  is  an  observation  of  that  celebrated  poet,  Shenstone,  whose  divine  elegies  do  honour  to 
our  language,  our  nation,  and  our  species,  that  "  Humility  has  depressed  many  a  genius  to  a 
hermit,  but  never  raised  one  to  fame! "  If  any  critic  catches  at  the  word  genius,  the  author 
tells  him,  once  for  all,  that  he  certainly  looks  upon  himself  as  possessed  of  some  poetic  abili- 
ties, otherwise  his  publishing,  in  the  manner  he  has  done,  would  be  a  manoeuvre  below  the 
worst  character  which,  he  hopes,  his  worst  enemy  will  ever  give  him.  But  to  the  genius 
of  a  Ramsay,  or  the  glorious  dawnings  of  the  poor,  unfortunate  Fergusson,  he,  with  equal 
unaffected  sincerity,  declares  that,  even  in  his  highest  pulse  of  vanity,  he  has  not  the  most 
distant  pretensions.  These  two  justly-admired  Scottish  poets  he  has  often  had  in  his  eye 
in  the  following  pieces;  but  rather  with  a  view  to  kindle  at  their  flame  than  for  servile 
imitation.  +..' 

To  his  Subscribers,  the  Author  returns  his  most  sincere  thanks.  Not  the  mercenary  bow 
over  a  counter,  but  the  heart- throbbing  gratitude  of  the  Bard,  conscious  how  much  he  owes 
to  benevolence  and  friendship  for  gratifying  him,  if  he  deserves  it,  in  that  dearest  wish  of 
every  poetic  bosom — to  be  distinguished.  He  begs  his  readers,  particularly  the  learned  and 
the  polite,  who  may  honour  him  with  a  perusal,  that  they  will  make  every  allowance  for 
education  and  circumstances  of  life ;  but  if,  after  a  fair,  candid,  and  impartial  criticism,  he 
shall  stand  convicted  of  dullness  and  nonsense,  let  him  be  done  by  as  he  would  in  that  case 
do  by  others — let  him  be  condemned,  without  mercy,  to  contempt  and  oblivion. 


DEDICATION 


EDINBURGH  OR  SECOND  EDITION  OF  THE    POEMS. 


TO    THE 

NOBLEMEN  AND  GENTLEMEN 

OF 

THE    CALEDONIAN   HUNT. 

MY  LORDS  AND  GENTLEMEN: 

A  SCOTTISH  BARD,  proud  of  the  name,  and  whose  highest  ambition  is  to  sing  in  his 
country's  service — where  shall  he  so  properly  look  for  patronage  as  to  the  illustrious  names 
of  his  native  land;  those  who  bear  the  honours  and  inherit  the  virtues  of  their  ancestors? 
The  Poetic  Genius  of  my  Country  found  me,  as  the  prophetic  bard  Elijah  did  Elisha — at 
the  PLOUGH;  and  threw  her  inspiring  mantle  over  me.  She  bade  me  sing  the  loves,  the 
joys,  the  rural  scenes  and  rural  pleasures  of  my  native  soil,  in  my  native  tongue :  I  tuned 
my  wild,  artless  notes,  as  she  inspired.  She  whispered  me  to  come  to  this  ancient  Metropolis 
of  Caledonia,  and  lay  my  Songs  under  your  honoured  protection :  I  now  obey  her  dictates. 

Though  much  indebted  to  your  goodness,  I  do  not  approach  you,  my  Lords  and  Gentle- 
men, in  the  usual  style  of  dedication,  to  thank  you  for  past  favours :  that  path  is  so  hack- 
neyed by  prostituted  learning,  that  honest  rusticity  is  ashamed  of  it.  Nor  do  I  present  this 
Address  with  the  venal  soul  of  a  servile  author,  looking  for  a  continuation  of  those  favours: 
I  was  bred  to  the  plough,  and  am  independent.  I  come  to  claim  the  common  Scottish  name 
with  you,  my  illustrious  Countrymen;  and  to  tell  the  world  that  I  glory  in  the  title.  I 
come  to  congratulate  my  country,  that  the  blood  of  her  ancient  heroes  still  runs  uncontami- 
nated;  and  that  from  your  courage,  knowledge,  and  public  spirit,  she  may  expect  protection, 
wealth,  and  liberty.  In  the  last  place,  I  come  to  proffer  my  wannest  wishes  to  the  Great 
Fountain  of  Honour,  the  Monarch  of  the  Universe,  for  your  welfare  and  happiness. 

When  you  go  forth  to  waken  the  echoes,  in  the  ancient  and  favourite  amusement  of  your 
forefathers,  may  Pleasure  ever  be  of  your  party:  and  may  social  Joy  await  your  return! 
When  harassed  in  courts  or  camps  with  the  jostlings  of  bad  men  and  bad  measures,  may  the 
honest  consciousness  of  injured  worth  attend  your  return  to  your  native  seats;  and  may 
domestic  happiness,  with  a  smiling  welcome,  meet  you  at  your  gates !  May  corruption  shrink 
at  your  kindling  indignant  glance;  and  may  tyranny  in  the  rnler,  and  licentiousness  in  the 
people,  equally  find  you  an  inexorable  foe! 

I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

With  the  sincerest  gratitude  and  highest  respect, 
My  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 

Your  most  devoted  humble  Servant, 
m.   }  ROBERT  BURNS. 


THE    POETICAL    WORKS 


ROBERT    BURNS. 


Sfrge. 


THE  wintry  west  extends  his  blast, 

And  hail  and  rain  does  blaw; 
Or,  the  stormy  north  sends  driving  forth 

The  blinding  sleet  and  snaw: 
While  tumbling  brown,  the  burn  comes  down, 

And  roars  frae  bank  to  brae; 
And  bird  and  beast  in  covert  rest 

And  pass  the  heartless  day. 

"  The  sweeping  blast,  the  sky  o'ercast,"* 

The  joyless  winter-day, 
Let  others  fear,  to  me  more  dear 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May: 
The  tempest's  howl,  it  soothes  my  soul, 

My  griefs  it  seems  to  join, 
The  leafless  trees  my  fancy  please, 

Their  fate  resembles  mine  ! 

Thou  Power  Supreme,  whose  mighty  scheme 

These  woes  of  mine  fulfil, 
Here,  firm,  I  rest,  they  must  be  best, 

Because  they  are  Thy  Will  ! 
Then  all  I  want  (O,  do  thou  grant 

This  one  request  of  mine  !) 
Since  to  enjoy  thou  dost  deny 

Assist  me  to  resign.* 


1  Dr  Young.]— B. 

2  'There  is  something,1  says  the  Poet  in  his  Common-place 
Book,  '  even  in  the 

'*  Mighty  tempest,  and  the  hoary  waste 
Abrupt  and  deep,  stretch'd  o'er  the  buried  earth," — 
which  raises  the  mind  to  a  serious  sublimity,  favourable  to 
every  thing  great  and  noble.  There  is  scarcely  any  earthly 
object  gives  me  more — I  do  not  know  if  I  should  call  it  pleas- 
ure—but something  which  exalts  me,  something  which  enrap- 
tures me — than  to  walk  in  the  sheltered  side  of  a  wood,  or  high 
plantation,  in  a  cloudy  winter-day,  and  hear  the  stormy  wind 
howling  among  the  trees  and  raving  over  the  plain.  It  is  my 
best  season  for  devotion :  my  mind  is  rapt  up  in  a  kind  of  en- 
thusiasm to  Him,  who,  in  the  pompous  language  of  the  He- 


Dra(f)  atrtr  Dijfng 


13oor  Alailtr, 
THE  AUTHOR'S  ONLY  PET  YOWE. 

AN   UNCO  MOtBNFD*  TAIB. 

As  Mailie,  an'  her  lambs  thegither, 
Were  ae  day  nibbling  on  the  tether, 
Upon  her  cloot  she  coost  a  hitch, 
An'  ower  she  warsled  in  the  ditch  : 
There,  groaning,  dying,  she  did  lie, 
When  Hughoc8  he  cam  doytin  by. 

Wi*  glowrin'  een,  an'  lifted  han's, 
Poor  Hughoc  like  a  statue  stan's  ; 
He  saw  her  days  were  near-hand  ended, 
But,  waes  my  heart  !  he  could  na  mend  it  ! 
He  gaped  wide,  but  naething  spak  ! 
At  length  Poor  Mailie  silence  brak. 

"  O  thou,  whase  lamentable  face 
Appears  to  mourn  my  woefu*  case  ! 
My  dying  words  attentive  hear, 
An'  bear  them  to  my  master  dear. 

"  Tell  liim,  if  e'er  again  he  keep, 
As  muckle  gear  as  buy  a  sheep, 
O,  bid  him  never  tie  them  inair 
Wi'  wicked  strings  o'  hemp  or  hair  ! 
But  ca'  them  out  to  park  or  hill, 
An'  let  them  wander  at  their  will  ; 


1 


brew  bard,  "  walks  on  the  wings  of  the  wind."  In  one  of  these 
seasons,  just  after  a  train  of  misfortunes,  I  composed  the 
above.' 

Burns  was  cradled  in  misfortune ;  poverty  and  care  early 
pressed  on  his  mind,  and  communicated  to  it  part  of  that  mel- 
ancholy tinge  which  we  find  colouring  many  of  hi«  earlier 
pieces. 

3  A  neibor  herd-callan.] — B. 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


So  may  his  flock  increase,  an'  grow 
To  scores  o'  lambs,  an'  packs  o'  woo' ! 

"  Tell  him,  he  was  a  master  kin', 
An'  aye  was  guid  to  me  and  mine ; 
An'  now  my  dying  charge  I  gie  him, 
My  helpless  lambs  I  trust  them  wi'  him. 

"  O,  bid  him  save  their  harmless  lives, 
Frae  dogs,  an'  tods,  an'  butchers'  knives ! 
But  gie  them  guid  cow-milk  their  fill, 
Till  they  be  fit  to  fend  themsel': 
An'  tent  them  duly,  e'en  an'  morn, 
Wi'  teats  o'  hay  an'  ripps  o'  corn. 

"  An'  may  they  never  learn  the  gaets 
Of  ither  vile  wanrestfu'  pets ! 
To  slink  thro'  slaps,  an'  reave  an'  steal, 
At  stacks  o'  pease,  or  stocks  o'  kail. 
So  may  they,  like  their  great  forbears, 
For  monie  a  year  come  thro'  the  sheers : 
So  wives  will  gie  them  bits  o'  bread, 
An'  bairns  greet  for  them  when  they're  dead. 

"My  poor  toop-lamb,  my  son  an'  heir, 
O,  bid  him  breed  him  up  wi'  care ! 
An',  if  he  live  to  be  a  beast, 
To  pit  some  havins  in  his  breast! 
An'  warn  him,  what  I  winna  name, 
To  stay  content  wi'  yowes  at  hame ; 
An'  no  to  rin  an'  wear  his  cloots, 
Like  ither  menseless,  graceless  brutes. 

"  An'  niest  my  yowie,  silly  thing, 
Gude  keep  thee  frae  a  tether  string ! 
O,  may  thou  ne'er  forgather  up 
Wi'  ony  blastit,  moorland  toop ; 
But  aye  keep  mind  to  moop  an'  xnell, 
Wi'  sheep  o'  credit  like  thysel  I1 

"  And  now,  my  bairns,  wi'  my  last  breath, 
I  lea'e  my  blessing  wi'  you  baith : 
An'  when  you  think  upo'  your  Mither, 
Mind  to  be  kind  to  ane  anither. 

"  Now,  honest  Hughoc,  dinna  fail, 
To  tell  my  master  a'  my  tale ; 
An'  bid  him  burn  this  cursed  tether, 
An',  for  thy  pains,  thou'se  get  my  blether." 

This  said,  poor  Mailie  turn'd  her  head, 
An'  clos'd  her  een  amang  the  dead.8 


1  '  The  expiring  animal's  admonitions  touching  the  education 
of  the  "poor  toop-lamb  her  son  and  heir,"  and  the  "yowie, 
silly  thing,"  her  daughter,  are  from  the  same  peculiar  vein  of 
sly  homely  wit,  imbedded  upon  fancy,  which  he  afterwards  dug 
with  a  bolder  hand  in  the  "Twa  Dogs,"  and  perhaps  to  its  ut- 
most depth  in  hie  "Death  and  Dr  Hornbrook." ' — J.  G.  LOCK- 
HART. 

2  '  The  circumstances  of  the  poor  sheep  were  pretty  much  as 


Jflatlte's 


LAMENT  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose, 
Wi'  saut  tears  trickling  down  your  nose; 
Our  bardie's  fate  is  at  a  close, 

Past  a'  remead ! 
The  last  sad  cape-stane  of  his  woes; 

Poor  Mailie 's  dead ! 

It's  no  the  loss  o'  warl's  gear, 
That  could  sae  bitter  draw  the  tear, 
Or  mak  our  bardie,  dowie,  wear 

The  mourning  weed : 
He's  lost  a  friend  and  neibor  dear, 

In  Mailie  dead. 

Thro'  a'  the  town  she  trotted  by  him; 
A  lang  half-mile  she  could  descry  him; 
Wi'  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  spy  him, 

She  ran  wi'  speed: 
A  friend  mair  faithfu'  ne'er  came  nigh  him, 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

I  wat  she  was  a  sheep  o'  sense, 
An'  could  behave  hersel'  wi'  mense : 
111  say't,  she  never  brak  a  fence, 

Thro'  thievish  greed. 
Our  bardie,  lanely,  keeps  the  spence 

Sin'  Mailie's  dead. 

Or,  if  he  wanders  >ap  the  ho  we, 

Her  living  image  in  her  yowe, 

Comes  bleating  to  him,  owre  the  knowe, 

For  bits  o'  bread; 
An'  down  the  briny  pearls  rowe 

For  Mailie  dead. 

She  was  nae  get  o'  moorland  tips, 

Wi'  tawted  ket,  an'  hairy  hips; 

For  her  forbears  were  brought  in  ships 

Frae  yont  the  Tweed  :^ 
A  bonnier  fleesh  ne'er  cross'd  the  clips 

Than  Mailie  dead.3 


the  poet  has  described  them.  He  had,  partly  by  way  of  frolic, 
bought  a  ewe  and  two  lambs  from  a  neighbour,  and  she  was 
tethered  in  a  field  adjoining  the  field  at  Lochlea.  He  and  I 
were  going  out  with  our  teams,  and  our  two  younger  brothers 
to  drive  for  us  at  mid-day,  wheu  Hugh  Wilson,  a  curious  look- 
ing awkward  boy,  clad  in  plaiding,  came  to  us  with  much  anx- 
iety in  his  face,  with  the  information  that  the  ewe  had  entan- 
gled herself  in  the  tether  and  was  lying  in  the  ditch.  Robert 
was  much  tickled  with  Hughoc's  appearance  and  postures  on  the 
occasion.  Poor  Mailie  was  set  to  rights,  and  when  we  returned 
from  the  plough  in  the  evening,  lie  repeated  to  me  her  Death 
and  Dying  Words,  pretty  much  in  the  way  they  now  stand.' — 
GILBERT  BURNS. 
3  Original  MS. 

She  was  nae  get  o'  runted  rams, 

Wi'  woo  like  goats  and  legs  like  trams ; 

She  was  the  flower  o'  Fairlee  lambs 

A  famous  breed ; 

Now  Robin,  greetin',  chows  the  haras 
O'  Mailie  dead. 


'¥ 
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BURNS'  POEMS. 


Wae  worth  the  man  wha  first  did  shape 
That  vile,  wanchancie  tiling — a  rape ! 
It  maks  guid  fellows  girn  an'  gape, 

Wi'  chokin'  dread ; 
An'  Robin's  bonnet  wave  wi'  crape, 

For  Mailie  dead. 

O,  a*  ye  bards  on  bonnie  Doon ! 
An'  wha  on  Ayr  your  chanters  tune ! 
Come,  join  the  melancholious  croon 

O'  Robin's  reed ! 
His  heart  will  never  get  aboon 

His  Mailie  dead.1 


Jtofjn  liarlrprorn. 


THERE  were  three  kings  into  the  east, 
Three  kings  both  great  and  high, 

An'  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 
John  Barleycorn  should  die. 

They  took  a  plough  and  plough 'd  him  down, 

Put  clods  upon  his  head, 
And  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

John  Barleycorn  was  dead. 

But  the  cheerful  spring  came  kindly  on, 

And  show'rs  began  to  fall; 
John  Barleycorn  got  up  again, 

And  sore  surprised  them  all. 

The  sultry  suns  of  summer  came, 

And  he  grew  thick  and  strong, 
His  head  weel  arm'd  wi'  pointed  spears, 

That  no  one  should  him  wrong. 

The  sober  autumn  enter'd  mild, 

When  he  grew  wan  and  pale ; 
His  bending  joints  and  drooping  head 

Show'd  he  began  to  fail. 

His  colour  sicken'd  more  and  more, 

He  faded  into  age; 
And  then  his  enemies  began 

To  show  their  deadly  rage. 

They've  ta'en  a  weapon  long  and  sharp, 

And  cut  him  by  the  knee ; 
Then  tied  him  fast  upon  a  cart, 

Like  a  rogue  for  forgerie. 

1  •  But  a  tenderer  sportfulness  dwells  in  him,  and  comes  forth 
here  and  there  in  evanescent  and  beautiful  touches,  as  in  his 
"Address  to  the  Mouse,"  or  to  the  "  Farmer's  Mare,"  or  in  his 
*  Elegy  on  Poor  Mailie,"  which  last  may  be  reckoned  his  hap- 
piest effort  of  this  kind.  In  these  pieces  there  are  traits  of  a 
humour  as  fine  as  that  of  Sterne,  yet  altogether  different,  ori- 


They  laid  him  down  upon  his  back, 

And  cudgell'd  him  full  sore ; 
They  hung  him  up  before  the  storm, 

And  turu'd  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

They  filled  up  a  darksome  pit 

With  water  to  the  brim, 
They  heaved  in  John  Barleycorn, 

There  let  him  sink  or  swim. 

They  laid  him  out  upon  the  floor, 

To  work  him  farther  wo, 
And  still,  as  signs  of  life  appear 'd, 

They  toss'd  him  to  and  fro. 

They  wasted,  o'er  a  scorching  flame, 

The  marrow  of  his  bones ; 
But  a  miller  us'd  him  worst  of  all, 

For  he  crush'd  him  'tween  two  stones. 

And  they  hae  ta'en  his  very  heart's  blood, 
And  drank  it  round  and  round ; 

And  still  the  more  and  more  they  drank, 
Their  joy  did  more  abound. 

John  Barleycorn  was  a  hero  bold, 

Of  noble  enterprise, 
For  if  you  do  but  taste  his  blood, 

'Twill  make  your  courage  rise. 

'Twill  make  a  man  forget  his  wo; 

'Twill  heighten  all  his  joy : 
'Twill  make  the  widow's  heart  to  sing, 

Tho'  the  tear  we're  in  her  eye. 

Then  let  us  toast  John  Barleycorn, 

Each  man  a  glass  in  hand; 
And  may  his  great  posterity 

Ne'er  fail  in  old  Scotland!* 


& 


CNDBR  THK    PRESSURE   OF  VIOLENT  ANGUISH. 

O  THOU  Great  Being!  what  thou  art 

Surpasses  me  to  know: 
Yet  sure  I  am,  that  known  to  thee 

Are  all  thy  works  below. 

Thy  creature  here  before  thee  stands, 

All  wretched  and  distrest; 
Yet  sure  those  ills  that  wring  my  soul 

Obey  thy  high  behest. 


ginal,  and  peculiar— tlie  humour  of  Burns.' — THOMAS  CARLYLE. 


2  'John  Barleycorn  is  a  clerer  old  ballad,  rery  cleverly  newr. 
modelled  and  extended.' -J.  G.  LOCKHART. 

Tho   ballad  on  which   Burns  founded  John  Barleycorn  ii 
gireu  in  Jamicson'i  collection  of  Ballads,  where  it  is  reprinted 
•  from  an  old  black-letter  sheet. 
3 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


Sure  thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  act 

From  cruelty  or  wrath ! 
O,  free  my  weary  eyes  from  tears, 

Or  close  them  fast  in  death ! 

But  if  I  must  afflicted  be, 
To  suit  some  wise  design ; 

Then  man  my  soul  with  firm  resolves 
To  bear  and  not  repine. ' 


IN    THE   PROSPECT  OP  DEATH. 


O  THOtJ  unknown,  Almighty  Cause 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear  ! 
In  whose  dread  presence,  ere  an  hour, 

Perhaps  I  must  appear! 

If  I  have  wander'd  in  those  paths 

Of  life  I  ought  to  shun; 
As  something,  loudly,  in  my  breast, 

Remonstrates  I  have  done; 

Thou  know'st  that  thou  hast  formed  me 
With  passions  wild  and  strong; 

And  list'ning  to  their  witching  voice 
Has  often  led  me  wrong. 

Where  human  weakness  has  come  short, 

Or  frailty  stept  aside, 
Do  thou,  All-Good!  for  such  thou  art, 

In  shades  of  darkness  hide. 

Where  with  intention  I  have  err'd, 

No  other  plea  I  have, 
But,  Thou  art  good;  and  goodness  still 

Delighteth  to  forgive.2 


ON   THE   SAME   OCCASION. 

WHY  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene  ? 

Have  I  so  found  it  full  of  pleasing  charms  ? 
Some  drops  of  joy  with  draughts  of  ill  be- 
tween : 

Some  gleams    of   sunshine    'mid  renewing 
storms: 


1  '  There  was  a  certain  period  of  my  life  that  my  spirit  was 
broke  by  repeated  losses  and  disasters,  which  threatened,  and 
indeed  effected  the  utter  ruin  of  my  fortune.    My  body,  too, 
was  attacked  by  that  most  dreadful  distemper,  a  hypochondria, 
or  confirmed  melancholy.    In  this  wretched  state,  the  recol- 
lection of  which  makes  me  yet  shudder,  I  hung  my  harp  on  the 
willow  trees,  except  in  some  lucid  intervals,  in  one  of  which 
I  composed  the  above.' — BURNS'  Com.  Place  Book.  ' 

2  '  This  prayer  was  composed,'  says  Burns, '  when  fainting 
fits,  and  other  alarming  symptoms  of  a  pleurisy,  or  some  other 
dangerous  disorder,  first  put  nature  on  the  alarm.' 


Is  it  departing  pangs  my  soul  alarms  ? 

Or  death's  unlovely,  dreary,  dark  abode  ? 
For  guilt,  for  guilt,  my  terrors  are  in  arms; 

I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  God, 
And  justly  smart  beneath  his  sin-avenging  rod. 

Fain  would  I  say,  "Forgive  my  foul  offence!" 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey ; 
But,  should  my  Author  health  again  dispense, 

Again  I  might  desert  fair  virtue's  way; 
Again  in  folly's  path  might  go  astray : 

Again  exalt  the  brute  and  sink  the  man ; 
Then  how  should  I  for  heavenly  mercy  pray, 

Who  act  so  counter  heavenly  mercy's  plan  ? 
Who  sin  so  oft  have  mourn'd,  yet  to  temptation 
ran? 

O  Thou,  great  Governor  of  all  below ! 

If  I  may  dare  a  lifted  eye  to  Thee, 
Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  to  blow, 

Or  still  the  tumult  of  the  raging  sea: 
With  that  controlling  power  assist  even  me, 

Those  headlong  furious  passions  to  confine; 
For  all  unfit  I  feel  my  powers  to  be, 

To  rule  their  torrent  in  th'  allowed  line ; 
O,  aid  me  with  thy  help,  Omnipotence  Divine ! 


Psalm. 


THE  man,  in  life  wherever  plac'd, 

Hath  happiness  in  store, 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

Nor  learns  then*  guilty  lore  ! 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  pride 
Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad, 

But  with  humility  and  awe 
Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow  ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high, 
And  firm  the  root  below. 

But  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast, 

And  like  the  rootless  stubble,  tost 
Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

For  why  ?  that  God  the  good  adore 
Hath  giv'n  them  peace  and  rest, 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  blest. 
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six  berscs  of  ttie  Ntntttrtl) 


O  THOU,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend 

Of  all  the  human  race  ! 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  ever  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling  place  ! 

Before  the  mountains  heav'd  their  heads 

Beneath  thy  forming  hand, 
Before  this  pond'rous  globe  itself, 

Arose  at  thy  command  : 

That  power  which  rais'd  and  still  upholds 

This  universal  frame, 
From  countless,  unbeginning  time, 

Was  ever  still  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  year? 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast, 
Appear  no  more  before  thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  that's  past. 

Thou  giv'st  the  word  :  Thy  creature,  man, 

Is  to  existence  brought  : 
Again  thou  say'st,  "  Ye  sons  of  men, 

Return  ye  into  nought!" 

Thou  layest  them,  with  all  their  cares, 

In  everlasting  sleep  ; 
As  with  a  flood  thou  tak'st  them  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  like  the  morning  flower, 

In  beauty's  pride  array'd; 
But  long  ere  night  cut  down,  it  lies 

All  wither'd  and  decay'd.1 


Cptstlc  to  Babte. 

A  BHOTHKR   POKT.* 

January  [1782.J 

WHILE  winds  frae  aff  Ben  Lomond  blaw, 
And  bar  the  doors  wi'  driving  snaw, 
And  hing  us  owre  the  ingle, 


1  AH  the  sacred  poetry  of  Burns  was  composed  almost  ere 
he  had  essayed  the  strength  of  his  muse.     He  was  cramped, 
besides,  by  the  use  of  English  metre,  which  even  in  his  ina- 
tnrer  years  he  wrote  with  difficulty.     In  this  task  he  was  tied 
down  to  a  certain  routine ;  there  w  as  no  scope  for  the  exercise 
of  his  fancy— for  that  fine  epigrammatic  turn  of  expression, 
with  which  he  so  often  unexpectedly  charms   ns.     These 
verses  are  only  valuable,  as  evincing  his  progress  in  the  poetic 
art.  and  as  showing  the  current  in  which  his  feelings  had  early 
been  taught  to  flow :  they  want  the  simple  energy— the  rude 
artlessness  of  the  olden  muse. 

2  Davie  was  David  Sillar,  whose  father  at  the  tame  occnpu 

a  farm,  called  Spittleside,  within  a  mile  of  the  village  of  Tnr. 
boltun.  while  the  family  of  William  Burness  occupied  the  farm 


I  set  me  down  to  pass  the  time, 
And  spin  a  verse  or  twa  o*  rhyme, 

In  namely  westlin  jingle. 
While  frosty  winds  blaw  in  the  drift, 

Ben  to  the  chimla  lug, 
I  grudge  a  wee  the  great  folk's  gift, 
That  live  sae  bien  an'  snug: 
I  tent  less,  and  want  less 
Their  roomy  fire-side; 


of  Lochlea,  situated  about  two  miles  from  Spittleside.  Fol- 
lowing  the  recollections  of  Gilbert  Burns,  the  date  of  the  poem 
is  generally  placed  to  the  year  1784,  but  it  is  more  probable  that 
it  was  written  in  1782,  Sillar  having  removed  from  the  parish 
of  Tarbolton  towards  the  close  of  1783.  Cunninghame  is 
wrong  in  saying  that  Sillar  kept  the  parish  school  of  Tarbolton 
at  the  time  Burns  became  acquainted  with  him,  and  that 
Burns,  'who  never  neglected  an  opportunity  of  obtaining 
knowledge,  cultivated  hit  acquaintance.'  Burns,  we  imagine, 
was  above  cultivating  any  man's  acquaintance  merely  for  ob- 
taining knowledge  ;  but  the  truth  is,  he  was  Sillar's  superior 
in  education  when  he  became  known  to  him,  as  he  wau  im- 
measurably his  superior  in  every  thing  else.  Sillar  himself 
thus  records  the  manner  of  their  introduction.  'Robert 
Burns,'  he  says,  'was  some  time  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton 
prior  to  my  acquaintance  with  him.  His  social  disposition 
easily  procured  him  acquaintance ;  but  a  certain  satirical  sea- 
soning with  which  he  and  all  other  poetical  geniuses  are  in 
some  degree  influenced,  while  it  set  the  rustic  circle  in  a  roar, 
was  not  unaccompanied  with  suspicious  fear.  I  recollect  hear- 
ing  his  neighbours  observe  he  had  a  great  deal  to  say  for  him- 
self, and  that  they  suspected  his  principles.  He  wore  the  only 
tied  hair  in  the  parish  ;  and  in  the  church,  bis  plaid,  which  was 
of  a  particular  colour,  ( I  think  fillemot)  he  wrapped  in  a  pecu- 
liar manner  round  his  shoulders.  These  surmises  and  his  ex- 
terior made  me  tolicitoiit  of  hit  acquaintance.  I  was  intro- 
duced by  Gilbert,  not  only  to  his  brother? but  to  the  whole  of 
that  family,  where  in  a  short  time  I  became  a  frequent,  and  I 
believe  not  unwelcome  visitant.  After  the  commencement  ol 
my  acquaintance  with  the  Bard,  we  frequently  met  upon  Sun- 
days at  church,  when,  between  sermons,  instead  of  going  tvith 
our  friends  or  lasses  to  the  inn,  we  often  took  a  walk  in  the 
fields.  In  these  walks,  1  have  often  been  struck  with  his  faci- 
lity in  addressing  the  fair  sex ;  and  many  times  when  I  have 
been  bashfully  anxious  how  to  express  myself,  he  would  have 
entered  into  conversation  with  them  with  the  greatest  ease 
and  freedom ;  and  it  was  generally  a  death-blow  to  onr  conver- 
sation, however  agreeable,  to  meet  a  female  acquaintance.' 

In  order  to  free  himself  from  country  labour,  for  whicA  he 
had  no  liking,  Sillar  opened  a  small  school  at  Commonside, 
near  Tarbolton,  bnt  this  not  succeeding,  he  commenced  busi- 
ness as  a  grocer  in  Irvine,  towards  the  close  of  1783.  In  1789, 
tempted  probably  by  the  extraordinary  success  of  Burns,  be 
published  a  volume  of  poems  at  Kilmarnock,  which  may  be 
described  as  displaying  a  fair  enough  talent  in  the  composition 
of  Scottish  doggrel— such  talent  as  is  to  be  met  with  in  almost 
every  village  in  the  country — and  nothing  more.  The  volume 
proved  unsuccessful,  and  Sillar  became  bankrupt.  He  after- 
wards opened  a  school  in  Irvine ;  and  applied  himself  assidu- 
ously to  his  profession,  insomuch,  that  he  eventually  became  one 
of  the  principal  teachers  of  the  place.  His  whole  character, 
in  short,  at  this  period  underwent  a  change;  and  from  being 
careless  and  jovial  in  his  habits,  he  became  diligent  and  parri- 
monions.  In  the  course  of  his  long  life,  he  thus  reali«ed  con- 
siderable property,  and  held  the  office  of  magistrate  in  Irvine  for 
two  years.  In  181 1,  a  large  legacy  fell  to  him  from  a  brother, 
and  he  abandoned  the  school.  He  died  in  May,  1830,  in  the 
seventieth  year  of  his  age.  He  was  twice  married,  and  had 
several  children.  Notwithstanding  the  change  that  took  place 
In  his  habits,  he  to  the  last  indulged  occasionally  in  verse-mak- 
ing,  and  was  all  along  much  devoted  to  music.  To  thi»  latter 
passion  Burns  alludes  in  his  second  Epistle  :— 

'  Hale  be  your  heart,  hale  be  your  fiddle! 
Lang  may  your  elbuckjink  and  diddle!' 

Sillar  was  justly  proud  of  his  early  Intimacy  with  Bam*, 
which  made  him  through  life  one  of  the  regular  lions  to  all 
strangers  visiting  Irvine. 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


But  hanker  and  canker, 
To  see  their  cursed  pride. 

It's  hardly  in  a  body's  power, 

To  keep,  at  times,  frae  being  sour, 

To  see  how  things  are  shar'd; 
How  best  o'  chiels  are  whiles  in  want, 
While  coofs  on  countless  thousands  rant, 

And  ken  na  how  to  wair't : 
But,  Davie,  lad,  ne'er  fash  your  head, 

Tho'  we  hae  little  gear, 
We're  fit  to  win  our  daily  bread, 
As  lang's  we're  hale  and  fier: 
"Mair  speer  na',  nor  fear  na,"1 

Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  feg, 
The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't, 
Is  only  but  to  beg. 

To  lie  in  kilns  and  barns  at  e'en, 
When  banes  are  craz'd  and  bluid  is  thin, 

Is,  doubtless,  great  distress ! 
Yet  then  content  could  make  us  blest; 
Ev'n  then,  sometimes  we'd  snatch  a  taste 

Of  truest  happiness. 
The  honest  heart  that's  free  frae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile, 
However  fortune  kick  the  ba', 
Has  aye  some  cause  to  smile: 
And  mind  still,  you'll  find  still, 

A  comfort  this  nae  sma'; 
Nae  mair  then,  we'll  care  then, 
Nae  farther  can  we  fa'. 

What  tho',  like  commoners  of  air, 
We  wander  out,  we  know  not  where, 

But  either  house  or  hall  ? 
Yet  nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  woods, 
The  sweeping  vales,  and  foaming  floods, 

Are  free  alike  to  all. 
In  days  when  daisies  deck  the  ground, 

And  blackbirds  whistle  clear, 
With  honest  joy  our  hearts  will  bound, 
To  see  the  coming  year : 

On  braes  when  we  please,  then, 

Well  sit  an'  sowth  a  tune; 
Syne  rhyme  till't,  we'll  tune  till't, 
And  sing't  when  we  hae  done. 

It's  no  in  titles  nor  in  rank, 

It's  no  hi  wealth  like  Lon'on  bank, 

To  purchase  peace  and  rest; 
It's  no  in  makin'  muckle  mair: 
It's  no  hi  books;  it's  no  in  lear, 

To  make  us  truly  blest : 
If  happiness  hae  not  her  seat 

And  centre  in  the  breast, 
We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great, 

But  never  can  be  blest; 

1  Kamsay.]— B. 


Nae  treasures,  nor  pleasures, 
Could  make  us  happy  lang; 

The  heart  aye's  the  part  aye, 
That  makes  us  right  or  wrang. 

Think  ye,  that  sic  as  you  and  I, 

Wha  drudge  and  drive  thro'  wet  and  dry, 

Wi'  never-ceasing  toil; 
Think  ye,  are  we  less  blest  than  they, 
Wha  scarcely  tent  us  hi  then-  way, 

As  hardly  worth  their  while  ? 
Alas !  how  aft  in  haughty  mood, 
God's  creatures  they  oppress  ! 
Or  else,  neglecting  a'  that's  guid, 
They  riot  hi  excess ! 

Baith  careless,  and  fearless 
Of  either  heav'n  or  hell ! 
Esteeming,  and  deeming 
It  a'  an  idle  tale ! 

Then  let  us  cheerfu'  acquiesce ; 
Nor  make  our  scanty  pleasures  less, 

By  pining  at  our  state; 
And,  even  should  misfortunes  come, 
I,  here  wha  sit,  hae  met  wi'  some, 

An's  thankfu'  for  them  yet. 
They  gie  the  wit  of  age  to  youth ; 

They  let  us  ken  oursel' : 
They  make  us  see  the  naked  truth, 
The  real  guid  and  ill. 
Tho'  losses,  and  crosses, 

Be  lessons  right  severe, 
There's  wit  there,  yell  get  there, 
Yell  find  nae  other  where.* 

But  tent  me,  Davie,  ace  o'  hearts ! 

(To  say  aught  less  wad  wrang  the  cartes, 

And  flatt'ry  I  detest,) 
This  life  has  joys  for  you  and  I ; 
And  joys  that  riches  ne'er  could  buy ; 

And  joys  the  very  best. 
There's  a'  the  pleasures  o'  the  heart, 

The  lover  an'  the  frien'; 
Ye  hae  your  Meg,  your  dearest  part, 
And  I  my  darling  Jean! 
It  warms  me,  it  charms  me, 

To  mention  but  her  name: 
It  heats  me,  it  beats  me, 
And  sets  me  a'  on  flame ! 

O,  all  ye  powers  who  rule  above ! 
O  Thou,  whose  very  self  art  love ! 

Thou  know'st  my  words  sincere ! 
The  life-blood  streaming  thro'  my  heart, 
Or  my  more  dear,  immortal  part, 

Is  not  more  fondly  dear ! 


2  '  Burns,'  says  Professor  Walker,  'in  this  stanzadescribesthe 
advantage  to  be  derived  from  adversity  with  the  facility  of  a 
practised  versifier,  and  with  a  philosophy  worthy  of  Epictetus. 
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When  heart-corroding  care  and  grief 

Deprive  my  soul  of  rest, 
Her  dear  idea  brings  relief 
And  solace  to  my  breast. 
Thou  Being,  All-seeing, 

O  hear  my  fervent  pray'r; 
Still  take  her,  and  make  her, 
Thy  most  peculiar  care ! 

All  hail,  ye  tender  feelings  dear ! 
The  smile  of  love,  the  friendly  tear, 

The  sympathetic  glow; 
Long  since,  this  world's  thorny  ways 
Had  numbered  out  my  weary  days, 

Had  it  not  been  for  you ! 
Fate  still  has  bless'd  me  with  a  friend, 

In  every  care  and  ill  j 
Arid  oft  a  more  endearing  baud, 
A  tie  more  tender  still. 
It  lightens,  it  brightens, 
The  tenebrific  scene, 
To  meet  with,  and  greet  with 
My  Davie  or  my  Jean. 

O,  how  that  name  inspires  my  style ! 
The  words  come  skelpin,  rank  and  file, 

Amaist  before  I  ken ! 
The  ready  measure  rins  as  fine, 
As  Phoebus  and  the  famous  Nine 

Were  glowrin  owre  my  pen. 
My  spaviet  Pegasus  will  limp, 

Till  ance  he's  fairly  het ; 
And  then  hell  hilch,  and  stilt,  and  jump 
An'  rin  an  unco  fit : 

But  lest  then,  the  beast  then, 
Should  rue  this  hasty  ride, 
111  light  now,  and  dight  now 
His  sweaty  wizen'd  hide.1 


THE  AULD  FARMER'S 

NEW-YEAR  MORNING  SALUTATION  TO  HIS 

Sulfc  fHare  jHagtjir. 

ON  GIVING  HER  THE  ACCUSTOMED  RIPP  OP   CORN    TO   HANSEL  IN 
THE  NEW  TEAR. 

A  QUID  New-year  I  wish  thee,  Maggie ! 
Hae,  there's  a  ripp  to  thy  auld  baggie : 
Tho'  thou's  howe-backit  now,  an'  knaggie, 
I've  seen  the  day, 

1  '  Gilbert  says,  that  among  the  earliett  of  his  poems  was  the 
Epistle  to  Davie,  and  Mr  Walker  believes  that  it  was  written 
very  soon  after  the  death  of  William  Burns.  This  piece  is  in 
the  very  intricate  and  difficult  measure*  of  the  Cherry  and  the 
Sloe ;  and  on  the  whole  the  poet  moves  with  ease  and  grace  in 
liis  very  unnecessary  trammels,  but  young  poets  are  careless  be- 
forehand of  difficulties  which  would  startle  the  experienced ; 
and  great  poets  may  overcome  any  difficulties,  if  they  rnce 
grapple  with  them .  so  that  I  should  rather  ground  my  distrust 
of  Gilbert's  statement,  if  it  must  be  literally  taken,  on  the  cele- 
bration of  Jean  with  which  the  epistle  terminates :  and  after 


Thou  could  hae  gaen  like  ony  staggie 
Out-owre  the  lay. 

Tho*  now  thou's  dowie,  stiff,  an'  crazy, 
An'  thy  auld  hide's  as  white's  a  daisy, 
I've  seen  thee  dappl't,  sleek,  and  glairie, 

A  bonnie  gray; 
He  should  been  tight  that  daur't  to  raize  thee, 

Ance  in  a  day. 

Thou  ance  was  i*  the  foremost  rank, 
A  filly  buirdly,  steeve,  an'  swank, 
An'  set  weel  down  a  shapely  shank, 

As  e'er  tread  yird; 
An*  could  hae  flown  out-ower  a  stank, 

Like  ony  bird. 

It's  now  some  nine  an*  twenty  year, 
Sin'  thou  was  my  guid-father's  mere; 
He  gied  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear, 

An'  fifty  mark; 
Tho'  it  was  sma',  'twas  weel-won  gear, 

An'  thou  was  stark. 

When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  my  Jenny, 
Ye  then  was  trottin*  wi'  your  minnie: 
Tho'  ye  was  trickie,  slee,  an'  funnie, 

Ye  ne'er  was  donsie; 
But  hamely,  tawie,  quiet,  an*  cannie, 

An'  unco  sonsie. 

That  day,  ye  pranc'd  wi'  muckle  pride, 
When  ye  bure  home  my  bonnie  bride; 
An'  sweet,  an'  gracefu'  she  did  ride, 

Wi'  maiden  air ! 
Kyle  Stewart  I  could  bragged  wide, 

For  sic  a  pair. 

Tho'  now  ye  dow  but  hoyte  an'  hobble, 
An'  wintle  like  a  saumont-coble, 
That  day  ye  was  a  jinker  noble, 

For  heels  an*  win* ! 
An'  ran  them  till  they  a'  did  wauble, 

Far,  far  behin'. 

When  thou  an'  I  were  young  an'  skeigh, 
An*  stable-meals  at  fairs  were  dreigh, 
How  thou  wad  prance,  an'  snore,  an"  skreigh, 
An*  tak  the  road  ! 


all  she  is  celebrated  in  the  concluding  stanzas,  which  may  have 
eon  added  some  time  after  the  first  draught.  The  gloomy 

circumstances  of  the  poet's  personal  condition  as  described  in 
tils  piece  were  common,  it  cannot  be  doubted,  to  all  the  years 
f  his  youthful  history ;  so  that  no  particular  date  is  to  be  founded 
n  these,  and  if  this  was  the  first,  certainly  it  was  not  the  last. 

occasion  on  which  Burns  exercised  his  fancy  in  the  colouring  of 
lie  very  worst  issue  that  could  attend  a  life  of  youthful  toil.'— 
.  O.  I. CKIIAR r. 

Burns'  epistles  to  his  friend  are  admirable,  whether  for  the 
ouches  of  satire,  the  painting  of  character,  or  the  sincerity  of 
riend-hip  they  display.    Those  to  Captain  Grose  and  to  Davie, 
brother  poet,  are  among  the  best :— they  are  "  the  true  ] 
nd  sublime  of  human  life." ' — HAZLITT. 


7 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


Town's  bodies  ran,  and  stood  abeigh, 

An'  ca't  thee  mad. 

When  thou  was  corn't,  an'  I  was  mellow, 
We  took  the  road  aye  like  a  swallow; 
At  brooses  thou  had  ne'er  a  fellow, 

For  pith  an'  speed ; 
But  ev'ry  tail  thou  pay't  them  hollow, 

Where'er  thou  gaed. 

The  sma',  droop-rumpl't,  hunter  cattle, 
Might  aiblins  waur't  thee  for  a  brattle; 
But  sax  Scotch  miles  thou  try't  their  mettle, 

An'  gar't  them  whaizle : 
Nae  whip  nor  spur,  but  just  a  wattle 

O'  sauch  or  hazel. 

Thou  was  a  noble  fittie-lan', 

As  e'er  hi  tug  or  tow  was  drawn ! 

Aft  thee  an'  I,  in  aught  hours  gaun, 

In  guid  March  weather, 
Hae  turn'd  sax  rood  beside  our  han', 

For  days  thegither. 

Thou  never  braindg't,  an'  fech't,  an'  fliskit, 
But  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  whiskit, 
An'  spread  abread  thy  weel-fill'd  brisket, 

Wi'  pith  an'  power, 
Till  spritty  knowes  wad  rair't  and  risket, 

An'  slypet  owre. 

When  frosts  lay  lang,  an'  snaws  were  deep, 
An'  threaten 'd  labour  back  to  keep, 
I  gied  thy  cog  a  wee  bit  heap 

Aboon  the  timmer; 
I  kenn'd  my  Maggie  wad  na  sleep 

For  that,  or  simmer. 

In  cart  or  car  thou  never  reestit ; 

The  steyest  brae  thou  wad  hae  fac't  it : 

Thou  never  lap,  and  sten't,  and  breastit, 

Then  stood  to  blaw ; 
But  just  thy  step  a  wee  thing  hastit, 

Thou  snoov't  awa. 

My  pleugh  is  now  thy  bairn-time  a': 
Four  gallant  brutes  as  e'er  did  draw : 
Forbye  sax  mae,  I've  sell't  awa, 

That  thou  hast  nurst: 
They  drew  me  thretteen  pund  an'  twa, 

The  vera  warst. 

Monie  a  sair  daurk  we  twa  hae  wrought, 
An'  wi'  the  weary  warl'  fought ! 
An'  monie  an  anxious  day,  I  thought 

We  wad  be  beat ! 
Yet  here  to  crazy  age  we're  brought, 

Wi'  something  yet. 


And  think  na,  my  auld  trusty  servan', 
That  now  perhaps  thou's  less  deservin', 
An'  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  starvin', 

For  my  last  fou, 
A  heapit  stimpart,  I'll  reserve  ane 

Laid  by  for  you. 

We've  worn  to  crazy  years  thegither ; 
We'll  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither; 
Wi'  tentie  care  I'll  flit  thy  tether, 

To  some  hain'd  rig, 
Whare  ye  may  nobly  rax  your  leather, 

Wi'  sma'  fatigue. 


Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  the  pitiless  storm ! 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads,  and  unfed  sides, 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggeduess,  defend  you 

From  seasons  such  as  these  ? 

SHAKESPEARR. 


WHEN  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  doure, 
Sharp  shivers  thro'  the  leafless  bower; 
When  Phoebus  gies  a  short-liv'd  glower 

Far  south  the  lift, 
Dim-dark'ning  thro'  the  flaky  shower, 

Or  whirling  drift:1 

Ae  night  the  storm  the  steeples  rocked, 
Poor  labour  sweet  in  sleep  was  locked, 
While  burns,  wi'  snawy  wreaths  up-chocked, 

Wild-eddying  swirl, 
Or  thro'  the  mining  outlet  booked, 

Down  headlong  hurl.8 

List'ning,  the  doors  an'  winnocks  rattle, 
I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle, 
Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  this  brattle 

O'  whiter  war, 
And  thro'  the  drift,  deep-lairing  sprattle, 

Beneath  a  scaur. 


1  '  Who  can  read  these  lines  without  beholding  the  dun  and 
labouring  gloom  with  all  its  adjuncts  before  his  eyes  ?    The  few 
circumstances  exhibited  are  marked  with  a  strength,  and  pre- 
ferred with  a  judgment  which  rouse  the  activity  of  the  mind, 
and  introduce  whatever  association  can  supply." — PROFESSOR 
WALKER. 

2  '  Wide  o'er  the  brim  with  many  a  torrent  swell'd 

And  the  mix'd  ruin  of  its  banks  o'erspread 
At  last  the  housed-up  river  pours  along : 
Resistless,  roaring,  dreadful,  down  it  comes 
From  the  rude  mountain  and  the  mossy  wild 
Tumbling  o'er  rocks  abrupt  and  sounding  far ; 
Then  o'er  the  sanded  valley  floating  spreads 
Calm,  sluggish,  silent :  till  again  constrained 
Between  two  meeting  hills  it  bursts  away 
Where  rocks  and  woods  o'erhang  the  turbid  stream ; 
There  gathering  triple  force,  rapid  and  deep 
It  boils,  and  wheels,  and  foams,  and  thunders  through.' 
THOMSON'S  WINTKR, 
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Ek  Lapping  bird,  wee,  helpless  thing, 
That,  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring, 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing, 

What  comes  o'  thee  ? 
Wharc  wilt  thou  cower  thy  cluttering  wing, 

An'  close  thy  e'e  ?l 

Ev'n  you  on  murcTring  errants  toil'd, 
Lone  from  your  savage  homes  exil'd, 
The  blood-stain 'd  roost,  and  sheep-cote  spoil'd 

My  heart  forgets, 
While  pitiless  the  tempest  wild 

Sore  on  you  beats.* 

Now  Phoebe,  in  her  midnight  reign, 
Dark  muffl'd,  view'd  the  dreary  plain; 
Still  crowding  thoughts,  a  pensive  train, 

Rose  in  my  soul, 
When  on  my  ear  this  plaintive  strain, 

Slow,  solemn,  stole: — 

"  Blow,  blow,  ye  winds,  with  heavier  gust ! 
And  freeze,  thou  bitter-biting  frost ! 
Descend,  ye  chilly,  smothering  snows ! 
Not  all  your  rage,  as  now  united,  shows 
More  hard  unkindness,  unrelenting, 
Vengeful  malice  unrepenting, 
Than  heav'n-illumin'd  man  on  brother  man  be- 
stows! 

See  stern  oppression's  iron  gripe, 
Or  mad  ambition's  gory  hand, 
Sending,  like  blood-hounds  from  the  slip, 

Woe,  want,  and  murder  o'er  a  land ! 
Ev'n  in  the  peaceful  rural  vale, 
Truth,  weeping,  tells  the  mournful  tale, 
How  pamper'd  luxury,  flatt'ry  by  her  side, 
The  parasite  empoisoning  her  ear, 
With  all  the  servile  wretches  in  the  rear, 
Looks  o'er  proud  property,  extended  wide; 
And  eyes  the  simple  rustic  hind, 

Whose  toil  upholds  the  glittering  show, 
A  creature  of  another  kind, 
Some  coarser  substance  unrefin'd, 
Plac'd  for  her  lordly  use  thus  far,  thus  vile  be- 
low; 


Where,  where  is  love's  fond,  tender  tliroo, 
With  lordly  honour's  lofty  brow, 

The  powers  you  proudly  own  ? 
la  there,  beneath  love's  noble  name, 
Can  harbour,  dark,  the  selfish  aim, 

To  bless  himself  alone ! 
Mark  maiden-innocence  a  prey 

To  love-pretending  snares, 
This  boasted  honour  turns  away, 
Shunning  soft  pity's  rising  sway, 
Regardless  of  the  tears,  and  unavailing  pray'rs! 
Perhaps,  this  hour,  in  inis'ry's  squalid  nest, 
She  strains  your  infant  to  her  joyless  breast, 
And  with  a  mother's  fears  shrinks  at  the  rock- 
ing blast ! 

"  Oh  ye !  who  sunk  in  beds  of  down, 
Feel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create, 
Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  fate, 
Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown ! 
Ill-satisfy'd  keen  nature's  clam'rous  call, 
Stretch'd  on  his  straw  he  lays  himself  to 

sleep, 

While  thro'  the  ragged  roof  and  chinky  wall, 
Chill  o'er  his  slumbers  piles  the  drifty  heap ; 
Think  on  the  dungeon's  grim  confine, 
Where  guilt  and  poor  misfortune  pine  1 
Guilt,  erring  man,  relenting  view ! 
But  shall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
The  wretch,  already  crushed  low 
By  cruel  fortune's  undeserved  blow  ? 
Affliction's  sons  are  brothers  hi  distress, 
A  brother  to  relieve,  how  exquisite  the  bliss." 

I  heard  nae  man*,  for  Chanticleer 

Shook  off  the  pouthery  snaw, 
And  hail'd  the  morning  with  a  cheer, 

A  cottage-rousing  craw. 

But  deep  this  truth  impress 'd  my  mind — 

Thro*  all  his  works  abroad, 
The  heart,  benevolent  and  kind, 

The  most  resembles  God.8 


1  'Not  man  only,  but  all  that  environs  man  in  the  material  and 

moral  universe.is  lovely  in  his  sight:  the  "hoary  ha  wthorn,"tlie 

"troop  of  gray  plover,"  the  "solitary  curlew,"  are  all  dear  to 

uim;  all  live  in  this  earth  along  with  him,  and  to  nil  he  is  knit  in 

mysterious  brotherhood.     How  touching  is  it,  for  instance,  that 

amidst  the  gloom  of  personal  misery,  brooding  over  the  wintry 

desolation  without  him  aud  within  him,  he  thinks  of  the  "ourie  j  we  might  conceive  the  two  different  portions  of  this  poem  to  be 

rattle  "  and  "  silly  sheep  "  and  their  sufferings  in  the  pitiless  j  the  work  of  different  authors,  or  of  the  same  author  at  hours 

when  the  tide  of  inspiration  had  risen  to  very  unequal  height*. 
Other  writers  are  no  doubt  liable  to  similar  inequalities  ;  bat 
in  Burns  they  were  greater  from  the  superior  vehemence  and 
proportional  remission  of  feeling  under  the  pressure  of  which 


and  the  carrion-crow,  and  to  acknowledge  that  their  voracious 
cruelty  has  been  more  than  expiated  by  the  merciless  lash  of 
the  elements.' — PROFESSOR  WALKBB. 

3  '  The  "Winter  Night "  setsout  with  description  very  power- 
fully executed,  and  in  language  decidedly  Scotch,  but  it  pauet 
abruptly  to  English,  and  in  my  apprehension,  to  a  tone  mure 
nearly  within  the  compass  of  an  ordinary  poet.  On  this  point 
it  is  with  great  diffidence  I  allow  my  judgment  to  disagree 
with  that  of  Dr  Currie;  yet  it  has  always  appeared  to  me  that 


storm.  •  *  *  The  tenant  of  the  mean  hut,  with  its  ragged  roof 
and  clunky  wall,  has  a  heart  to  pity  even  these  !  This  is  worth 
several  homilies  on  mercy:  for  it  is  the  voice  of  mercy  herself.' — 
THOMAS  CARLYLR. 

2  '  The  poet  often  touches  a  new  string  with  a  pathos  which 
instantly  awakens  a  corresponding  tone  in  the  heart  of  his  reader. 
Thus,  in  his  Winter  Night  he  continues,  by  a  masterly  descrip- 
tion  of  its  severity,  to  lead  as  gradually  on  from  the  sufferings  of 
the  innocent  songsters  to  commiserate  those  even  of  the  kite 


he  was  urged  to  composition.  When  a  subject  ceased  to  interest 
him  strongly,  it  was  abandoned  for  a  new  one  which  poasened 
this  power  ;  and  when  lie  did  not  write  with  all  the  rivMa  w« 
anitni,  he  was  apt  to  let  the  vigour  of  his  conceptions  relax  wiUi 
the  vivacity  of  his  emotions.'—  PROFESSOR  WALKER. 
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Clje  pott's  m&£eltomt  to  fjts  Illegitimate  <JTf)inj. 


Tiiou's  welcome,  wean !  mishanter  fa'  me, 
If  aught  of  thee,  or  of  thy  mammy, 
Shall  ever  danton  me,  or  awe  me, 

My  sweet  wee  lady, 
Or  if  I  blush  when  thou  shalt  ca'  me 

Tit-ta  or  daddy. 

Wee  image  of  my  bonnie  Betty, 
I  fatherly  will  kiss  and  daut  thee, 
As  dear  and  near  my  heart  I  set  thee 

Wi'  as  guid  will, 
As  a'  the  priests  had  seen  me  get  thee, 

That's  out  o'  h-11. 

What  tho'  they  ca'  me  fornicator, 
And  tease  my  name  in  kintra  clatter : 
The  mair  they  talk  I'm  kent  the  better, 

E'en  let  them  clash; 
An  auld  wife's  tongue's  a  feckless  matter 

To  gie  ane  fash. 

Sweet  fruit  o'  monie  a  merry  dint, 

My  funny  toil  is  now  a'  tint, 

Sin'  thou  came  to  the  warld  asklent, 

Which  fools  may  scoff  at; 
In  my  last  plack  thy  part's  be  in't — 

The  better  half  o't. 

And  if  thou  be  what  I  wad  hae  thee, 
And  tak'  the  counsel  I  shall  gie  thee, 
A  lovin'  father  I'll  be  to  thee, 

If  thou  be  spar'd: 
Thro'  a'  thy  childish  years  111  e'e  thee, 

And  think't  weel  ward. 

Gude  grant  that  thou  may  aye  inherit 
Thy  mither's  person,  grace,  and  merit, 
And  thy  poor  wortldess  daddy's  spirit, 

Without  his  failins, 
'Twill  please  me  mair  to  hear  and  see't, 

Than  stockit  mailins. 


(Ppistle  to  Jofjn  Ivinftinr, 

[OF  ADAM-HILL,  NEAR  TARBOLTON.] 

ENCLOSING    SOME   POEMS. 

O  ROUGH,  rude,  ready-witted,  Rankine, 
The  wale  o'  cocks  for  fun  and  driiikin' ! 
There's  mony  godly  folks  are  thinkin' 

Your  dreams l  an'  tricks 


1  A  certain  humorous  dream  of  his  was  then  making  a  noise 
in  the  country-side.]— B. 


Will  send  you,  Korah-like,  a-sinkin', 

Straught  to  auld  Nick's. 

Ye  hae  sae  monie  cracks  an'  cants, 
And  in  your  wicked  drucken  rants, 
Ye  mak'  a  devil  o'  the  saunts, 

An'  fill  them  fou ; 
And  then  their  failings,  flaws,  an'  wants, 

Are  a'  seen  thro*. 

Hypocrisy,  in  mercy  spare  it ! 
That  holy  robe,  O  dinna  tear  it ! 
Spare't  for  their  sakes  wha  aften  wear  it, 

The  lads  in  black! 
But  your  curst  wit,  when  it  comes  near  it, 

Rives  't  aif  their  back. 

Think,  wicked  shiner,  wha  ye're  skaithing, 
It's  just  the  Blue-gown  badge  an'  claithing2 
O'  saunts;  tak'  that,  ye  lea'e  them  naething 

To  ken  them  by, 
Frae  ony  unregenerate  heathen 

Like  you  or  I. 

I've  sent  you  here  some  rhyming  ware, 
A'  that  I  bargain'd  for  an'  mair; 
Sae,  when  ye  hae  an  hour  to  spare, 

I  will  expect 
You  sang,8  yell  sen't  wi'  cannie  care, 

And  no  neglect. 

2  The  Blue-gown  belongs  to  a  privileged  order  of  Scottish 
mendicants  now  almost  extinct.    They  derive  their  name  from 
the  colour  of  the  habit  which  they  wear,  and  with  which  they 
were  wont  to  be  supplied  by  the  kings  of  Scotland,  in  confor- 
mity, it  is  said,  with  an  ordinance  of  the  Catholic  Church.    On 
the  annual  return  of  the  royal  birth-day— for  the  fading  sem- 
blance of  the  practice  is  still  continued — each  bedesman  re- 
ceives, in  addition  to  the  cloak  or  gown  of  light  blue  coarse 
cloth,  a  badge  and  a  leathern  purse,  containing  as  many  shillings 
Scots  (pennies  Sterling),  as  the   Sovereign  is  years  old.    The 
badge  confers  on  them  the  general  privilege  of  wandering  over 
Scotland,  in  pursuit  of  their  calling,  in  despite  of  all  laws 
against  mendicity.     Every  reader  will  at  once  recal  to  mind,  as 
a  favourable  specimen  of  the  class,  the  Edie  Ochiltree  of  Scott. 
Burns  seems  to  have  looked  forward  with  a  gloomy  and  al- 
most misanthropic  feeling,  to   closing  his  own  career  in  the 
character  of  a  beggar.    Thusin  his  '  Epistle  to  Davie,'  after  a  re- 
flection on  the  inequality  with  which  the  gifts  of  fortune  are 
shared,  and  a  boast  of  their  power  to  earn  by  labour  their  daily 
bread,  he  remarks : — * 

' The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't, 
Is  only  but  to  beg.' 

Th?  alternative  is,  however,  by  no  means  a  pleasant  one : — 
*  To  lie  in  kilns  and  barns  at  e'en, 
When  banes  are  crazed  and  bluid  is  thin, 

I*  doubtless  great  distress !' 

Yet  even  then,  blessed  with  contentment,  and  with  minds  free 
from  fraud  or  guile,  happiness  would  be  within  their  reach,  and 
they  could  wander  abroad  and  survey  the  beauties  of  nature 
and  solace  themselves  for  the  hardships  of  a  mendicant's  life,  by 
the  exercise  of  their  poetic  talent 

At  a  later  period  of  his  life,  Burns  had  not  got  altogethei 

quit  of  such  darkening  anticipations.    In  his  "  Dedication  to 

Gavin  Hamilton,"  after  boasting  of  the  independence  which  hit 

ability  to  plough  conferred,  and  his  consequent  want  of  necessity 

for  cringing  to  the  great  for  the  means  of  subsistence,  he  says 

'  And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig, 

The  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  beg  !' 

3  A  song  he  had  promised  the  Author.")  — B. 


10 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


Tho'  faith,  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  sing ! 
My  muse  dow  scarcely  spread  her  wing ! 
I've  play'd  mysel'  a  bonnie  spring, 

An'  danc'd  my  fill ! 
I'd  better  gane  an'  sair'd  the  king, 

At  Bunker's  Hill. 

'Twas  ae  night  lately  in  my  fun, 

I  gaed  a  roving  wi'  the  gun, 

An'  brought  a  paitrick  to  the  grun', 

A  bonnie  heu, 
And,  as  the  twilight  was  begun, 

Thought  nane  wad  ken. 


The  poor  wee  tiling  was  little  hurt; 

I  straikit  it  a  wee  for  sport, 

Ne'er  thinkin'  they  wad  fash  me  for't ; 

But,  deil-ma-care ! 
Somebody  tells  the  poacher-court 

The  hale  affair. 

Some  auld  us'd  hands  had  ta'cii  a  note, 
That  sic  a  hen  had  got  a  shot  ; 
I  was  suspected  for  the  plot ; 

I  scorn'd  to  lie ; 
So  gat  the  whissle  o'  my  groat, 

An'  pay't  the  fee. 

But,  by  my  gun,  o'  guns  the  wale, 
An'  by  my  pouther  an'  my  hail, 
An'  by  my  hen,  an'  by  her  tail, 

I  vow  an'  swear! 
The  game  shall  pay  o'er  moor  an'  dale, 

For  this,  niest  year. 

As  soon's  the  clockin-time  is  by, 
An'  the  wee  pouts  begun  to  cry, 
L — d,  I'se  hae  sportin'  by  an'  by, 

For  my  gowd  guinea: 
Tho'  I  should  herd  the  buckskin  kye 

For't  in  Virginia. 

Trowth,  they  had  muckle  for  to  blame! 
'Twas  neither  broken  wing  nor  limb, 
But  twa-three  draps  about  the.wame 

Scarce  thro'  the  feathers ; 
An'  baith  a  yellow  George  to  claim, 

An'  thole  their  blethers ! 

It  pit»me  aye  as  mad's  a  hare; 

So  I  can  rhyme  nor  write  nae  mair; 

But  pennyworths  again  is  fair, 

When  time's  expedient : 
Meanwhile  I  am,  respected  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient. 


Dratf)  anil  Dr  i&orntioofe. 


A  T«U8   8TOHY. 

SOME  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end, 
And  some  great  lies  were  never  penn'd, 
Ev'n  ministers,  they  hae  been  kenn'd 

In  holy  rapture, 
A  rousing  whid  at  times,  to  vend, ' 

And  nail't  wi'  scriptura 

But  this  that  I  am  gaun  to  tell, 
Which  lately  on  a  night  befel, 
Is  just  as  true's  the  Deil's  in  h-11 

Or  Dublin  city: 
That  e'er  he  nearer  comes  oursel* 

'S  a  muckle  pity. 

The  clachan  yill  had  made  me  canty, 

I  was  na  fou,  but  just  had  plenty ; 

I  stacher'd  whyles,  but  yet  took  tent  aye 

To  free  the  ditches; 
An'  hillocks,  stanes,  an'  bushes,  kenn'd  aye 

Frae  ghaists  an'  witches. 

The  rising  moon  began  to  glower 
The  distant  Cumnock  hills  out-owrc: 
To  count  her  horns,  wi'  a'  my  power, 

I  set  mysel' ; 
But  whether  she  had  three  or  four, 

I  cou'd  na  tell.* 

I  was  come  round  about  tlie  hill, 
And  toddlin'  down  on  Willie's  mill, 
Setting  my  staff  wi'  a'  my  skill, 

To  keep  me  sicker: 
Tho'  leeward  whyles,  against  my  will, 

I  took  a  bicker. 

1  there  wi'  Something  did  forgather, 
That  put  me  in  an  e'erie  swither; 
In  awfu'  scythe,  out-owre  ae  shouther, 

Clear-dangling,  hang; 
A  three-tae'd  leister  on  the  ither 

Lay,  large  an'  lang.* 


1  Second  edition,  "Great  UPS  and  nonsense  baith  to  rend." 

2  '  His  brother  can  set  me  right,  if  I  am  mistaken,  when  I  ex. 
press  B  belief,  that,  at  the  time  when  he  wrote  his  story  of  "Death 
and  Dr  Hornbook,"  he  had  very  rarely  been  Intoxicated,  or, 
perhaps,  even  much  exhilarated  by  liquor.     Yet  how  happily 
does  he  lead  his  reader  into  that  track  of  sensations '  and  with 
what  lively  humour  does  he  describe  the  disorder  of  his  sen:*-* 
and  the  confusion  of  his  understanding  put  to  test,  by  a  deli- 
berate attempt  to  count  the  horns  of  the  moon — 

"  But  whether  she  had  tliroc  or  four. 
He  cou'd  na  tell." 

Behold,  a  sudden  apparition  disperses  this  disorder,  and  in  n 
moment  chills  him  into  possession  of  himself!  Coming  upon 
no  more  important  mission  than  the  grisly  phantom  was 
charged  with,  what  mode  of  introduction  could  have  born 
more  efficient  and  appropriate  ?'—  WORDSWORTH. 

3  This  rencounter  happened  in  soed-tline.  178.V]— B. 
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Its  stature  seem'd  lang  Scotch  ells  twa, 
The  queerest  shape  that  e'er  I  saw, 
For  fient  a  wame  it  had  ava ! 

And  then,  its  shanks, 
They  were  as  thin,  as  sharp  an'  sma' 

As  cheeks  o'  branks. 

"Guid-een,"   quo'   I;    "Friend!    hae    ye    been 

mawin', 

When  ither  folk  are  busy  sawin'  ?'51 
It  seem'd  to  mak'  a  kind  o'  stan', 

But  naething  spak'; 
At  length,  says  I,  "  Friend,  whare  ye  gaun, 

Will  ye  go  back?" 

It  spak  right  howe, — "  My  name  is  Death, 
But  be  na  fley'd." — Quoth  I,  «  Guid  faith, 
Ye 're  maybe  come  to  stap  my  breath ; 

But  tent  me,  billie : 
I  red  ye  weel,  tak'  care  o'  skaith, 

See,  there's  a  gully!" 

"  Gudeman,"  quo'  he,  "  put  up  your  whittle, 
I'm  no  design'd  to  try  its  mettle; 
But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kittle 

To  be  mislear'd, 
I  wad  na  mind  it,  no,  that  spittle 

Out-owre  my  beard. 

"  Weel,  weel!"  says  I,  "a  bargain  be't; 
Come,  gies  your  hand,  an'  sae  we're  gree't ; 
We'll  ease  our  shanks  an'  tak'  a  seat, 

Come,  gies  your  news! 
This  while  ye  hae  been  mony  a  gate 

At  mony  a  house."8 

"  Ay,  ay!"  quo'  he,  an'  shook  his  head, 
"  It's  e'en  a  lang,  lang  time  indeed 
Sin'  I  began  to  nick  the  thread, 

An'  choke  the  breath : 
Folk  maun  do  something  for  their  bread, 

An'  sae  maun  Death. 

"  Sax  thousand  years  are  near  hand  fled 
Sin'  I  was  to  the  hutching  bred, 

1  '  The  humour  of  Burns  was  original  and  successful.     He 
lind  a  strong  propensity,  to  view  under  a  ludicrous  aspect,  sub- 
jects which  he  thought  zeal  or  superstition  had  invested  with 
unnecessary  or  questionable  sanctity.    When  beating  for  game, 
he  delighted  to  push  to  the  very  confines  of  propriety,  and  to 
sport  on  the  debatable  line  between  sacred  and  profane.     He 
was  indeed  scarcely  excelled  by  Lucian  himself,  in  that  species 
of  humour  which  is  produced  by  debasing  objects  of  the  most 
serious  and  solemn  magnitude,  to  the  level  of  easy  and  indif- 
ferent familiarity.    In  the  verses  on  Dr  Hornbook,  where  the 
poet  relates  his  interview  and  social  chat  with  Death,  whose 
bony  figure  is  drawn  with  equal  drollery  and  correctness,  how 
is  the  scythe  of  that  dreaded  being  stript  of  its  terror,  when  it 
only  serves  to  suggest  this  homely  and  neighbourly  address.*— 
PROFESSOR  WALKER. 

2  An  epidemical  fever  was  then  raging  in  that  country.] 


An'  mony  a  scheme  in  vain's  been  laid, 

To  stap  or  scaur  me; 

Till  ane  Hornbook's3  ta'en  up  the  trade, 

An',  faith,  he'll  waur  mo 

"  Ye  ken  Jock  Hornbook  i'  the  clachan, 
Deil  mak'  his  king's-hood  in  a  spleuchan ! 
He's  grown  sae  well  acquaint  wi'  Buchan4 

An'  ither  chaps, 
The  weans  haud  out  their  fingers  laughin' 

And  pouk  my  hips. 

"  See,  here's  a  scythe,  and  there's  a  dart, 
They  hae  pierc'd  mony  a  gallant  heart ; 
But  Doctor  Hornbook,  wi'  his  art, 

And  cursed  skill, 
Has  made  them  baith  no  worth  a , 

Damn'd  haet  they'll  kill 

"  'Twas  but  yestreen,  nae  farther  gaen, 

I  threw  a  noble  throw  at  ane ; 

Wi'  less,  I'm  sure,  I've  hundreds  slain ; 

But  deil-ma-care ! 
It  just  play'd  dirl  on  the  bane, 

But  did  nae  mair. 

"  Hornbook  was  by,  wi'  ready  art, 
And  had  sae  fortified  the  part, 
That  when  I  looked  to  my  dart, 

It  was  sae  blunt, 
Fient  haet  o't  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heart 

Of  a  kail-runt. 

"  I  drew  my  scythe  in  sic  a  fury, 
I  nearhand  cowpit  wi'  my  hurry, 
But  yet  the  bauld  apothecary 

Withstood  the  shock ; 
I  might  as  weel  hae  tried  a  quarry 

O'  hard  whin  rock. 

"  Ev'n  them  he  canna  get  attended, 
Altho'  their  face  he  ne'er  had  kend  it, 
Just in  a  kail-blade,  and  send  it, 

As  soon's  he  smells't, 
Baith  their  disease,  and  what  will  mend  it, 

At  once  he  tells't. 

"  And  then  a'  doctors'  saws  and  whittles, 
Of  a'  dimensions,  shapes,  an'  mettles, 
A'  kinds  o'  boxes,  mugs,  an'  bottles, 

He's  sure  to  hae; 
Their  Latin  names  as  fast  he  rattles 

As  A  B  C. 
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3  This  gentleman,  Dr  Hornbook,  is,  professionally,  a  brotherof 
the  Sovereign  Order  of  the  Ferula;  but,  by  intuition  and  inspi- 
ration, is  at  once  an  Apothecary,  Surgeon,  and  Physician.] 
— B. 

4  Buchan's  Domestic  Medicine.] — B. 
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v>     "  Calces  o'  fossils,  earths,  and  trees; 
True  sal-maririum  o'  the  seas ; 
The  farina  of  beans  and  pease, 

He  has't  in  plenty ; 
Aqua-fortis,  what  you  please, 

He  can  content  ye. 

"  Forbye  some  new,  uncommon  weapons, 

Urinus  spiritus  of  capons; 

Or  mite-horn  shavings,  filings,  scrapings, 

Distill'd  per  se; 
Sal-alkali  o'  midge-tail-clippings, 

And  mouy  mae." 

"  Waes  me  for  Johnny  Ged's  Hole1  now," 

Quo'  I,  "  if  that  thae  news  be  true ! 

His  braw  calf -ward  whare  gowans  grew, 

Sae  white  and  bonuie, 
Nae  doubt  they'll  rive  it  wi'  the  plew ; 

They'll  rum  Johnnie !" 

The  creature  grain'd  an  eldritch  laugh, 
And  says,  "  Ye  need  na  yoke  the  pleugh, 
Kirkyards  will  soon  be  till'd  eneugh, 

Tak'  ye  nae  fear: 
They'll  a'  be  trench'd  wi'  mony  a  sheugh 

In  twa-three  year. 

"  Whare  I  kill'd  ane  a  fair  strae-death, 
By  loss  o'  blood  or  want  o'  breath, 
This  night  I'm  free  to  tak'  my  aith, 

That  Hornbook's  skill 
Has  clad  a  score  i'  their  last  claith, 

By  drap  and  pill. 

"  An  honest  wabster  to  his  trade, 

Whase  wife's  twa  nieves  were  scarce  weel  bred, 

Gat  tippence-worth  to  mend  her  head, 

When  it  was  sair; 
The  wife  slade  cannie  to  her  bed, 

But  ne'er  spak  mair. 

"  A  countra  laird  had  ta'en  the  batts, 
Or  some  curmurring  in  his  guts, 
His  only  son  for  Hornbook  sets, 

An'  pays  him  well. 
The  lad,  for  twa  guid  gimmer  pets, 

Was  laird  himseT. 

"  A  bonnie  lass,  ye  kenn'd  her  name, 
Some  ill-brewn  drink  had  hov'd  her  wame : 
She  trusts  hersel',  to  hide  the  shame, 

In  Hornbook's  care ; 
Horn  sent  her  aff  to  her  langhame, 

To  hide  it  there. 


I  The  grare-digger.]— B. 


"  That's  just  a  swatch  o'  Hornbook's  way; 
Thus  goes  he  on  from  day  to  day, 
Thus  does  he  poison,  kill,  an*  slay, 

An's  weel  paid  for't ; 
Yet  stops  me  o*  my  lawfu'  prey, 

Wi*  his  damn'd  dirt. 

"  But,  hark!  Ill  tell  you  of  a  plot, 
Tho'  dinna  ye  be  speaking  o't; 
I'll  nail  the  self-conceited  sot, 

As  dead's  a  herrin': 
Niest  time  we  meet,  111  wad  a  groat, 

He  gets  hia  fairin'!" 

But  just  as  he  began  to  tell, 

The  auld  kirk-hammer  strak'  the  bell 

Some  wee  short  hour  ayont  the  twal, 

Which  rais'd  us  baith : 
I  took  the  way  that  pleas'd  myseT, 

And  sae  did  Death.3 


2  '  Death  and  Dr  Hornbook,  though  not  published  in  the  Kil- 
roarnock  edition,  was  produced  early  in  the  year  1785.  [John 
Wilson]  the  schoolmaster  of  Tarbolton  parish,  to  eke  up  the 
scanty  subsistence  allowed  to  that  useful  class  of  men,  bad  set 
up  a  shop  of  grocery  goods.  Having  accidentally  fallen  in  with 
some  medical  books,  and  become  most  hobby-horsically  attached 
to  the  study  of  medicine,  he  had  added  the  sale  of  a  few  medi- 
cines to  his  little  trade.  He  had  got  a  shop-bill  printed,  at  Uie 
bottom  of  which,  overlooking  his  own  incapacity,  he  had  ad- 
vertised, that  advice  would  be  given  in  "  Common  disorders  at 
the  shop  gratis."  Robert  was  at  a  mason- meeting  in  Tarbol- 
t«»n,  when  the  Dominie  unfortunately  made  too  ostentatious  a 
display  of  his  medical  skill.  As  he  parted  in  the  evening  from 
this  mixture  of  pedantry  and  physic,  at  the  place  where  he  de- 
scribes his  meeting  with  Death,  one  of  those  floating  ideas  of 
apparition  he  mentions  in  his  letter  to  Dr  Moore,  crossed  his 
mind:  this  set  him  to  work  for  the  rest  of  his  way  home. 
These  circumstances  he  related,  when  he  repeated  the  verse* 
to  me  next  afternoon  as  I  was  holding  the  plough,  and  he  was 
letting  the  water  off  the  field  beside  me.'— GILBERT  BURNS. 

•  It  may  be  mentioned,  that  Wilson  was  not  merely  compelled 
to  shut  up  shop  as  an  apothecary,  or  druggist  rather,  by  the 
satire  which  bears  his  name,  but  so  irresistible  was  the  tide  of 
ridicule,  that  his  pupils,  one  by  one,  deserted  him,  and  he  aban  • 
doned  his  schoolcraft  also.  Removing  to  Glasgow,  and  turning 
himself  successfully  to  commercial  pursuits,  Dr  Hornbook  sur- 
vived the  local  storm,  which  he  could  not  eflectually  withstand, 
and  was  often  heard  in  his  latter  days,  when  waxing  cheerful 
and  communicative  over  a  bowl  of  punch  "  in  the  Saltmarket." 
to  bless  the  lucky  hour  in  which  the  dominie  of  Tarbolton  pro- 
voked the  castigation  of  Robert  Burns.'— I.OCKBABT. 

Mr  Lockliart's  statement  here  is  not  strictly  accurate,  though 
in  its  spirit  it  U  essentially  true.  Wilson,  on  removing  to  Glas- 
gow, did  not  betake  himself  to  commercial  pursuits,  but  con- 
tinued his  old  profession  of  schoolmaster.  He  first  taught  in 
the  High  Street,  having  succeeded  there  to  a  school  kept,  we 
believe,  by  Mr  Meikleham,  before  that  gentleman  obtained  the 
professorship  of  natural  philosophy  in  the  university  of  Glas- 
gow. He  afterwards  (somewhere  about  the  year  1807)  wa» 
fortunate  enough  to  be  elected  session-clerk  to  the  Gorbals. 
which  office  he  held  up  to  the  period  of  his  death  in  1839.  At 
the  time  when  Dr  Hornbook  obtained  the  session-clerkship,  the 
Gorbals  formed  but  a  small  suburb  of  Glasgow,  with  a  popula- 
tion of  perhaps  eight  or  ten  thousand.  It  has  since  then— in  « 
period  of  about  thirty  years— increased  with  a  rapidity  scarcely 
to  be  equalled  even  in  the  New  World,  and  now  forms  a  large, 
important,  and  beautiful  section  of  the  western  metropolis, 
with  a  population  of  some  seventy  or  eighty  thousand  souls ! 
The  emoluments  of  a  Gorbals  session-clerk  in  Wilson'*  time 
were  entirely  dependent  on  the  registration  of  births  and  mar- 
riages, and  great,  therefore,  was  his  good  fortune  in  obtaining 
a  situation  where  births  and  roerrtage*  were  so  marvellously 
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THE   HOLY  TUILZIE.l 

O  A'  ye  pious  godly  flocks, 
\Veel  fed  on  pastures  orthodox, 
Wha  now  will  keep  you  frae  the  fox, 

Or  worrying  tykes, 
Or  wha  will  tent  the  waifs  and  crocks, 

About  the  dykes  ? 


on  the  increase.  The  office,  in  short,  which  in  1807  only  pro- 
duced a  moderate  income,  speedily  rose  to  be  a  lucrative  one, 
and  was  every  year,  while  Wilson  retained  it,  on  the  increase. 
It  is  no  longer  held,  we  believe,  on  the  old  terms. 

In  connection  with  his  session-clerkship,  Wilson  kept  a  school 
in  the  Gorbals,  where  he  taught  the  common  brandies  of  edu- 
cation. The  writer  of  this  note  had  the — shall  we  say  honour, 
or  felicity,  or  both  ?— of  being  taught  to  write  and  cast  accounts 
by  the  far-famed  Dr  Hornbook.  He  was,  as  we  remember  him, 
a  decent,  dumpy  elderly  gentleman,  dressed  in  black,  with  just 
enough  of  corpulency  to  give  him  'a  presence,'  and  a  pair  of 
stout  little  legs,  iuclinedto  the  crooked,the  attractions  of  which 
were  fully  developed  through  the  medium  of  black  tights  and 
black  silk  stockings.  He  wore  a  brown  wig,  took  snuff  largely, 
and  had  a  look  of  great  complacency.  He  was  a  good  teacher, 
and  in  general  of  easy  temper,  though  subject  to  gusts  of  pas- 
sion. He  was  extremely  partial  to  the  girls  in  the  school,  and 
often  for  days  devoted  almost  exclusively  his  attention  to  them, 
much  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  boys.  In  arithmetic,  decimals 
were  his  hobby :  fractions  he  despised :  every  thing  should  be 
done  by  decimals.  In  decimals  he  felt  that  his  strength  lay. 
After  succeeding  in  solving  an  intricate  account,  he  would  take 
a  large  snuff,  and,  with  a  soft  sigh,  say,  '  There !— I'm  thinking 
that  would  fash  twa-three  on  the  ither  side  o'  the  water  that 
keep  up  grand  academies !'  Self-complacency,  indeed— for  it 
scarcely  amounted  to  self-conceit—was  his  most  prominent 
failing.  Every  thing  in  his  school  was  the  best,  and  his  way  of 
doing  every  thing  was  the  best.  This  failing  was  aggravated  by 
his  parsimony,  of  which  he  got  the  name.  His  scholars  must  all 
buy  their  paper  and  pens  from  him:— there  were  no  copy-books 
at  all  to  be  compared  to  hig  copy-books — >no  quills  ever  to  be 
mentioned  in  the  same  breath  with  hits  pinions!  If  a  scholar 
ventured  to  bring  quills  of  his  own  from  his  father's  counting- 
house,  with  what  gusto  did  he  split  them  up  and  hew  them 
down,  muttering  all  the  while,  '  Trash !  trash  !' 

The  self-complacency  of  the  Gorbals  session-clerk  we  can 
very  well  believe  to  have  been  just  a  modification,  brought 
about  by  years,  of  the  self-conceit  of  the  Tarbolton  dominie 
which  provoked  the  satire  of  Burns.  Wilson  has  been  heard 
to  say, '  I  have  often  wondered  what  set  Robert  Burns  upon 
me,  for  we  were  aye  on  the  best  of  terms.'  But  with  all  its 
severity,  the  satire  is  levelled  only  at  the  presumption  of  Wilson 
in  affecting  a  knowledge  of  medicine,  and  it  is  quite  possible 
that  the  poet  might  laugh  at  that,  and  yet  hold  the  dominie  in 
considerable  esteem. 

The  boys  in  the  school  knew  that  people  called  their  master 
'  Dr  Hornbook,'  although  they  did  not  very  well  understand 
the  reason.  On  one  occasion  only  did  we  hear  the  name  used 
in  his  presence.  He  had  come  behind  a  boy  who  was  trifling, 
and  pulled  his  ears.  The  boy,  a  resolute  and  stubborn  one, 
turned  about,  and  said,  '  What's  that  for,  you — you — DOCTOK 
HORNBOOK  ! !'  Upon  which  Hornbook  struck  him  a  blow  on 
the  head  with  a  ruler,  so  violent  that  the  boy  fell  insensible  on 
the  floor.  He  speedily  recovered,  but  from  that  day  never  re- 
turned to  the  school. 

1  At  the  time  at  which  "The  Twa  Herds"  was  composed — 
to  use  the  words  of  Burns— "polemical  divinity  was  putting 
the  country  half  mad."  The  parties  in  the  controversy  then 
carried  on  regarding  the  comparative  efficacy  of  faith  arid 
works,  were  designated  by  the  names  of  old  and  new  light. 
Burns,  partly  from  education,  and  from  his  connection  with 
Gavin  Hamilton,  who  took  a  prominent  part  in  the  contro- 
versy, and  who  from  certain  singularities  in  walk  and  conver- 
sation, had  drawn  upon  himself  the  anathema  of  his  parish  mi- 
nister, Mr  Auld,  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  old  light  party,  and 


The  twa  best  herds  in  a'  the  wast. 
That  e'er  gae  gospel  horn  a  blast, 
These  five  and  twenty  simmers  past, 

O!  doolto  tell, 
Ha'e  had  a  bitter  black  out-cast, 

Atween  themsel'. 

O  Moodie,2  man,  and  wordy  Russell,3 

How  could  you  raise  so  vile  a  bustle, 

Ye '11  see  how  New-Light  herds  will  whistle, 

And  think  it  fine ! 
The  Lord's  cause  ne'er  gat  sic  a  twistle, 

Sin'  I  ha'e  min'. 

O,  Sirs !  whae'er  wad  ha'e  expeckit, 

Your  duty  ye  wad  sae  negleckit, 

Ye  wha  were  ne'er  by  lairds  respeckit, 

To  wear  the  plaid, 
But  by  the  brutes  themselves  eleckit, 

To  be  their  guide. 


partly,  it  may  be  supposed,  from  still  smarting  under  the  "re. 
buke"  of  the  same  reverend  divine,  attached  himself  with  all 
the  recklessness  of  a  partizan  to  the  party  of  new  light  contro- 
versialists. A  personal  quarrel  between  Mr  Moodie,  minister 
of  Riccarton,  and  Mr  Russell,  assistant  in  Kilmarnock  parish, 
both  enjoying-  the  benefit  of  the  old  light,  afforded  too  favour- 
able an  opportunity  for  the  exercise  of  his  talent  for  satire — in 
which  he  had  already  discovered  the  secret  of  his  power — to  be 
allowed  to  escape.  The  biographers  of  Burns,  however,  differ 
in  their  statements  of  the  ground  of  controversy,  which  re- 
sulted in  the  quarrel,  celebrated  in  the  Twa  Herds  Lockhart 
represents  it  as  proceeding  from  a  misunderstanding  concern- 
ing parish  boundaries;  and  as  taking  place  in  the  Presbytery  of 
Kilmarnock  in  open  court,  to  which  the  announcement  of  the 
discussion  had  drawn  a  multitude  of  the  country-people,  and 
Burns  among  the  rest.  "  The  reverend  divines,"  he  continues, 
"hitherto  sworn  friends  and  associates,  lost  all  command  of 
temper,  and  abused  each  other  coram  populo,  with  a  fiery  viru- 
lence of  personal  invective,  such  as  has  long  been  banished 
from  all  popular  assemblies  wherein  the  laws  of  courtesy  are 
enforced  by  those  of  a  certain  unwritten  code."  Allan  Cun- 
ninghame,  on  the  other  hand,  represents  the  quarrel  as  having 
taken  place,  in  consequence  of  a  controversy  on  Effectual  Call- 
ing, in  which  thi-  parties  engaged  on  their  way  home  from  the 
Monday  sermon  of  a  sacrament ;  and  minutely  details  the  par- 
ticulars of  the  tuilzie.  The  matter  is  of  no  great  consequence. 
The  ninth  stanza  of  the  poem  seems  to  incline  the  weight  of 
evidence  in  favour  of  the  first  account.  Besides,  had  the  par- 
ties been  really  guilty  of  coming  to  blows,  all  mention  of  such 
a  circumstance  would  scarce  have  been  omitted  from  the  poem 
—  presenting,  as  it  would  have  done,  so  muih  broader  a  mark 
for  the  shafts  of  the  poet's  satire. 

Burns'  own  note  supplies  all  the  other  information  regarding 
the  poem  which  can  be  desired.  "  The  first  of  my  poetic  off- 
spring that  saw  the  light,"  says  he,  in  a  letter  to  Dr  Moore, 
"  was  a  burlesque  lamentation  on  a  quarrel  between  two  re- 
verend Calvinists,  both  of  them  dram'itis  persona  in  my  '  Holy 
Fair.'  I  had  a  notion  myself  that  the  piece  had  some  merit; 
but,  to  prevent  the  worst,  I  gave  a  copy  of  it  to  a  friend  who 
was  very  fond  of  such  things,  and  told  him  I  could  not  guess 
who  was  the  author  of  it,  but  that  1  thought  it  pretty  clever. 
With  a  certain  description  of  the  clergy,  as  well  as  laity,  it  met 
with  a  roar  of  applause.  '  Holy  Willie's  Prayer'  next  made 
its  appearance,  and  alarmed  the  kirk-session  so  much,  that 
they  held  several  meetings,  to  look  over  their  spiritual  artil- 
lery, if  haply  any  of  it  might  be  pointed  against  profane  rhy- 
mers." 

It  may  be  added  to  all  this,  that  the  law  of  church-patronage 
also  formed  a  fruitful  subject  of  discuss  on  and  dissension 
among  the  old  and  new  light  controversialists. 

2  Minister  of  Riccarton. 

3  Assistant  to  the  minister  of  Kilmarnock,  afterwards  mi- 
nister of  Stirling. 
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What  flock  wi'  Moodie's  flock  could  rank, 
Sae  hale  and  hearty  every  shank ! 
Nae  poison'd  sour  Arminian  stank, 

He  let  them  taste, 
Frae  Calvin's  well,  aye  clear,  they  drank, — 

O  sic  a  feast! 

The  thummart,  wil'-cat,  brock  and  tod, 
Weel  kenn'd  his  voice  thro'  a'  the  wood, 
He  smelt  their  ilka  hole  and  road, 

Baith  out  and  in, 
And  weel  he  lik'd  to  shed  their  bluid, 

And  sell  their  skin. 

What  herd  like  Russell  tell'd  his  tale? 
His  voice  was  heard  thro'  muir  and  dale, 
He  kenn'd  the  Lord's  sheep,  ilka  tail, 

O'er  a'  the  height, 
And  saw  gin  they  were  sick  or  hale, 

At  the  first  sight. 

He  fine  a  mangy  sheep  could  scrub, 

Or  nobly  fling  the  gospel  club, 

And  New-Light  herds  could  nicely  drub, 

Or  pay  their  skin, 
Could  shake  them  o'er  the  burning  dub ; 

Or  heave  them  in. 

Sic  twa-— O!  do  I  live  to  see't — 
Sic  famous  twa  should  disagreet, 
An'  names,  like  "  villain,  hypocrite," 

Ilk  ither  gi'en, 
While  New-Light  herds  wi'  laughiu'  spite, 

Say  neither's  liein'! 

A'  ye  wha  tent  the  gospel  fauld, 

There's  Duncan,1  deep,  and  Peebles,2  shaul, 

But  chiefly  thou,  apostle  Auld,3 

We  trust  in  thee, 
That  thou  wilt  work  them,  het  and  cauld, 

Till  they  agree. 

Consider,  Sirs,  how  we're  beset, 
There's  scarce  a  new  herd  that  we  get, 
But  comes  frae  'mang  that  cursed  set, 

I  winna  name : 
I  hope  frae  heav'n  to  see  them  yet 

In  fiery  flame. 

Dalrymple4  has  been  lang  our  fae, 
M'Gill5  has  wrought  us  meikle  wae, 


1  Dr  Robert  Duncan,  minister  of  Dundonnld. 

•2  Rev.  William  Peebles,  of  Newton-upon-Ayr.  He  was 
given  to  verse-making,  and  figures  both  in  'The  Holy  Fair' 
and  '  The  Kirk's  Alarm.* 

3  Rev.  William  Auld,  minister  of  Mauchline. 

4  Rev.  Dr  Dalrymple,  one  of  the  ministers  of  Ayr.    He  died 
in  1814. 

5  Rev.  William  M'Gffl,  colleague  of  Dr  Dalrymple. 


And  that  curs'd  rascal  ca'd  M'Quhae, 6 

And  baith  the  Shaws,7 

That  aft  ha'e  made  us  black  and  blae, 

Wi'  vengefu'  paws. 

Auld  Wodrow8  lang  has  hatch'd  mischief, 
We  thought  aye  death  wad  bring  relief, 
But  he  has  gotten,  to  our  grief, 

Ane  to  succeed  him, 
A  duel  whall  soundly  buff  our  beef; 

I  meikle  dread  him. 

And  mony  a  ane  that  I  could  tell, 
Wha  fain  would  openly  rebel, 
Forby  turn-coats  amang  oursel', 

There  Smith  for  ane, 
I  doubt  he's  but  a  grey-nick  quill, 

And  that  yell  fin'. 

O !  a'  ye  flocks,  o'er  a'  the  hills, 

By  mosses,  meadows,  moors,  and  fells, 

Come  join  your  counsel  and  your  skills, 

To  cowe  the  lairds, 
And  get  the  brutes  the  power  themselves, 

To  choose  their  herds. 

Then  Orthodoxy  yet  may  prance, 
And  Learning  in  a  woody  dance, 
And  that  fell  cur  ca'd  Common  Sense,9 

That  bites  sae  sair, 
Be  banish'd  o'er  the  sea  to  France : 

Let  him  bark  there. 

Then  Shaw's  and  Dalrymple's  eloquence, 
M'Gill's  close  nervous  excellence, 
M'Quhae 's  pathetic  manly  sense, 

And  guid  M'Math, 
Wi'  Smith,  wha  thro'  the  heart  can  glance, 

May  a'  pack  aff. 


O  THOU,  wha  in  the  heavens  dost  dwell, 
Wha,  as  it  pleases  best  thysel', 
Sends  ane  to  heaven  and  ten  to  hell, 

A'  for  thy  glory, 
And  no  for  ony  guid  or  ill 

They've  done  afore  thee ! 


6  Minister  of  St  Quivox. 

7  Dr  Andrew  Shaw  of  Craigie,  and  Dr  David  Shaw  of  CoyJ- 
ton. 

8  Dr  Peter  Wodrow  of  Tarbolton.    The  successor  alluded 
to  in  the  verse  was  M'Math. 

9  A  pamphlet  with  this  signature  had  recently  appeared,  imd 
attracted  some  notice. 

10  Holy  Willie's  prayer,  which  Sir  Walter  Scott  characterize* 
as  'a  piece  of  satire,  inor»  exquisitely  severe  than  any  which 
Burns  afterwards  wrote/  was  composed  to  aid  Gavin  Hamil- 
ton in  his  controversy  with  the  old  light  functionaries  of  •  Dud- 
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I  bless  and  praise  tliy  matcliless  might, 
Whan  thousands  thou  hast  left  in  night, 
That  I  am  here  afore  thy  sight, 

For  gifts  and  grace, 
A  burnin'  and  a  shinin'  light, 

To  a'  this  place. 

What  was  I,  or  my  generation, 
That  I  should  get  sic  exaltation, 
1  wha  deserve  sic  just  damnation, 

For  broken  laws, 
Five  thousand  years  'fore  my  creation, 

Thro'  Adam's  cause. 

When  frae  my  mither's  womb  I  fell, 
Thou  might  ha'e  plung'd  me  into  hell, 
To  gnash  my  gums,  to  weep  and  wail, 

In  burnin'  lake, 
Whare  damned  devils  roar  and  yell, 

Chaiu'd  to  a  stake. 

Yet  I  am  here,  a  chosen  sample, 

To  show  thy  grace  is  great  and  ample; 

I'm  here  a  pillar  in  thy  temple, 

Strong  as  a  rock, 
A  guide,  a  buckler,  an'  example 

To  a'  thy  flock. 

O  Lord,  thou  kens  what  zeal  I  bear, 
When  drinkers  drink,  and  swearers  swear, 
And  singin'  there,  and  danein'  here, 

Wi'  great  an'  sma'; 
For  I  am  keepit  by  thy  fear, 

Free  frae  them  a'. 

But  yet,  O  L — d!  confess  I  must, 
At  times  I'm  fash'd  wi'  fleshly  lust, 
And  sometimes  too,  wi'  warldly  trust, 
Vile  self  gets  in; 


die  AuldV  session.  The  dispute  between  Mr  Hamilton  and 
the  session  seems  to  have  originated  in  a  question  about  the 
amount  of  poor  rates.  Both  parties  assumed  high  grounds : 
Mr  Hamilton  absented  himself  from  church,  and  the  session 
summoned  him  before  them  to  account  for  his  absence.  Other 
charges  were  soon  added.  He  was  accused  of  setting  out  on  a 
journey  on  Sunday— of  neglecting  the  duty  of  family-worship 
— and  of  writing  an  abusive  letter  to  the  session.  When  the 
case  was  brought  before  the  synod,  Mr  Aiken,  a  gentleman  pos- 
sessed of  distinguished  elocutionary  powers,  appeared  for  Mr 
Hamilton,  and  that  court  finding  the  case  brought  forward, 
more  for  the  gratification  of  the  malicious  feelings  of  individual 
members  of  tlie  session  than  from  any  motive  of  duty,  stopped 
the  proceedings,  and  ordered  the  charges  to  be  expunged  from 
the  session  records.  The  hero  of  the  poem,  by  name  William 
Fisher,  was  a  leading  member  of  the  Mauchline  session,  and  in 
spite  of  his  sanctimonious  pretensions,  was  rather  more  inqui- 
sitive in  the  examination  of  female  transgressors,  than  seemed 
altogether  decorous  to  his  brethren.  He  scrupled  not,  more- 
over, to  'get  fou'  when  the  liquor  did  not  flow  at  his  own 
cost ;  and  to  crown  all,  it  was  alleged,  that  he  made  free  with 
the  money  of  the  poor.  '  His  end.'  says  Allan  Cunninghame, 
to  whom  we  are  indebted  for  most  of  these  particulars,  '  was 
any  thing  but  godly;  he  drank  more  than  was  proper;  and 
during  one  of  his  visits  to  Mauchline,  was  found  dead  in  a  ditch 
on  his  way  to  his  own  house." 


But  thou  remembers  we  are  dust, 
Defil'd  in  sin. 

O  L — d!  yestreen,  thou  kens,  wi'  Meg, — 

Thy  pardon  I  sincerely  beg, 

O !  may't  ne'er  be  a  livin'  plague 

To  my  dishonour, 
And  I'll  ne'er  lift  a  lawless  leg 

Again  upon  her. 

Besides,  I  farther  maun  avow, 

Wi'  Leezie's  lass,  three  times  I  trow; 

But  L — d,  that  Friday  I  was  fou, 

When  I  came  near  her; 
Or  else,  thou  kens,  thy  servant  true 

Wad  ne'er  hae  steer'd  her 

Maybe  thou  lets  this  fleshly  thorn 
Beset  thy  servant  e'en  and  morn, 
Lest  he  owre  high  and  proud  should  turn, 

'Cause  he's  sae  gifted  ; 
If  sae,  thy  han'  maun  e'en  be  borne, 

Until  thou  lift  it. 

L — d,  blest  thy  chosen  in  this  place, 

For  here  thou  hast  a  chosen  race ; 

But  G — d  confound  their  stubborn  face, 

And  blast  their  name, 
Wha  bring  thy  elders  to  disgrace, 

And  public  shame. 

L — d,  mind  Gawn  Hamilton's  deserts, 

He  drinks,  and  swears,  and  plays  at  cartes, 

Yet  has  sae  monie  takin'  arts, 

Wi'  grit  and  sma', 
Frae  G — d's  ain  priests  the  people's  hearts 

He  steals  awa'. 

And  whan  we  chasten'd  him  therefore, 
Thou  kens  how  he  bred  sic  a  splore, 
As  set  the  warld  in  a  roar 

O'  laughin'  at  us; 
Curse  thou  his  basket  and  his  store, 

Kail  and  potatoes. 

L — d,  hear  my  earnest  cry  and  prayer, 

Against  that  presbyt'ry  of  Ayr; 

Thy  strong  right  hand,  L — d,  mak'  it  bare, 

Upo'  their  heads, 
L — d,  weigh  it  down,  and  dinna  spare, 

For  their  misdeeds. 

O  L — d  my  G — d,  that  glib-tongu'd  Aiken, 
My  very  heart  and  saul  are  quakin', 
To  think  how  we  stood  groanin',  shakin', 

And  swat  wi'  dread, 
Wliile  Auld  wi'  hingin'  lip  gaed  snakin', 

And  hid  his  head. 
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L — d,  in  the  day  of  vengeance  try  him, 
L — d,  visit  them  wha  did  employ  him, 
And  pass  not  in  thy  merey  by  'em, 

Nor  hear  their  prayer; 
But  for  thy  people's  sake  destroy  'em, 

And  dinna  spare. 

But,  L — d,  remember  me  and  mine 
Wi'  mercies  temp'ral  and  divine, 
That  I  for  gear  and  grace  may  shine, 

ExcelTd  by  nane, 
And  a'  the  glory  shall  be  thine, 

Amen,  Amen ! 


<£pitap!i  on  I^olj? 


HERE  Holy  Willie's  sair  worn  clay 

Taks  up  its  last  abode; 
His  saul  has  ta'en  some  other  way, 

I  fear  the  left  hand  road. 

Stop!  there  he  is,  as  sure's  a  gun, 

Poor  silly  body,  see  him  ; 
Nae  wonder  he's  as  black's  the  grun,  — 

Observe  wha's  standing  wi'  him! 

Your  brunstane  devilship,  I  see, 
Has  got  him  there  before  ye  ; 

But  haud  your  nine-tail  cat  a  wee, 
Till  ance  ye've  heard  my  story. 

Your  pity  I  will  not  implore, 

For  pity  ye  hae  nane; 
Justice,  alas  !  has  gi'en  him  o'er, 

And  mercy's  day  is  gane. 

But  hear  me,  sir,  Deil  as  ye  are, 
Look  something  to  your  credit; 

A  coof  like  him  would  stain  your  name, 
If  it  were  kent  ye  did  it. 


Clje 
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A  robe  of  seeming  truth  and  trust 

Hid  crafty  observation ; 
And  secret  hunsr,  with  pnison'd  crust, 

The  dirk  of  Defamation  : 
A  mask  that  like  the  gorget  show'd. 

Dye-varying  on  the  pigeon ; 
And  for  a  mantle  large  and  broad. 

He  wrapt  him  in  Religion. 

HYPOCBISY  A-LA-MOOF 


Urojr  a  simmer  Sunday  morn, 
When  Nature's  face  is  fair, 


I  walked  forth  to  view  the  com, 

An'  snuff  the  caller  air. 
The  rising  sun  owre  Galston  muir*, 

Wi'  glorious  light  was  glintin'; 
The  hares  were  hirpliiT  down  the  furs, 

The  lav'rocks  they  were  chautin' 

Fu'  sweet  that  day.1 

As  lightsomely  I  glowr'd  abroad, 

To  see  a  scene  sac  gay, 
Three  hizzies,  early  at  the  road, 

Cam'  skclpin'  up  the  way; 
Twa  had  manteeles  o'  dolefu'  black, 

But  ane  wi'  lyart  lining ; 
The  third,  that  gaed  a  wee  a-back, 

Was  in  the  fashion  shining 

Fu'  gay  that  day. 

The  twa  appear'd  like  sisters  twin, 

In  feature,  form,  an'  claes ; 
Their  visage,  wither'd,  lang,  an'  thin, 

An'  sour  as  ony  slaes : 
The  third  cam'  up,  hap-step-an'-lowp, 

As  light  as  ony  lambie, 
An'  wi'  a  curchic  low  did  stoop, 

As  soon  as  e'er  she  saw  me, 

Fu'  kind  that  day. 

Wi'  bonnet  aff,  quoth  I,  "  Sweet  lass, 

I  think  ye  seem  to  ken  me; 
I'm  sure  I've  seen  that  bonnie  face, 

But  yet  I  canna  name  ye." 
Quo'  she,  an'  laughin'  as  she  spak, 

An'  taks  me  by  the  hauns, 
"  Ye,  for  my  sake,  ha'e  gi'en  the  feck 

Of  a'  the  ten  commauns 

A  screed  some  day. 

"  My  name  is  Fun — your  cronie  clear, 

The  nearest  friend  ye  ha'e; 
An'  this  is  Superstition  here, 

An'  that's  Hypocrisy. 
I'm  gaun  to  Mauchline  Holy  Fair,3 

To  spend  an  hour  in  daffin' : 
Gin  yell  go  there,  yon  runkl'd  pair, 

We  will  get  famous  laughin' 

At  them  this  day." 


1  •  Though  the  lofty  and  energetic  spirit  of  Burns  appears  to 
have  delighted  more  in  the,  sublime  than  in  the  beautiful,  yet 
in  his  delineations  of  softer  and  brighter  scenery  we  shall  easily 
discover  the  pencil  of  genius. — In  the  above  description  of  a 
summon  morning,  only  three  images  are  introduced,  yet  more 
are  not  required  to  place  the  render  \vliere  the  poet  was  placed 
when  he  wrote.     Thomson  gives  a  description  of  a  summer 
morning  enriched  with  details,  and  embellished  with  splendid 
elaboration,  yet  it  presents  (at  least   to  my  mind,)  nothing 
which  does  not  offer  itself  as  a  natural  accompaniment  to  the 
ttonographic  sketch,  if  I  mny  nse  the  metaphor,  thrown  off  by 
his  countryman  with  such  rapid  facility.'— PRO FF.SSOR  WALKER. 

2  Holy  Fair  is  a  common  phrase  in  the  West  of  Scotland  for 
n  Sacramental  occasion.] — B. 
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Quoth  I,  "  With  a'  my  heart,  111  do't: 

I'll  get  my  Sunday's  sark  on, 
An'  meet  you  on  the  holy  spot ; 

Faith,  we'se  hae  fine  remarkin' !" 
Then  I  gaed  hame  at  crowdic-time, 

An'  soon  I  made  me  ready; 
For  roads  were  clad,  frae  side  to  side, 

WF  monie  a  wearie  body, 

In  droves  that  day. 

Here,  farmers  gash,  in  ridin'  graith, 

Gaed  hoddin'  by  their  cotters; 
There,  swankies  young,  in  braw  braid-claith, 

Are  springin'  owre  the  gutters. 
The  lasses,  skelpin'  barefit,  thrang, 

In  silks  an'  scarlets  glitter; 
Wi'  sweet-milk  cheese,  in  monie  a  whang, 

An'  farls,  bak'd  wi'  butter, 

Fu'  crump  that  day. 

When  by  the  plate  we  set  our  nose, 

Weel  heaped  up  wi'  ha'pence, 
A  greedy  glowr  black  bonnet  throws, 

An'  we  maun  draw  our  tippence. 
Then  in  we  go  to  see  the  show, 

On  ev'ry  side  they're  gath'rin', 
Some  carrying  dails,  some  chairs  an'  stools, 

An'  some  are  busy  bleth'rin' 

Right  loud  that  day. 

Here  stands  a  shed  to  fend  the  showers, 

An'  screen  our  countra  gentry, 
There,  racer  Jess1  an'  twa- three  wh-res, 

Are  blinkin'  at  the  entry. 
Here  sits  a  raw  of  tittlin'  jauds, 

Wi'  heaving  breast  an'  bare  neck, 
An'  there  a  batch  o'  wabster  lads, 

Blackguarding  frae  Kilmarnock, 

For  fun  this  day. 

Here,  some  are  thinkin'  on  their  sins, 

An'  some  upo'  their  claes; 
Ane  curses  feet  that  fyl'd  his  shins, 

Anither  sighs  an'  prays : 
On  this  hand  sits  a  chosen  swatch, 

Wi'  screw'd-up  grace-proud  faces; 
On  that,  a  set  o'  chaps  at  watch, 

Thrang  winkin'  on  the  lasses 

To  chairs  that  day. 

O  happy  is  that  man,  an'  blest ! 

Nae  wonder  that  it  pride  him ! 
Whase  ain  dear  lass,  that  he  likes  best, 

Comes  clinkin'  down  beside  him  ! 


1  Racer  Jess  had  the  honour  of  being  related  by  immediate 
descent  to  the  Poosie  Nansie  of  the  Jolly  Beggars.  She  was, 
in  short,  her  daughter,  and  received  her  nickname  from  her 
pedestrian  powers,  having  sometimes  ran  long  races  for  wagers. 
She  died  at  Mauuhline  in  1818. 


Wi'  arm  repos'd  on  the  chair  back, 
He  sweetly  does  compose  him ; 

Which,  by  degrees,  slips  round  her  neck, 
An's  loof  upon  her  bosom, 

Unkenn'd  that  day. 

Now  a'  the  congregation  o'er, 

Is  silent  expectation; 
For  Moodie2  speels  the  holy  door, 

Wi'  tidings  o'  damnation;3 
Should  Hornie,  as  in  ancient  days, 

'Mang  sons  o'  God  present  him, 
The  vera  sight  o'  Moodie's  face, 

To's  ain  het  hame  had  sent  him 

Wi'  fright  that  day. 

Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o'  faith, 

Wi'  rattlin'  an'  wi'  thumpin' ! 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath, 

He's  stampin'  an'  he's  jumpin' ! 
His  lengthen'd  chin,  his  turn'd-up  snout, 

His  eldritch  squeel  and  gestures. 
Oh  how  they  fire  the  heart  devout, 

Like  cantharidian  plasters, 

On  sic  a  day ! 

But,  hark  !  the  tent  has  chang'd  its  voice; 

There's  peace  an'  rest  nae  langer; 
For  a'  the  real  judges  rise, 

They  canna  sit  for  anger. 
Smith4  opens  out  his  cauld  harangues, 

On  practice  and  on  morals, 
An'  aff  the  godly  pour  in  thrangs, 

To  gi'e  the  jars  an'  barrels 

A  lift  that  day. 

What  signifies  his  barren  shine 
Of  moral  powers  and  reason  ? 

His  English  style,  an'  gesture  fine, 
Are  a'  clean  out  o'  season. 

Like  Socrates  or  Antonine, 
Or  some  auld  pagan  heathen, 


2  Moodie,  minister  of  Riccarton,  who  figures  in  the  Twa 
Herds  and  the  Kirk's  Alarm. 

3  'When  the  second  edition  of  his  poems  was  passing  through 
the  press,  Burns  was  favoured  with  many  critical  suggestions 
and  amendments,  to  one  of  which  only  he  attended.  Blair  read- 
ing over  with  him  or  hearing  him  recite,  (which  he  delighted 
at  all  times  in  doing,)  his  Holy  Fair,  stopped  him  at  this  line, 
which  originally  stood.  "  wi'  tidings  o'  salvation."    Nay,  said 
the  Doctor,  read  damnation.     Burns  improved  the  wit  of  the 
verse,  undoubtedly,  by  adopting  the  emendation ;  but  he  gave 
another  strange  specimen  of  want  of  tact,  when  he  insisted 
that  Dr  Blair,  one  of  the  most  scrupulous  observers  of  clerical 
propriety,  should  permit  him  to  acknowledge  the  obligation  in 
a  note.'— J.  G.  LOCKHAKT. 

4  George   Smith,  minister  of   Galston,  who  figures  in  the 
Kirk's  Alarm,  by  the  name  of  Irvingside.    Burns  in  this  in- 
stance meant  to  be  complimentary  to  Smith  as  a  preacher  o( 
good  sense,  but  Smith,  it  seems,  resented  the  compliment,  and 
hence  he  is  spoken  of  in  a  different  style  in  the  Kirk's  Alarm. 
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Leeze  me  on  drink !  it  gi'cs  us  mair 
Then  either  school  or  college: 

It  kindles  wit,  it  waukens  lair, 
It  pangs  us  fu'  o'  knowledge. 

Be't  whisky  gill,  or  penny  wheep, 
Or  ony  stronger  potion, 


1  Peebles,  minister  of  Newton-upon-Ayr,  noticed  in  the  T\va 
Herds.-  See  Note. 

2  Some  commentators  suppose,  that  there  is  here  a  local  al- 
lusion to  Dr  Mackenzie,  then  of  Mauchline,  who  had  conducted 
B  controversy  under  the  title  of  Common  Sense. 

3  A  street  so  called,  which  faces  the  tent  in  Mauchline.]— B. 

4  The  Rev.  Mr  Miller,  afterwards  minister  of  Kilmaurs. 

5  '  The  devotion  of  the  common  people  on  the  usual  days  of 
worship,  is  as  much  to  be  commended  as  their  conduct  at  the 
sacrament  is  to  be  censured.    It  is  celebrated  but  once  ill  a  year, 
when  there  are  in  some  places  three  thousand  communicants, 
and  as  many  idle  spectators.     Of  the  first,  as  many  as   possible 
crowd  each  side  of  a  long  table,  and  the  elements  are  ruddy 
ehoven  from  one  to  anotlier,  and  in  some  places  before  the  day 
is  at  an  end,  lights  and  other  indecencies  ensue.     It  is  often 
made  a  season  of  debauchery.' — PENNANT'S  Tour  in  Scotland, 
1760. 

We  quote  this  passage  to  show,  that,  in  depicting  the  celebra- 
tion of  the  Sacrament  as  accompanied  by  such  scenes  as  are  des- 
cribed in  'the  Holy  Fair,'  Burns  did  not  so  far  overstrain 
probability,  as  the  modern  reader  is  apt  to  believe.  His  satiric 
•xposure,  on  the  other  hand,  had,  doubtless,  much  effect  in 
putting  a  stop  to  the  abuses  connected  with  th  ,^>  occasions. 


Tlie  moral  man  he  does  define, 
But  ne'er  a  word  o'  faith  in 

That's  right  that  day 

In  guid  time  comes  an  antidote 

Against  sic  poison'd  nostrum; 
For  Peebles, '  frae  the  water-fit, 

Ascends  the  holy  rostrum : 
See,  up  he's  got  the  word  o'  God, 

An*  meek  an'  mim  has  view'd  it, 
While  Common- Sense'-'  has  ta'en  the  road, 

An'  aff,  an'  up  the  Cowgate,3 

Fast,  fast,  that  day. 

Wee  Miller,*  niest,  the  guard  relieves, 

An'  orthodoxy  raibles, 
Tho'  in  his  heart  he  weel  believes, 

An'  thinks  it  auld  wives'  fables: 
But,  faith !  the  birkie  wants  a  manse, 

So,  cannily  he  hums  them ; 
Altho'  liis  carnal  wit  an'  sense 

Like  hafflius-ways  o'ercoines  him 

At  times  that  day. 

Now  butt  an'  ben,  the  change-house  fills, 

Wi'  yill-caup  commentators; 
Here's  crying  out  for  bakes  and  gills, 

An'  there  the  pint  stowp  clatters; 
While  thick  an'  thrang,  an'  loud  an'  lang, 

Wi'  logic  an'  wi'  scripture, 
They  rise  a  din,  that  in  the  end, 

Is  like  to  breed  a  rupture 

O'  wrath  that  day.5 


It  never  fails,  on  drinking  deep, 
To  kittle  up  our  notion 

By  night  or  day. 

The  lads  an'  lasses,  blythely  bout 

To  mind  baith  saul  an'  body, 
Sit  round  the  table,  wcel  content, 

An'  steer  about  the  toddy. 
On  tliis  ane's  dress,  an'  that  ane's  leuk, 

They're  making  observations; 
While  some  are  cozie  i'  the  neuk, 

An'  formin'  assignations 

To  meet  some  day. 

But  now  the  L— d's  ain  trumpet  touts, 

Till  a'  the  hills  are  rairin', 
An'  echoes  back  return  the  shouts: 

Black  Russell6  is  na  spairin': 
His  piercing  words,  like  Higlilan'  swords, 

Divide  the  joints  an'  marrow ; 
His  talk  o'  hell,  whare  devils  dwell, 

Our  vera  sauls  does  harrow" 

Wi'  fright  that  day. 

A  vast,  unbotlom'd,  boundless  pit, 

Fill'd  fu'  o'  lowin'  brunstane, 
Whase  ragin'  flame,  an'  scorchin'  heat, 

Wad  melt  the  hardest  whun-stane ! 
The  half  asleep  start  up  wi'  fear, 

An'  think  they  hear  it  roarin', 
When  presently  it  does  appear, 

'  Twas  but  some  neebor  snoriu' 

Asleep  that  day. 


6  The  Her.  John  Russell,  of  Kilmarnock,  afterwards  of 
Stirling.  He  was  at  one  time  a  schoolmaster  in  Cromarty.  an J 
Mr  Hugh  Miller,  of  that  place,  thus  speaks  of  him :  '  Some 
traits  of  Russell  have  been  preserved.  Burns  seems  to  have 
seized  with  the  felicit y  of  genius  the  ciir-tinrtive  features  of 
his  character.  He  was  a  large,  robust,  dark  complexioned 
roan,  imperturbably  grave,  fierce  of  temper,  and  had  a 
stern  expression  of  countenance.  .  .  .  He  became  popular  as 
a  preacher :  his  manner  was  strong  and  energetic  :  the  severity 
of  his  temper  was  a  sort  of  genius  to  him,  while  he  described, 
as  he  loved  to  do  the  tortures  of  the  wicked  in  a  future  state. 
...  A  native  of  Cromarty,  who  happened  at  that  time  to  be 
in  the  west  of  Scotland,  walked  to  Mauchline  to  hear  his  old 
schoolmaster  preach ; — this  was  about  1792.  There  was  an  ex- 
cellent sermon  to  be  heard  from  t  li-  tent,  nnd  excellent  drink 
to  be  had  from  a  neighbouring  ale-house,  and  between  the  two, 
the  people  seemed  much  divided.  A  young  clergyman  win 
preaching,  and  Russell  was  uigh  him  :  at  every  fresh  movement 
of  the  people,  or  ungodly  burst  of  sound  from  the  ale-house,  the 
latter  would  rauc  himself  on  tip-toe—look  sternly  towards  the 
change-house,  and  then  at  his  younger  brother  in  the  pulpit :  at 
last  his  own  turn  to  preach  arrived — he  sprang  into  the  tent — 
closed  bis  bible— and  wit  limit  psalm  or  prayer  or  other  prelim- 
inary matter,  burst  out  at  once  in  a  passionate  and  eloquent 
address  upon  the  folly  and  sin  which  a  portion  of  the  people 
were  committing.  The  sound  in  the  ale-house  ceased — the  in- 
mates came  out  and  listened  to  the  denunciation,  which  tome 
of  them  remembered  with  a  shudder  in  after-life.  He  lived  to 
a  great  age,  and  was  always  a  dauntless  and  intrepid  old  man.' 
7  Shakspeare's  Hamlet.]— B. 
The  poet  alludes  to  the  lines — 
Looks  it  not  like  the  King  ?  mark  it,  Horatio. 
Moat  like :  it  barrows  me  with  fear  and  wondrr. 


' 
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'Twad  be  owre  lang  a  tale,  to  tell 

How  monie  stories  past, 
An'  how  they  crowded  to  the  yill 

Wlien  they  were  a'  dismist ; 
How  drink  gaed  round,  in  cogs  an'  caups, 

Amang  the  furms  an'  benches ; 
An'  cheese  an'  bread,  frae  women's  laps, 

Was  dealt  about  in  lunches, 

An'  dawds  that  day. 

In  conies  a  gaucie  gash  guidwife, 

An'  sits  down  by  the  fire, 
Syne  draws  her  kebbuck  an'  her  knife; 

The  lasses  they  are  shyer. 
The  auld  guidmen  about  the  grace, 

Frae  side  to  side  they  bother, 
Till  some  ane  by  his  bonnet  lays, 

An'  gi'es  them't  like  a  tether, 

Fu'  lang  that  day. ' 

Waesucks !  for  him  that  gets  nae  lass, 

Or  lasses  that  ha'e  naething  ! 
Sma'  need  has  he  to  say  a  grace, 

Or  melvie  his  braw  claithing  ! 
O  wives !  be  mindfu',  ance  yoursel' 

How  bonnie  lads  ye  wanted, 
An'  dinna,  for  a  kebbuck-heel, 

Let  lasses  be  affronted 

On  sic  a  day. 

Now  CHnkumbell,  wi'  rattlin'  tow, 

Begins  to  jow  an'  croon ; 
Some  swagger  hame  the  best  they  dow, 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  slaps  the  billies  halt  a  blink, 

Till  lasses  strip  their  shoon: 
Wi'  faith  an'  hope,  an'  love  an'  drink, 

They're  a'  in  famous  tune, 

For  crack  that  day. 

How  monie  hearts  this  day  converts 

O'  sinners  and  o'  lasses ! 
Their  hearts  o'  stane,  gin  night,  are  gane 

As  saft  as  ony  flesh  is. 
There's  some  are  fu'  o'  love  divine; 

There's  some  are  fu'  o'  brandy; 
An'  monie  jobs  that  day  begin, 

May  end  in  Houghmagandie 

Some  ither  day. 2 


1  •  The  farcical  scene  the  poet  here  describes,  was  often  a  fa- 
vourite field  for  his  observation,  and  the  most  of  the  incidents 
he  mentions  had  actually  passed  before  his  eyes.' — GILBERT 
BURNS. 

2  '  The  annual  celebration  of  the  sacrament  of  the  Lord's 
supper  in  the  rural  parishes  of  Scotland  has  much  in  it  of  those 
old  popish  festivals,  in  which  superstition,  traffic,  and  amuse- 
ment, are  to  be  found  so  strangely  intermingled.    Burns  saw 
Bnd  seized  in  it  one  of  the  happiest  of  all  subjects  to  afford  scope 
for  the  display  of  that  strong-  and  piercing-  sagacity,  by  which 
he  could  almost  intuitively  distinguish  the  reasonable  from  the 
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AN   OLD   SCOTTISH  BARD. 
APRIL  1st,  1785. 

WHILE  briers  an'  woodbines  budding  green, 
An'  paitricks  scraichin'  loud  at  e'en, 
An'  morning  poussie  whiddin'  seen, 

Inspire  my  muse, 
This  freedom  in  an  unknown  frien', 

I  pray  excuse. 


absurd,  and  the  becoming  from  the  ridiculous , — of  that  pic- 
turesque power  of  fancy,  which  enabled  him  to  represent 
scenes  and  persons,  and  groups  and  looks,  attitude  and  gesture, 
in  a  manner  almost  as  lively  and  impressive,  even  in  words,  as 
if  all  the  artifices  and  energies  of  the  pencil  had  been  employed; 
— of  that  knowledge  which  he  had  necessarily  acquired  of  the 
manners,  passions,  and  prejudices,  of  the  rustics  around  him 
—of  whatever  was  ridiculous,  no  less  than  whatever  was  effec- 
tually beautiful,  in  rural  life.' — ROBERT  HERON. 

'  Encouraged  by  the  roar  of  applause  which  greeted  these 
pieces,  [The  Twa  Herds,  Holy  Willie's  Prayer,  &e.,]  thus 
orally  promulgated  and  recommended,  he  produced  in  succes- 
sion various  satires,  wherein  the  same  set  of  persons  were 
lashed  :  as  the  Ordination ;  the  Kirk's  Alarm,  [see  note  on  tliis 
poem]  &c.,  and  last  and  best  undoubtedly,  the  Holy  Fair,  in 
which,  unlike  the  others  that  have  been  mentioned,  satire  keeps 
its  own  place  and  is  subservient  to  the  poetry  of  Burns.  This 
was  indeed  an  extraordinary  performance :  no  partisan  of  any 
sect  could  whisper  that  malice  had  formed  its  principal  inspira- 
tion, or  that  its  chief  attraction  lay  in  the  boldness  with  which 
individuals,  entitled  and  accustomed  to  respect,  were  held  up  to 
ridicule :  it  was  acknowledged,  amidst  the  sternest  mutterings 
of  xvrath,  that  national  manners  were  once  more  in  the  hands 
of  a  national  poet,  and  hardly  denied  by  those  who  shook  their 
heads  over  the  indiscretions  of  particular  passages,  or  even  by 
those  who  justly  regretted  a  too  prevailing  tone  of  levity  in 
the  treatment  of  a  subject  essentially  solemn,  that  the  muse  of 
Christ's  Kirk  on  the  Green  had  awakened  after  the  slumber  of 
ages,  with  all  the  vigour  of  her  regal  youth  about  her,  in  "  the 
auld  clay  biggin  "  of  Mossgiel.' — J.  G.  LOCKHAUT. 

3  From  a  work  published  in  1840  by  Mr  Hugh  Paton,  Edin- 
burgh, entitled,  '  The  Contemporaries  of  Burns,  and  the  more 
recent  Poets  of  Ayrshire,'  we  are  enabled  to  gather  the  follow- 
ing particulars  regarding  Lapraik,  to  whom  Burns  addressed 
two  of  his  very  best  epistles.  John  Lapraik  was  thirty-two 
years  the  senior  of  Burns,  having  been  born  in  1727,  at  the  farm 
of  Laigh  Dalquhram  (pronounced  Dalfram)  about  three  miles 
west  of  Muirkirk.  This  property,  which  appears  to  have  been 
considerable,  had  been  long  in  the  possession  of  his  family ;  and 
being  the  eldest  son,  he  succeeded  to  it  on  the  death  of  his  father. 
In  1754,  he  married  Margaret  Rankin  of  Lochhead,  sister  to  the 
'rough,  rude,  ready-witted  Rankin.' whom,  however,  he  had 
the  misfortune  to  lose  after  giving  birth  to  her  fifth  child.  A 
few  years  afterwards,  in  1766,  he  again  married  the  daughter 
of  a  neighbouring  farmer,  Janet  Anderson  of  Liglitshaw,  the 
subject  of  the  song  which  drew  forth  the  first  epistle  of  Burns. 
Janet  was  fourteen  years  his  junior,  and  a  young  woman 
capable  of  inspiring  the  most  ardent  affection.  At  the  time  of 
his  second  marriage,  and  for  some  years  afterwards,  he  was 
still  secure  in  his  property  of  Dalfram.  until  the  bursting  of  that 
'villanous  bubble,'  as  Burns  calls  it,  the  Ayr  bank,  which  in- 
volved him  and  many  families  of  Ayrshire  in  ruin.  The  Ayr 
bank  was  established  in  November,  1769,  under  the  designation 
of  Douglas,  Heron,  and  Co.,  and  numbered  among  the  share- 
holders some  of  the  most  wealthy  men  in  the  county.  In  little 
more  than  two  years,  it  was  obliged  to  suspend  payments,  and 
finally  closed  its  transactions  in  August,  1773.  The  cause  of  its 
ruin  lay  in  the  lavish  manner  in  which  its  notes  were  thrown 
into  circulation,  and  the  granting  of  loans  on  long  credits, 
whereby  the  capital  was  withdrawn  from  the  immediate  use 
of  the  bank.  This  evil  was  augmented  also  by  a  number  of 
needy  adventurers  having  found  their  way  into  the  director 
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On  fasten -e'en  we  had  a  rockin', 

To  ca'  the  crack  and  weave  our  stockin'; 

And  there  was  mucklc  fun  an'  jokin', 

Ye  need  na  doubt; 
At  length  we  had  a  hearty  yokin' 

At  sang  about. 

There  was  ae  sang,  amang  the  rest, 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleased  me  best, 
That  some  kind  husband  had  addrest 

To  some  sweet  wife : 
It  thirl'd  the  heart-strings  thro'  the  breast, 

A'  to  the  life. 

I've  scarce  heard  ought  describe  sao  weel, 
What,  gen'rous,  manly  bosoms  feel; 
Thought  I,  "  Can  this  be  Pope,  or  Steele, 

Or  Seattle's  wark !" 
They  tauld  me  'twas  an  odd  kind  chiel 

About  Muirkirk. 

It  pat  me  fidgin'-fain  to  hear't, 
And  sae  about  him  there  I  spier't, 
Then  a'  that  ken't  him  round  declar'd 

He  had  ingine, 
That  nane  excell'd  it,  few  cam'  near't, 

It  was  sae  fine. 


«hip  of  the  bank.  Lapraik  was  never '  a  shareholder,"  as  stated 
oy  Cunningham ;  but  he  became  a  victim  to  the  mania  for 
speculation  created  by  the  lavish  credits  of  the  bank,  and  not  only 
obtained  discounts  himself,  but  guaranteed  others  to  a  heavy 
amount,  so  that  when  the  bubble  burst,  he  found  himself  in- 
volved beyond  the  possibility  of  extrication.  He  at  first  was 
obliged  to  let  his  own  lands  of  Dalfram,  and  retire  first  to 
Muir.-mill.  a  small  farm  in  the  vicinity,  afterwards  to  Nether- 
wood,  a  farm  on  the  water  of  Greenoak,  and  again  back  to 
Muirsmill.  Eventually  he  sold  off  his  property,  but  the  sale  of 
his  land  failed  to  rid  him  of  his  liabilities  ;  and  the  unfortunate 
man  was  tin-own  into  prison.  It  is  said  that  the  song  addressed 
to  his  wife,  which  excited  so  strongly  the  admiration  of  Burns, 
was  composed  while  immured  within  the  walls  of  Ayr  jail.  It 
furnishes  a  beautiful  model  of  conjugal  affection,  the  more 
interesting  from  having  been  produced  in  the  midst  of  trying 
difficulties. 

"  When  I  upon  thy  bosom  lean, 

And  fondly  clasp  thee  a'  my  ain, 
I  glory  in  the  sacred  ties, 

That  made  us  ane,  wha  ance  were  twain. 
A  mutual  flame  inspires  us  baith — 

The  tender  look,  the  melting  kiss ; 
Even  years  shall  ne'er  destroy  our  hive. 

But  only  gi'e  us  change  o'  bliss. 

"  Ila'e  1  a  wish  ?  It's  a"  for  thee : 

I  ken  thy  wish  is  me  to  please : 
Our  moments  pass  so  smooth  away, 

That  numbers  on  us  look  and  gaze. 
Weel  pleas'd  they  see  our  happy  days. 

Nor  envy's  sel'  finds  ought  to  blame ; 
And  aye  when  weary  cares  arise, 

Thy  bosom  still  shall  be  my  hame. 

"  I'll  lay  me  there,  and  tak'  my  rest ; 

And  if  that  aught  disturb  my  dear, 
I'll  bid  her  laugh  her  cares  away, 
And  beg  her  not  to  drap  a  tear. 
Hn'e  I  a  joy  ?  It's  a'  her  ain  : 

United  still  her  heart  and  mine; 
'     They're  like  the  woodbine  round  the  tree, 
That's  twined  till  death  shall  them  disjoin." 


That  set  him  to  a  pint  of  ale, 

An'  either  douce  or  merry  tale, 

Or  rhymes  an'  sangs  he'd  made  himsel', 

Or  witty  catches, 
Tween  Inverness  and  Tiviotclale, 

He  had  few  matches. 

Then  up  I  gat,  an  swoor  an'  aith, 

Tho'  I  should  pawn  my  plough  aud  graith, 

Or  die  a  cadger  pownie's  death, 

At  some  dyke-back, 
A  pint  an'  gill  I'd  gi'e  them  baith 

To  hear  your  crack. 

But,  first  an*  foremost,  I  should  tell, 
Amaist  as  soon  as  I  could  spell, 
I  to  the  crambo-jingle  fell, 

Tho'  rude  an'  rough, 
Yet  crooning  to  a  body's  sel', 

Does  weel  eneugh. 

I  am  nae  poet,  in  a  sense, 

But  just  a  rhymer,  like,  by  chance, 

An'  ha'e  to  learning  nae  pretence, 

Yet,  what  the  matter  ? 
Whene'er  my  muse  docs  on  me  glance, 

I  jingle  at  her. 


Burns  addressed  in  all  three  poetical  epistles  to  Lapraik.  Two 
were  published  in  his  first  and  second  editions,  and  the  third 
appeared  for  the  first  time  in  Cromek's  Reliques  of  Burns,  and 
not  in  Lapraik's  volume,  as  stated  by  Cunningham,  where  il 
does  not  appear  at  all.  The  replies  of  Lapraik  are  all  unfor- 
tunately lost,  and  if  they  were  in  rhyme,  it  is  singular  that  non« 
of  them  are  given  in  his  own  volume,  although  that  volume 
contains  an  epistle  to  the  poet  of  a  late  date,  consisting  chief)  j 
of  an  apology  for  his  attempting  to  court  the  muse  in  his  old 
age.  One  of  Lapraik's  sons,  still  (1841 )  living  in  Muirkirk,  re- 
collects having  been  the  bearer  of  several  communications  be- 
twixt his  father  and  liurns,  who  was  then  at  Mossgiel.  On  tl  e 
first  occasion,  he  found  the  poet  in  a  field,  sowing  com.  'I'm 
no  sure  if  I  ken  the  nan','  said  Burns,  as  he  took  the  letter;  but 
no  sooner  had  he  glanced  at  its  contents,  than  unconsciously 
letting  go  the  sheet  containing  the  grain,  it  was  not  till  he  had 
finished  reading  that  be  discovered  the  loss  he  had  sustained. 
Burns  and  Lapraik  met  several  times,  to  their  mutual  satisfac- 
tion. On  one  occasion,  in  the  winter  of  1785,  according  to  a 
promise  made  in  his  third  epistle,  Burns  visited  Lapraik  at 
Muirshill,  where  he  dined,  spent  a  merry  evening,  and  next 
morning  took  his  departure  for  MOM  gicl.  A  daughter  of  La- 
praik's still  living(Mrs  M'Minof  Nether  Well  wood  )  remember* 
perfectly  well  this  visit. 

In  1788,  Lapraik  published  at  Kilmarnock,  a  thin  8vo  volume 
of '  Poems  on  Several  Occasions.'  In  an  address  to  Burns,  h* 
confesses  that  he  never  thought  of  troubling  the  world  with  hit 
'dull,  insipid,  thowless  rhyme,' 

"  Till  your  kind  muse,  wi'  friendly  blast. 

First  tooted  up  my  fame, 
And  sounded  loud  thro'  a'  the  wast. 

My  lang  forgotten  name." 

The  poems  of  Lapraik  are  characterized  more  by  soundneM  o( 
heart  and  justness  of  observation  than  poetic  fancy.  The  ad- 
dress to  his  wife,  above  quoted,  is  superior  to  most  of  the  othen. 
About  1 798,  Lapraik,  then  far  advanced  in  yean,  removed 
to  Muirkirk,  where  he  opened  a  small  public  house,  which 
served  at  the  same  time  as  the  village  post-office,  he  having 
been,  through  the  kindness  of  friends,  installed  into  that  trust. 
Here  he  lived  much  respected  till  hU  death,  which  took  place 
on  the  7th  May,  1807,  in  the  eightieth  year  of  hit  age.  liy  hlri 
second  wife,  who  survived  till  the  5th  of  March,  182*5  he  had  a 
large  family,  n-ne  of  whom  reached  the  years  of  maturity. 


Your  critic -folk  may  cock  their  nose, 
And  say,  "  How  can  you  e'er  propose, 
You  wha  ken  hardly  verse  frae  prose, 

To  mak  a  sang  ?" 
But,  by  your  leaves,  my  learned  foes, 

Ye 're  maybe  wrang. 

What's  a'  your  jargon  o'  your  schools, 
Your  Latin  names  for  horns  an'  stools; 
If  honest  nature  made  you  fools, 

What  sairs  your  grammars? 
Ye'd  better  ta'en  up  spades  and  shools, 

Or  knappin'  hammers. 

A  set  o'  dull,  conceited  hashes, 
Confuse  their  brains  in  college  classes ! 
They  gang  in  stirks,  and  come  out  asses, 

Plain  truth  to  speak  ; 
An'  syne  they  think  to  climb  Parnassus 

By  dint  o'  Greek ! 

Gi'e  me  ae  spark  o'  Nature's  fire, 

That's  a'  the  learning  I  desire ; 

Then  tho'  I  drudge  thro'  dub  an'  mire 

At  pleugh  or  cart, 
My  muse,  tho'  hamely  in  attire, 

May  touch  the  heart. 

0  for  a  spunk  o'  Allan's  glee, 

Or  Fergusson's,  the  bauld  and  slee, 
Or  bright  Lapraik's,  my  friend  to  be, 

If  I  can  hit  it ! 
That  would  be  lear  enough  for  me, 

If  I  could  get  ic. 

Now,  Sir,  if  ye  ha'e  friends  enow, 
Tho'  real  friends,  I  believe,  are  few, 
Yet,  if  your  catalogue  be  fu', 

I'se  no  insist, 
But  gif  ye  want  ae  friend  that's  true, 

I'm  on  your  list. 

1  winna  blaw  about  mysel'; 
As  ill  I  like  my  fauts  to  tell; 

But  friends,  and  folk  that  wish  me  well, 

They  sometimes  roose  me, 

Tho'  I  maun  own,  as  monie  still 

As  far  abuse  me. 

There's  ae  wee  faut  they  whyles  lay  to  me> 

I  like  the  lasses — Gude  forgi'e  me  ! 

For  monie  a  plack  they  wheedle  frae  me, 

At  dance  or  fair; 
Maybe  some  ither  thing  they  gi'e  me 

They  weel  can  spare. 

But  Mauchline  race,  or  Mauchline  fair, 
I  should  be  proud  to  meet  you  there; 


We'se  gi'e  ae  night's  discharge  to  care, 
If  we  forgather, 

An'  ha'e  a  swap  o'  rhymin'-ware 

Wi'  ane  anither. 

The  four-gill  chap,  we'se  gar  him  clatter, 

An'  kirsen  him  wi'  reekin'  water; 

Syne  we'll  sit  down  an'  tak'  our  whitter, 

To  cheer  our  heart; 
An'  faith,  we'se  be  acquainted  better 

Before  we  part. 

Awa, —  ye  selfish  warly  race, 

Wha  think  that  havins,  sense,  an'  grace, 

Ev'n  love  an'  friendship,  should  give  place 

To  catch-the-plack ! 
I  dinna  like  to  see  your  face, 

Nor  hear  your  crack. 

But  ye  whom  social  pleasure  charms, 
Whose  heart  the  tide  of  kindness  warms, 
Who  hold  your  being  on  the  terms, 

"  Each  aid  the  others," 
Come  to  my  bowl,  come  to  my  arms, 

My  friends,  my  brothers ! 

But,  to  conclude  my  lang  epistle, 
As  my  auld  pen's  worn  to  the  grissle ; 
Twa  lines  frae  you  wad  gar  me  fissle, 

Who  am,  most  fervent, 
While  I  can  either  sing  or  whissle, 

Your  friend  and  servant.1 


Co  tfie  Same. 

APRIL  21st,  1785. 

WHILE  new-ca'd  kye  rout  at  the  stake, 
An'  pownies  reek  in  pleugh  or  braik, 
This  hour  on  e'enin's  edge  I  take, 

To  own  I'm  debtor 
To  honest-hearted,  auld  Lapraik, 

For  his  kind  letter. 


1  '  The  Epistle  to  Lapraik  was  produced  exactly  on  the  occa- 
sion described  by  the  author.  He  says  in  the  poem,  "  On  fasten- 
e'en  we  had  a  rookin',"  1  believe  he  has  omitted  the  word  rock- 
ing in  the  glossary.  It  is  a  term  derived  from  those  primitive 
times,  whon  the  countrywomen  employed  their  spare  hours  in 
spinning  on  the  rock  or  distaff.  This  simple  implement  is  a 
very  portable  one,  and  well  fitted  to  the  social  inclination  of 
meeting  in  a  neighbour's  house ;  hence  the  phrase  of  going-  a 
rocking,  or  with  the  rock.  As  the  connection  the  phrase  liaif 
with  the  implement  was  forgotten  when  the  rock  gave  place 
to  the  spinning-wheel,  the  phrase  came  to  be  used  by  both 
sexes  on  social  occasions,  and  men  talked  of  going  with  their 
rocks  as  well  as  women.  It  was  at  one  of  these  rockings  at 
our  house,  when  we  had  twelve  or  fifteen  youn^  people  with 
their  rocks,  that  Lapraik's  song  beginning  "When  I  upon  thy 
bosom  lean,"  was  sung,  and  we  were  informed  who  was  the 
author.  Upon  this  Robert  wrote  his  first  epistle  to  Lapraik, 
and  his  second  in  reply  to  Lapraik's  answer.' — GILBERT  BURNS 
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Forjeskct  sair,  wi'  weary  legs, 
Rattlin'  the  corn  out-owre  the  rigs, 
Or  dealing  thro'  amang  the  naigs 

Their  ten -hours'  bite, 
My  awkwart  muse  sair  pleads  and  begs 

I  would  na  write. 

The  tapetless  ramfeezl'd  hizzic, 
She's  saft  at  best,  and  something  lazy, 
Quo'  she,  "  Ye  ken,  we've  been  sac  busy, 

This  month  an'  mair, 
That  trouth,  my  head  is  grown  right  dizzie, 

An'  something  sair." 

Her  dowff  excuses  pat  me  mad  ; 
"Conscience,"  says  I,  "ye  thowless  jad! 
Ill  write,  an'  that  a  hearty  blaud, 

This  vera  night; 
So  dinna  ye  affront  your  trade, 

But  rhyme  it  right. 

"  Shall  bauld  Lapraik,  the  king  o'  hearts, 
Tho'  mankind  were  a  pack  o'  cartes, 
Roose  you  sae  weel  for  your  deserts, 

In  terms  sae  friendly, 
Yet  yell  neglect  to  shaw  your  parts, 

An'  thank  him  kindly !" 

Sae  I  gat  paper  in  a  blink, 

An'  down  gaed  stumpie  in  the  ink ; 

Quoth  I,  "  Before  I  sleep  a  wink, 

I  vow  111  close  it; 
An'  if  ye  winna  mak'  it  clink, 

By  Jove,  I'll  prose  it!" 

Sae  I've  begun  to  scrawl,  but  whether 
In  rhyme  or  prose,  or  baith  thegither, 
Or  some  hotch-potch  that's  rightly  neither, 

Let  time  mak'  proof; 
But  I  shall  scribble  down  some  blether 

Just  clean  aff-loof. 

My  worthy  friend,  ne'er  grudge  an'  carp, 
Tho'  fortune  use  you  hard  an'  sharp; 
Come,  kittle  up  your  moorland  harp 

Wi'  gleesome  touch ! 
Ne'er  mind  how  fortune  waft  an'  warp: 

She's  but  a  b-tch. 

She's  gi'en  me  monie  a  jirt  an'  flog, 
Sin'  I  could  striddle  owre  a  rig ; 
But,  by  the  L — d,  tho*  I  should  beg 

Wi'  lyart  pow, 
I'll  laugh,  an'  sing,  an'  shake  my  leg, 

As  lang's  I  dow ! 

Now  comes  the  sax  and  twentieth  simmer 
I've  seen  the  bud  upo'  the  tinimer, 


Still  persecuted  by  the  linuner 

Frae  year  to  year; 

But  yet,  despite  the  kittle  kiminer, 

I,  Rob,  am  here. 

Do  ye  envy  the  city  gent, 

Behint  a  kist  to  lie  and  sklent, 

Or  purse-proud,  big  wi*  cent,  per  cent. 

And  muckle  wame, 
In  some  bit  brugh  to  represent 

A  bailie's  name  ? 

Or  is't  the  paughty  feudal  Thane, 
Wi'  ruffl'd  sark  an*  glancin'  cane, 
Wha  thinks  himsel'  nao  sheep-shank  bane, 

But  lordly  stalks, 
While  caps  and  bonnets  aft'  are  ta'en, 

As  by  he  walks  ? 

O  Thou  wha  gi'es  us  each  guid  gift ! 
Gi'e  me  o*  wit  an'  sense  a  lift, 
Then  turn  me,  if  Thou  please,  adrift, 

Thro'  Scotland  wide; 
Wi*  cits  nor  lairds  I  wadna  shift, 

In  a'  their  pride ! 

Were  this  the  charter  of  our  state, 
"  On  pain  o'  hell  be  rich  an'  great," 
Damnation  then  would  be  our  fate, 

Beyond  remead; 
But,  thanks  to  heav'n  !  that's  no  the  gato 

We  learn  our  creed. 

For  thus  the  royal  mandate  ran, 
When  first  the  human  race  began, 
"  The  social,  friendly,  honest  man, 

Whate'cr  he  be, 
'Tis  he  fulfils  great  Nature's  plan, 

And  none  but  he  !" 

O  mandate  glorious  and  divine ! 
The  ragged  followers  of  the  Nine, 
Poor,  thoughtless  devils  !  yet  may  shine 

In  glorious  light, 
Wliilc  sordid  sons  of  Mammon's  line 

Are  dark  as  night. 

Tho'  here  they  scrape,  an'  squeeze,  an'  growl, 
Their  worthless  nicvefu'  of  a  soul 
May  in  some  future  carcase  howl, 

The  forest's  fright; 
Or  in  some  day-detesting  owl 

May  shun  the  light. 

Then  may  Lapraik  and  Burns  arise, 
To  reach  their  native,  kindred  skii'f, 
And  sing  their  pleasures,  hope*,  an*  joys 
In  some  mild  sphere, 
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Still  closer  knit  in  friendship's  tie 

Each  passing  year. 


Co  ffiSS.  Simpson,1 


SCHOOLMASTER,  OCHILTREE. 


May,  1785. 


I  GAT  your  letter,  winsome  Willie ; 
Wi'  gratefu'  heart  I  thank  you  brawlie; 
Tho'  I  maun  say't,  I  wad  he  silly, 

An'  unco  vain, 
Should  I  believe,  my  coaxin'  billie, 

Your  flatterin'  strain. 

But  I'se  believe  ye  kindly  meant  it, 
I  sud  be  laith  to  think  ye  hinted 
Ironic  satire,  sidelin's  sklented 

On  my  poor  Musie; 
Tho'  in  sic  phrasin'  terms  ye've  penn'd  it, 

I  scarce  excuse  ye. 

My  senses  wad  be  in  a  creel 
Should  I  but  dare  a  hope  to  speel 
Wi'  Allan,  or  wi'  Gilbertfield, 

The  braes  o'  fame; 
Or  Fergusson,  the  writer-chiel, 

A  deathless  name. 

(O  Fergusson!  thy  glorious  parts 

111  suited  law's  dry,  musty  arts ! 

My  curse  upon  your  whunstane  hearts, 

Ye  E'nbrugh  gentry ! 
The  tythe  o'  what  ye  waste  at  cartes, 

Wad  stow'd  his  pantry !) 

Yet  when  a  tale  comes  i'  my  head, 
Or  lasses  gie  my  heart  a  screed, 
As  whyles  they're  like  to  be  my  dead, 
(O  sad  disease !) 

1  William  Simpson  was  the  son  of  a  farmer  in  Ten- Pound 
land  near  Ocliiltree,  and  was  educated  for  the  church,  but  a 
vacancy  occurring1  in  the  parish  school,  he  accepted  the  appoint- 
ment of  teacher,  and  held  the  situation  at  the  time  his  corres- 
pondence with  the  poet  began.  In  the  year  1788,  he  became 
teacher  of  the  parish  school  of  Cumnock,  which  office  he  re- 
tained with  great  credit  till  the  period  of  his  death  in  1815. 
He  was  succeeded  in  Ochiltree  by  his  brothi'r,  Mr  Patrick 
Simpson,  who  is  still  (1841)  alive,  and  highly  esteemed  as  a 
teacher  and  a  man.  William  Simpson  had  a  turn  for  poetry, 
and  besides  several  translations,  left  a  MS.  volume  of  original 
pieces,  now  in  the  possession  of  his  brother.  From  specimens 
we  have  seen  of  them,  they  appear  to  be  superior  to  the  pro- 
ductions both  of  Lapraik  and  Sillar.  The  letter  which  called 
forth  the  epistle  of  Burns  is  unfortunately  lost.  It  was  in 
verse.  The  acquaintance  of  Burns  and  William  Simpson  was 
not  confined  to  epistolary  intercourse.  They  had  many  per- 
sonal meetings,  and  were  on  terms  of  close  friendship.  In 
another  Note,  we  shall  have  occasion  to  speak  of  Simpson,  in 
connection  with  the  Answer  to  the  Epistle  from  a  Tailor. 


1  kittle  up  my  rustic  reed; 

It  gi'es  me  ease. 

Auld  Coila2  now  may  fidge  fu'  fain, 

She's  gotten  poets  o'  her  ain, 

Chiels  wha  their  chanters  winna  hain, 

But  tune  their  lays, 
Till  echoes  a'  resound  again 

Her  weel-sung  praise. 

Nae  poet  thought  her  worth  his  while, 
To  set  her  name  in  measur'd  style ; 
She  lay  like  some  unkenn'd-of  isle 

Beside  New  Holland, 
Or  whare  wild-meeting  oceans  boil 

Besouth  Magellan. 

Ramsay  an'  famous  Fergusson 
Gied  Forth  an'  Tay  a  lift  aboon ; 
Yarrow  an'  Tweed  to  monie  a  tune, 

Owre  Scotland  rings, 
While  Irwin,  Lugar,  Ayr,  an'  Doon, 

Naebody  sings. 

Th'  Illissus,  Tiber,  Thames,  an'  Seine, 
Glide  sweet  in  monie  a  tunefu'  line ! 
But,  Willie,  set  your  fit  to  mine, 

An'  cock  your  crest, 
We'll  gar  our  streams  and  burnies  shine 

Up  wi'  the  best. 

We'll  sing  auld  Coila's  plains  an'  fells, 
Her  moors  red-brown  wi'  heather  bells, 
Her  banks  an'  braes,  her  dens  and  dells, 

Where  glorious  Wallace 
Aft  bure  the  gree,  as  story  tells, 

Frae  southron  billies. 

At  Wallace'  name  what  Scottish  blood 
But  boils  up  in  a  spring -tide  flood ! 
Oft  have  our  fearless  fathers  strode 

By  Wallace'  side, 
Still  pressing  onward,  red-wat-shod, 

Or  glorious  died. 

O,  sweet  are  Coila's  haughs  an'  woods, 
When  lintwhites  chant  amang  the  buds, 
And  jinkin'  hares,  in  amorous  winds, 

Their  loves  enjoy, 
While  thro'  the  braes  the  cushat  croods 

With  wailfu'  cry ! 

Ev'n  winter  bleak  has  charms  for  me 
When  winds  rave  thro'  the  naked  tree ; 
Or  frosts  on  hills  of  Ochiltree 

Are  hoary  gray : 

2  Coila,  Kyle,  the  central  district  of  Ayrshire,  which  is  said 
[  to  derive  its  name  from  Coilus,  a  Pictish  king. 
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Or  blending  drifts  wild-furious  flee, 

Dark'ning  the  day ! 

O  Nature !  a'  thy  shows  an'  forms 

To  feeling,  pensive  hearts  hae  charms ! 

Whether  the  simmer  kindly  warms, 

Wi'  life  an'  light, 
Or  winter  howls,  in  gusty  storms, 

The  lang,  dark  night ! 

The  Muse,  nae  poet  ever  fand  her, 
Till  by  himsel'  he  learn'd  to  wander, 
Adown  some  trotting  burn's  meander, 

An'  no  think  lang; 
O  sweet !  to  stray,  an'  pensive  ponder 

A  heart-felt  sang ! 

The  warly  race  may  drudge  an'  drive, 
Hog-shouther,  jundie,  stretch,  an'  strive — 
Let  me  fair  Nature's  face  descrive, 

And  I,  wi'  pleasure, 
Shall  let  the  busy,  grumbling  hive 

Bum  owre  their  treasure. 

Farewell,  "my  rhyme-composing  brither !" 
We've  been  owre  lang  unkenn'd  to  ither : 
Now  let  us  lay  our  heads  thegither, 

lu  love  fraternal: 
May  Envy  wallop  in  a  tether, 

Black  fiend,  infernal  I 

While  highlandmen  hate  tolls  and  taxes; 
While  moorlan'  herds  like  guid  fat  braxies; 
While  terra  firma,  on  her  axis 

Diurnal  turns, 
Count  on  a  friend,  in  faith  an'  practice, 

In  Robert  Bums. 


postscript 

MY  memory's  no  worth  a  preen : 

I  had  amaist  forgotten  clean, 

Ye  bade  me  write  you  what  they  mean 

By  this  New-light, 
'Bout  which  our  herds  sae  aft  hae  been 

Maist  like  to  fight. 

In  days  when  mankind  were  but  callans 

At  grammar,  logic,  an'  sic  talents, 

They  took  nae  pains  their  speech  to  balance, 

Or  rules  to  gi'e, 
But  spak  their  thoughts  in  plain,  braid  lallans,   | 

Like  you  or  me. 

I 

In  thae  auld  times,  they  thought  the  moon, 
Just  like  a  sark,  or  pair  o'  shoon, 


Wore  by  degrees,  till  her  Lost  roon, 

Gaed  past  their  viewing, 

An'  shortly  after  she  was  done, 

They  gat  a  new  one. 

This  past  for  certain,  undisputed  3 

It  ne'er  cam'  i*  their  heads  to  doubt  it, 

Till  duels  gat  up  an*  wad  confute  it, 

An*  ca'd  it  wrang; 
An'  muckle  din  there  was  about  it, 

Baith  loud  and  lang. 

Some  herds,  weel  learn'd  upo*  the  beuk, 
Wad  threap  auld  folk  the  thing  mistcuk  : 
For  'twas  the  auld  moon  turn'd  a  ncuk, 

An'  out  o*  sight, 
An'  backlius-comiug,  to  the  leuk, 

She  grew  more  bright 

Tliis  was  denied,  it  was  affirm *d ; 

The  herds  an'  hirsels  were  alarm'd; 

The  rev'rend  gray -beards  rav'd  an'  storm'd, 

That  beardless  laddies 
Should  think  they  better  were  inform'd 

Than  their  auld  daddies. 

Frae  less  to  mair  it  gaed  to  sticks ; 
Frae  words  an'  aiths  to  clours  an'  nicks ; 
An'  monie  a  fallow  gat  his  licks, 

Wi'  hearty  crunt ; 
An'  some,  to  learn  them  for  their  tricks, 

Were  hang'd  an'  brunt. 

This  game  was  play  M  in  monie  lands, 
An'  Auld-light  caddies  bure  sic  hands, 
That,  faith,  the  youngsters  took  the  sands 

Wi'  nimble  shanks, 
Till  lairds  forbade,  by  strict  commands, 

Sic  bluidy  pranks. 

But  New-light  herds  gat  sic  a  cowe, 
Folk  thought  them  ruin'd  stick-an'-stowe, 
Till  now  amaist  on  ev'ry  knowe, 

Ye'll  find  ane  plac'd; 
An'  some  their  New-light  fair  avow, 

Just  quite  barefac'd. 

Nae  doubt  the  Auld-light  flocks  are  bleatin'; 
Their  zealous  herds  are  vcx'd  an'  sweatin'; 
Mysel',  I've  even  seen  them  greetin* 

Wi*  girnin*  spite, 
To  hear  the  moon  sae  sadly  lied  on 

By  word  an'  write. 

But  shortly  they  will  cowe  the  louns ! 
Some  Auld-light  herds  in  neebor  towns 
Are  mind't,  in  things  they  c»'  balloons, 
To  take  a  flight, 
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An'  stay  a  month  amang  the  moons 

An'  see  them  right. 

Guid  observation  they  will  gi'e  them ; 

An'  when  the  auld  moon's  gaun  to  lea'e  them, 

The  hindmost  shaird,  they'll  fetch  it  wi'  them, 

Just  i'  their  pouch 
An'  when  the  New-light  billies  see  them, 

I  think  they'll  crouch ! 

Sae,  ye  observe  that  a'  this  clatter 
Is  naethiiig  but  a  "moonshine  matter;" 
But  tho'  dull  prose-folk  Latin  splatter 

In  logic  tulzie, 
I  hope,  we  bardies  ken  some  better 

Than  mind  sic  brulzie. 


Co  37. 


Sept.  13th,  1785. 


GuiD  speed  an'  furder  to  you,  Johnnie, 
Guid  health,  hale  han's,  and  weather  bonnie; 
Now  when  ye're  nickan  down  fu'  cannie 

The  staff  o'  bread, 
May  ye  ne'er  want  a  stoup  o'  bran'y 

To  clear  your  head. 

May  Boreas  never  thresh  your  rigs, 
Nor  kick  your  rickles  aff  their  legs, 
Sendin'  the  stuff  o'er  muirs  an'  haggs 

Like  drivin'  wrack; 
But  may  the  tapmast  grain  that  wags 

Come  to  the  sack. 

I'm  bizzie  too,  an'  skelpin'  at  it, 

But  bitter,  daudin'  showers  hae  wat  it, 

Sae  my  auld  stumpie  pen  I  gat  it 

Wi'  muckle  wark, 
An'  took  my  jocteleg1  an'  whatt  it, 

Like  ony  clerk. 

It's  now  twa  month  that  I'm  your  debtor, 
For  your  braw,  nameless,  dateless  letter, 
Abusin'  me  for  harsh  ill  nature 

^  ^     On  holy  men, 

While  diel  a  hair  yourscl'  ye're  better, 
But  mair  profane. 


1  'Jocteleg  a  folding-knife.  The  etymology  of  this  word 
remained  long  unknown,  till  not  many  years  ago,  that  an  old 
knife  was  found  having  this  inscription  Jacques  de  Liege,  the 
name  of  the  cutler." — LORD  HAILES. 

No  one  acquainted  with  the  peculiar  propensity  of  the  Scot- 
tish tongue,  to  slur  over  and  soften  down  harsh-sounding 
syllables  can  doubt  the  correctness  of  this  etymology.  It  re- 
ceives confirmation  from  the  fact  mentioned  by  Grose,  that 
Scotland  was  formerly  supplied  with  cutlery  from  Liege. 


But  let  the  kirk-folk  ring  their  bells, 
Let's  sing  aboiit  our  noble  sels ; 
We'll  cry  iiae  jades  frae  heathen  hills 

To  help,  or  roose  us, 
But  browster  wives  and  whiskie  stills, 

They  are  the  muses. 

Your  friendship,  Sir,  I  winna  quat  it, 

An'  if  ye  mak'  objections  at  it, 

Then  ban'  in  nieve  some  day  well  knot  it, 

An'  witness  take, 
An'  when  wi'  usquabae  we've  wat  it, 

It  winna  break. 

But  if  the  beast  and  branks  be  spar'd 
Till  kye  be  gaun  without  the  herd, 
An'  a'  the  vittel  in  the  yard, 

An'  theekit  right, 
I  mean  your  ingle-side  to  guard 

Ae  winter  night. 

Then  muse  inspirin'  aqua-vitae 

Shall  make  us  baith  sae  blithe  an'  witty, 

Till  ye  forget  ye're  auld  an'  gatty, 

An'  be  as  canty 
As  ye  were  nine  years  less  than  thretty, 

Sweet  ane  an'  twenty. 

But  stocks  are  cowpet  wi'  the  blast, 
An'  now  the  sun  kecks  in  the  west, 
Then  I  maun  rin  amang  the  rest 

An'  quat  my  chanter ; 
Sae  I  subscribe  mysel'  in  haste, 

Yours,  llab  the  Ranter. 


Co  tlje  iaeb.  Jitoljn 


Sept.  17th,  1785. 


WHILE  at  the  stook  the  shearers  cow'r 
To  shun  the  bitter  blaudin'  show'r, 
Or  hi  gulravage  rinnin'  scow'r 

To  pass  the  tune, 
To  you  I  dedicate  the  hour 

In  idle  rhyme. 

My  Musie,  tir'd  wi'  mony  a  sonnet 

On  gown,  an'  ban,'  an'  douse  black  bonnet, 

Is  grown  right  eerie  now  she's  done  it, 

Lest  they  should  blame  her 
An'  rouse  their  holy  thunder  on  it, 

And  anathem  her. 

I  own  'twas  rash,  an'  rather  hardy, 
That  I,  a  simple,  kintra  bardie, 
Should  meddle  wi'  a  pack  sae  sturdy, 

Wha,  if  they  keii  me, 
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Can  easy,  wi'  a  single  wordie, 

Lowse  h-11  upon  ma 

But  I  gae  mad  at  their  grimaces, 

Their  sighin',  cantin',  grace-proud  faces, 

Their  three-mile  prayers,  an'  hauf-mile  graces, 

Their  raxin*  conscience, 
Whase  greed,  revenge,  an'  pride  disgraces 

Waur  nor  their  nonsense. 

There's  Gaun l  miska't  waur  than  a  beast, 
\Vha  has  mair  honour  in  his  breast 
Than  mony  scores  as  guid's  the  priest 

Wha  sae  abus't  him ; 
An'  may  a  bard  no  crack  his  jest 

What  way  they've  use't  him? 

See  him  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 
The  gentleman  in  word  an'  deed, 
An*  shall  his  fame  an'  honour  bleed 

By  worthless  skellums, 
An'  not  a  muse  erect  her  head 

To  cowe  the  blellums  ? 

O  Pope,  had  I  thy  satire's  darts 
To  gie  the  rascals  their  deserts, 
I'd  rip  their  rotten,  hollow  hearts, 

An'  tell  aloud 
Their  jugglin'  hocus-pocus  arts 

To  cheat  the  crowd. 

God  knows,  I'm  no  the  thing  I  should  be, 
Nor  am  I  even  the  thing  I  could  be, 
But  twenty  times,  I  rather  would  be 

An  atheist  clean, 
Than  under  gospel  colours  hid  be, 

Just  for  a  screen. 

An  honest  man  may  like  a  glass, 
An  honest  man  may  like  a  lass, 
But  mean  revenge,  an'  malice  fause, 
He'll  still  disdain, 
An'  then  cry  zeal  for  gospel  laws, 

Like  some  we  ken. 

They  take  religion  in  their  mouth; 
They  talk  o'  mercy,  grace  an'  truth, 
For  what  ?  to  gie  their  malice  skouth 

On  some  puir  wight, 
An'  hunt  him  down,  o'er  right  an'  ruth, 
To  ruin  streight. 

All  hail,  Religion !  maid  divine ! 
Pardon  a  muse  sae  mean  as  mine, 
Who  in  her  rough  imperfect  line 

Thus  daurs  to  name  thee; 


1  Gavin  Hamilton.]— B. 


To  stigmatize  false  friends  of  thine 

Can  ne'er  defame  thee. 

Tho'  blotcht  an'  foul  wi*  mony  a  stain, 

An'  far  unworthy  of  thy  train, 

With  trembling  voice  1  tune  my  strain 

To  join  with  those, 
Who  boldly  dare  thy  cause  maintain 

In  spite  of  foes: 

In  spite  o'  crowds,  in  spite  o'  mobs, 
In  spite  o'  undermining  jobs, 
In  spite  o'  dark  banditti  stabs 

At  worth  an'  merit, 
By  scoundrels,  even  wi'  holy  robes, 

But  hellish  spirit. 

O  Ayr,  my  dear,  my  native  ground, 
Within  thy  presbytereal  bound 
A  candid  lib'ral  band  is  found 

Of  public  teachers, 
As  men,  as  Christians  too  renown'd, 

An'  manly  preachers. 

Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  nam'd; 
Sir,  in  that  circle  you  are  fam'd ; 
An'  some,  by  whom  your  doctrine's  blam'd 

(Which  gi'es  you  honour) 
Even,  Sir,  by  them  your  heart's  esteem 'd 

An'  winning  manner. 

Pardon  this  freedom  I  have  ta'en, 
An'  if  impertinent  I've  been, 
Impute  it  not,  good  Sir,  in  ane 

Whase  heart  ne'er  wrang'd  yc, 
But  to  his  utmost  would  befriend 

Ought  that  belang'd  ye. 2 


Co  fHr  ffi'&tsam, 

OF  CRAIGEN-GILLAN, 

IN    ANSWER   TO   AN    OBLIGING    LETTER    HE   SENT  IN    THE    COX. 
MENCEMENT  OP  MY  POETIC  CAREER. 

SIR,  o'er  a  gill  I  gat  your  card, 

1  trow  it  made  me  proud ; 
See  wha  taks  notice  o'  the  bard ! 

I  hip  and  cried  fu'  loud. 

Now  deil-ma-care  about  their  jaw, 
The  senseless,  gawky  million; 


2  The  gentleman  to  whom  this  epistle  is  addressed,  was  as- 
sistant to  the  minister  of  Tarbolton.  and  an  adherent  of  the 
new  light  party.  It  enclosed  a  copr  of  Holy  Willie's  Prayer, 
which  he  had  requested  from  the  author.  It  has  been  asserted, 
that  M'Math  fell  into  dissipated  habits,  and  vithor  resigned 
his  charge  or  waa  deposed,  and  that  he  afterwards  enlisted  as* 
common  soldier.  No  one  can  boliero  this  story  without  pain ; 
we  should  hope  that  it  is  without  foundation. 


I'D  cock  my  nose  aboon  them  a', 
I'm  roos'd  by  Craigen-Gillan ! 

'Twos  noble,  Sir;  'twas  like  yoursel', 
To  grant  your  high  protection : 

A  great  man's  smile  ye  ken  fu'  well, 
Is  aye  a  blest  infection. 

Tho',  by  his  banes  wha  in  a  tub 
Match'd  Macedonian  Sandy !  * 

On  my  ain  legs  thro'  dirt  an'  dub, 
I  independent  stand  aye. — 

And  when  those  legs  to  guid,  warm  kail, 
Wi'  welcome  canna  bear  me ; 

A  lee  dyke-side,  a  sybow-tail, 
And  barley-scone  shall  cheer  me. 

Heaven  spare  you  lang  to  kiss  the  breath 

O'  mony  flow'ry  simmers! 
And  bless  your  bonnie  lasses  baith, 

I'm  tald  they're  loosome  kimmers ! 

And  God  bless  young  Dunaskin's  laird, 

The  blossom  of  our  gentry! 
And  may  he  wear  an  auld  man's  beard 

A  credit  to  his  country. 


Cfie 


A   CANTATA. 


RECITATIVO. 

WHEN  lyart  leaves  bestrew  the  yird, 
Or,  wavering  like  the  bauckie2  bird, 

Bedim  cauld  Boreas'  blast; 
When  hailstanes  drive  wi'  bitter  skyte, 
And  infant  frosts  begin  to  bite, 

In  hoary  cranreugh  drest  : 
Ae  night  at  e'en,  a  merry  core 

O'  randie  gangrel  bodies, 


1  Diogenes  of  Sinope  the  celebrated  Cynic  philosopher.    The 
(tern  independence  of  his  manners  was  exemplified    in  his 
memorable  answer  to  Alexander  the  Great.    That  monarch, 
on  his  appointment  as  generalissimo  against  the  Persians,  re- 
ceived the  gratulations  of  all  the  great  men  of  Greece :  disap- 
pointed at  not  seeing  Diogenes  among  the  number,  he  went  to 
visit  him,  and  found  him  seated  in  a  tub  basking  in  the  sun. 
Surprised  at  finding  him  apparently  in  such  extreme  poverty, 
Alexander  addressing  him  kindly,  asked  if  he  could  do  him  any 
favour.    '  Yes,'  replied  the  philosopher, '  stand  a  little  out  of 
my  sunshine !'— '  If  I  were  not  Alexander,'  remarked  the  con- 
queror as  he  turned  slowly  away,  '  I  would  wish  to  be  Dio- 
genes !' 

2  The  Bat.    The  older  writers  call  it  merely  the  bak :  thus 
in  Gawin  Douglas's  metrical  translation  of  Virgil:— 

'  The  sonny?  lichtis  nauer  the  wers,  traist  me, 
Althochte  the  bak  his  bricht  beames  doeth  flee.* 


In  Poosie-Nansie's 3  held  the  splore, 
To  drink  their  ora  duddies : 
Wi'  quaffing  and  laughing, 

They  ranted  and  they  sang ; 
Wi'  jumping  and  thumping 
The  vera  girdle  rang. 

First,  niest  the  fire,  in  auld  red  rags, 
Ane  sat,  weel  brac'd  wi'  mealy  bags 

And  knapsack  a'  in  order ; 
His  doxy  lay  within  his  arm, 
Wi'  usquebae  and  blankets  warm, 

She  blanket  on  her  sodger; 
And  aye  he  gie's  the  tousie  drab 

The  tither  skelpin'  kiss, 
While  she  held  up  her  greedy  gab, 
Just  like  an  a'mous  dish ; 4 

Hk  smack  still,  did  crack  still, 

Just  like  a  cadger's  whup, 
Then  staggering,  an'  swaggering, 
He  roar'd  this  ditty  up — 

AIR. 

TUNE — "Soldier's  Joy." 

I  AM  a  son  of  Mars,  who  have   been  in  many 

wars, 

And  show  my  cuts  and  scars  wherever  I  come ; 
Tliis  here  was  for  a  wench,  and  that  other  in  a 

trench, 
When  welcoming  the  French  at  the  sound  of  the 

drum.  Lai  do  daudle,  &c. 

My  'prentiship  I  past  where  my  leader  breath 'd 

his  last, 
When  the  bloody  die  was  cast  on  the  heights  of 

Abram; 
I  served  out  my  trade  when  the  gallant  game  was 

play'd, 
And  the  Moro  low  was  laid  at  the  sound  of  the 

drum,  Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 

3  Poosie  Nansie's,  the  scene  of  the  Jolly  Beggars,  is  still 
pointed  out  in  Mauchline.     It  was  one  of  those  places  of  re- 
sort   in   which    the    lowest    of  mankind — those    ambiguous 
wretches  who  hang  upon  the  skirts  of  society — the  maimed 
beggar — the  sturdy  caird — the  wandering  tinker — thfi  travell- 
ing ballad-singer,  found  a  resting  place  after  the  fatigues  of  the 
day,  and  when  they  lost  in  that  'glory'  which  results  from 
deep  potations,  the  consciousness  of  tlieir  own  degradation. 
John  Richmond  told  Robert  Chambers  when  he  visited  Mauch- 
line, that  one  night  when  Burns,  '  Smith,  the  sleest  pawkie 
thief,'  and  Richmond  were  coming  up  the  street  in  a  state  of 
partial  intoxication,  tlieir  attention  was  attracted  by  the  noise 
of  revelry  issuing  from  this  hostelry.     At  the  instigation  of 
Burns,  they  went  in,  and  entered  con  tpfrito  into  the  scene  of 
drunken  frolic,  which  they  found  going  forward.     Such  wns 
the  source  of  the  poet's  inspiration,  and  such  the  scene,  which 
a  few  touches  of  his  pen  has  rendered  immortal ! 

4  The  a'mons  dish  was  a  wooden  vessel,  half  platter,  hal! 


The  comparison  of  the  nickering  of  the  day,  and  withered  bowl,  with  which  every  professional  mendicant  was  formerly 
leaves  in  the  wintry  blast,  to  the  '  wavering'  flight  of  the  bat  j  provided  as  part  of  his  accoutrements.  It  was  used  to  receiva 
is  peculiarly  appropriate.  I  the  a'mous  or  offering,  which  was  usually  made  in  kind. 
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I  lastly   was   with    Curtis,   among   the    floating 

batt'ries, 

And  there  I  left  for  witnesses  an  arm  and  a  limb : 
Yet  let  my  country  need  me,  with  Elliot  to  head 

me, 
I'd  clatter  on  my  stumps   at  the   sound   of  the 

drum.  Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 

And  now,  tho'  I  must  beg,  with  a  wooden  arm 

and  leg, 

And  many  a  tatter 'd  rag  hanging  over  my  bum, 
I'm  as  happy  with  my  wallet,  my  bottle,  and  my 

callet,1 

As  when  I  us'd  in  scarlet  to  follow  the  drum. 
Lai  de  daudle,  &c. 

What  tho'  with  hoary  locks,  I  must  stand  the 

winter  shocks, 
Beneath  the  woods  and  rocks,  oftentimes   for  a 

home; 
When  the  tother  bag  I  sell,  and  the  tother  bottle 

tell, 
I  could  meet  a  troop  of  h-11  at  the  sound  of  the 

drum. 

RECTTATIVO. 

He  ended;  and  the  kebars  sheuk 

Aboon  the  chorus  roar; 
While  frighted  rattans  backward  leuk, 

And  seek  the  benmost  bore: 

A  fairy  fiddler  frae  the  neuk, 

He  skirl'd  out  encore! 
But  up  arose  the  martial  cliuck, 

And  laid  the  loud  uproar. 

AIR. 
TUNB— "Soldier  Laddit." 

I  ONCE  was  a  maid,  tho'  I  cannot  tell  when, 
And  still  my  delight  is  in  proper  young  men ; 
Some  one  of  a  troop  of  dragoons  was  my  daddie, 
No  wonder  I'm  fond  of  a  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lai  de  lal,  &c. 

The  first  of  my  loves  was  a  swaggering  blade, 
To  rattle  the  thundering  drum  was  his  trade ; 
His  leg  was  so  tight,  and  his  cheek  was  so  ruddy. 
Transported  I  was  with  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  &c. 

But  the  godly  old  chaplain  left  him  in  the  lurch, 
1 1       So  the  sword  I  forsook  for  the  sake  of  the  church, 


He  ventur'd  the  soul,  I  risked  the  body, 

'Twas  then  I  prov'd  false  to  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  &c. 

Full  soon  I  grew  sick  of  the  sanctified  sot, 
The  regiment  at  large  for  a  husband  I  got ; 
From  the  gilded  spontoon  to  the  fife  I  was  ready, 
I  asked  no  more  but  a  sodger  Laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  &c. 

But  the  peace  it  reduc'd  me  to  beg  in  despair, 
Till  I  met  my  old  boy  at  a  Cunningham  fair, 
His  rags  regimental  they  flutter'd  sac  gaudy, 
My  heart  it  rejoic'd  at  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  &c. 

And  now  I  have  liv'd — I  know  not  how  long, 

And  still  I  can  join  in  a  cup  or  a  song ; 

But  whilst  with  both  hands  I  can  hold  the  glass 

steady, 
Here's  to  thee,  my  hero,  my  sodger  laddie. 

Sing,  Lal  de  lal,  &c. 

BECTTATIVO. 

Poor  Merry  Andrew,  in  the  neuk, 

Sat  guzzling  wi'  a  tinkler  hizzic; 
They  mind't  na  wha  the  chorus  teuk, 

Between  themselves  they  were  sae  busy; 
At  length,  wi'  drink  and  courting  dizzy, 

He  stoiter'd  up  and  made  a  face ; 
Then  turn'd  and  laid  a  smack  on  Grizzy, 

Syne  tun'd  his  pipes  wi'  grave  grimace. 

Am. 

TPKI— "Auld  Sir  Symon." 

SlR  Wisdom's  a  fool  when  he's  fou, 
Sir  Knave  is  a  fool  in  a  session; 

He's  there  but  a  'prentice  I  trow, 
But  I  am  a  fool  by  profession. 

My  grannie  she  bought  me  a  beuk, 
And  I  held  awa  to  the  school; 

I  fear  I  my  talent  misteuk ; 

But  what  will  ye  ha'e  of  a  fool ! 

For  drink  I  would  venture  my  neck ; 

A  hizzie's  the  half  o'  my  craft; 
But  what  could  ye  other  expect 

Of  ane  that's  avowedly  daft. 


1  A  beggar  in  his  drink  could  not  hare  laid  Each  terms  upon  i 
U<  calleU 

SfUKSPRAU—  OOlfllo. 


I  ance  was  tied  up  like  a  stirk, 
For  civilly  swearing  and  quaffing; 

I  ance  was  abus'd  i'  the  kirk, 
For  towzling  a  lass  i'  my  daffin- 


_  _ 
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Poor  Andrew  that  tumbles  for  sport, 
Let  naebody  name  wi'  a  jeer; 

There's  ev'n  I'm  tauld  i'  the  court, 
A  tumbler  ca'd  the  Premier. 

Observ'd  ye  yon  reverend  lad 
Maks  faces  to  tickle  the  mob ; 

He  rails  at  our  mountebank  squad, 
It's  rivalship  just  i'  the  job. 

And  now  my  conclusion  I'll  tel^ 
For  faith  I'm  confoundedly  dry, 

The  chiel  that's  a  fool  for  himsel', 
Gude  L — d,  is  far  dafter  than  I. 

EECITATIVO. 

Then  niest  outspak  a  raucle  carlin,         .  .. 
Wha  kent  fu'  weel  to  cleek  the  sterlin', 
For  monie  a  pursie  she  had  hookit, 
And  had  in  monie  a  well  been  doukit ; 
Her  dove  had  been  a  Highland  laddie, 
But  weary  fa'  the  waefu'  woodie! 
Wi'  sighs  and  sabs,  she  thus  began 
To  wail  her  braw  John  Highlandman. 

AIR. 

TUNE — "O  an'  ye  were  dead,  guidman." 

A  HIGHLAND  lad  my  love  was  born, 
The  Lawlan'  laws  he  held  in  scorn; 
But  he  still  was  faithfu'  to  his  clan, 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandman. 

CHORUS. 

Sing,  hey,  my  braw  John  Highlandman; 
Sing,  ho,  my  braw  John  Highlandman; 
There's  not  a  lad  in  a'  the  Ian' 
Was  match  for  my  John  Highlandman. 

With  his  philibeg  and  tartan  plaid, 
And  guid  claymore  down  by  his  side, 
The  ladies'  hearts  he  did  trepan, 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Higlilaiidman. 
Sing,  hey,  &c. 

We  ranged  a'  from  Tweed  to  Spey, 
And  liv'd  like  lords  and  ladies  gay; 
For  a  Lallan  face  he  feared  nane, 
My  gallant,  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  &c. 

They  banish'd  him  beyond  the  sea, 
But  ere  the  bud  was  on  the  tree, 
Adown  my  cheeks  the  pearls  ran, 
Embracing  my  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  &c. 


But  oh!  they  catch'd  him  at  the  last, 
And  bound  him  in  a  dungeon  fast; 
My  curse  upon  them  every  one, 
They've  hang'd  my  braw  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  &c. 

And  now  a  widow,  I  must  mourn 
The  pleasures  that  will  ne'er  return; 
No  comfort  but  a  hearty  can, 
When  I  think  on  John  Highlandman. 
Sing,  hey,  &c. 

RECITATIVO. 

A  pigmy  scraper  wi'  his  fiddle, 

Wha  us'd  at  trysts  and  fairs  to  driddle, 

Her  strappin*  limb  and  gaucy  middle 

(He  reach 'd  nae  higher,) 
Had  hol'd  his  heartie  like  a  riddle, 

And  blawn't  on  fire. 

Wi'  hand  on  hainch,  and  upward  e'e, 
He  croon'd  his  gamut,  ane,  twa,  three, 
Then,  in  an  Arioso  key, 

The  wee  Apollo 
Set  aff,  wi'  Allegretto  glee, 

His  giga  solo. 

AIR. 
TUNB— "  Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o-t." 

LET  me  ryke  up  to  dight  that  tear, 
And  go  wi'  me  and  be  my  dear, 
And  then  your  every  care  and  fear 
May  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

CHORUS. 

I  am  a  fiddler  to  my  trade, 
And  a'  the  tunes  that  e'er  I  play'd, 
The  sweetest  still  to  wife  or  maid, 
Was  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

At  kirns  and  weddings  we'se  be  there, 
And  Oh !  sae  nicely's  we  will  fare ; 
We'll  bouse  about,  till  Daddie  Care 
Sings  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

I  am,  &c. 

Sae  merrily's  the  banes  well  pyke, 
And  sun  oursells  about  the  dyke, 
And  at  our  leisure,  when  ye  like. 
Well  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

I  am,  &c. 

But  bless  me  wi'  your  hcav'n  o'  charms, 
And  while  I  kittle  hair  on  thairms, 
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Hunger,  cauld,  and  a'  sic  harms, 
May  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

I  am,  &c. 

RECITATIVO. 

Her  charms  had  struck  a  sturdy  caird, 
As  weel  as  poor  gut-scraper ; 

He  taks  the  fiddler  by  the  beard, 
And  draws  a  roosty  rapier — 

He  swoor,  by  a'  was  swearing  worth, 
To  speet  him  like  a  pliver, 

Unless  he  wad  from  that  time  forth 
Relinquish  her  for  ever. 

Wi'  ghastly  e'e,  poor  tweedle-dee ' 

Upon  his  hunkers  bended, 
And  pray'd  for  grace,  wi'  ruefu'  face, 

And  sae  the  quarrel  ended. 
But  though  his  little  heart  did  grieve 

When  round  the  tinkler  prest  her, 
He  feign'd  to  snirtle  in  his  sleeve, 

When  thus  the  caird  address'd  her; 


TCNB—  "  Clout  the  Caudron." 

MY  bonny  lass,  I  work  in  brass, 

A  tinkler  is  my  station  ; 
I've  travell'd  round  all  Christian  ground 

In  this  my  occupation. 
I've  ta'en  the  gold,  I've  been  enroll'd 

In  many  a  noble  squadron; 
But  vain  they  search  'd,  when  off  I  march  'd 

To  go  and  clout  the  caudron. 

I've  ta'en  the  gold,  &c. 

Despise  that  shrimp,  that  wither'd  imp, 

Wi'  a'  his  noise  and  cap'rin', 
And  tak'  a  share  wi'  those  that  bear 

The  budget  and  the  apron. 
And  by  that  stoup,  my  faith  and  houp, 

And  by  that  dear  Kilbagie,2 
If  e'er  ye  want,  or  meet  wi'  scant, 

May  I  ne'er  weet  my  cragie. 

And  by  that  stoup,  &c. 

BECTTATIVO. 

The  caird  prevail'd  —  th'  unblushing  fair 

In  his  embraces  sunk, 
Partly  wi'  love  o'crcome  sae  sair, 

And  partly  she  was  drunk. 


I  '  It's  strange  there  should  such  difference  be 
'Twixt  tweedle-dum  and  tweedle-dee.'  —  SWIFT. 

2  A  peculiar  sort  of  Whiskey;  so  railed  from  Kilbaffle  distil- 
lery, in  C'.ackmannanshire.  It  was  in  Burns's  day  told  so  low 
as  one  penny  per  gill. 


Sir  Violino,  with  an  air 

That  sliow'd  a  man  o*  spunk, 
Wish'd  unison  between  the  pair, 

And  made  the  bottle  clunk 

To  their  health  that  night 

But  urchin  Cupid  shot  a  shaft, 

That  play'd  a  dame  a  shuvie, 
The  fiddler  rak'd  her  fore  and  aft, 

Behint  the  chicken  cavie. 
Her  lord,  a  wight  o'  Homer's  craft, 

Tho'  limpin?  wi'  the  spavie, 
He  hirpl'd  up,  and  lap  like  daft, 

And  shor'd  them  Dainty  Davie 

O'  boot  that  night. 

He  was  a  care-defying  blade 

As  ever  Bacchus  listed, 
Tho'  Fortune  sair  upon  him  laid, 

His  heart  she  ever  miss'd  it. 
He  had  nae  wish,  but — to  be  glad, 

Nor  want,  but — when  he  thirsted; 
He  hated  nought  but — to  be  sad: 

And  thus  the  Muse  suggested 

His  sang  that  night. 

AIR. 
Tcifi— "For  a'  that,  and  a'  that." 

I  AM  a  bard  of  no  regard, 

Wi'  gentlefolks,  and  a'  that: 
But  Homer-like,  the  glowran  byke, 

Frae  town  to  town  I  draw  that. 

CHORUS. 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

And  twice  as  mciklc's  a*  that; 
I've  lost  but  ane,  I've  twa  behin', 

I've  wife  eueogh,  for  a'  that. 

I  never  drank  the  Muses'  stank, 

Castalia's  burn,  and  a'  that; 
But  there  it  streams,  and  richly  reams, 

My  Helicon  I  ca*  that. 

For  a'  that,  Sic. 

Great  love  I  bear  to  a*  the  fair, 

Their  humble  slave,  and  a'  that; 
But  lordly  will,  I  hold  it  still 

A  mortal  sin  to  thraw  that. 

For  a'  that,  &c. 

In  raptures  sweet,  this  hour  we  meet, 

Wi'  mutual  love,  and  a'  that; 
But  for  how  long  the  flee  may  stang 

Let  inclination  law  that. 

For  a'  that,  &c. 
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Their  tricks  and  craft  ha'e  put  me  daft, 
They've  ta'cn  me  in,  and  a'  that; 

But  clear  your  decks,  and  "Here's  the  sex!" 
I  like  the  jads  for  a'  that. 

For  a'  that,  and  a  that, 

And  twice  as  meikle's  a'  that, 

My  dearest  bluid,  to  do  them  guid, 
They're  welcome  till't,  for  a'  that. 

EECITATIVO. 

So  sung  the  bard — and  Nansie's  wa's 
Shook  with  a  thunder  'of  applause, 

Re-echo 'd  from  each  mouth ; 
They  toom'd  their  pocks,  and  pawn'd  their  duds, 
They  scarcely  left  to  co'er  their  fuds, 

To  quench  their  lowan  drouth. 

Then  owre  again,  the  jovial  thrang, 

The  poet  did  request, 
To  lowse  his  pack,  and  wale  a  sang, 
A  ballad  o'  the  best; 
He,  rising,  rejoicing, 

Between  his  twa  Deborahs, 
Looks  round  him,  and  found  them 
Impatient  for  the  chorus. 

AIR. 
Ti'NE — "Jolly  Mortals,  ftt  your  Glasses." 

SEE  the  smoking  bowl  before  us! 

Mark  our  jovial  ragged  ring ! 
Round  and  round  take  up  the  chorus, 

And  in  raptures  let  us  sing : 

CHORUS. 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast! 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected, 

Churches  built  to  please  the  priest. 

What  is  title  ?  What  is  treasure  2 

What  is  reputation's  care  ? 
If  we  lead  a  life  of  pleasure, 

'Tis  no  matter  how  or  where ! 

A  fig,  &c. 

With  the  ready  trick  and  fable, 

Round  we  wander  all  the  day; 
And  at  night,  in  barn  or  stable, 

Hug  our  doxies  on  the  hay. 

A  fig,  &c. 

Does  the  train-attended  carriage 
Thro'  the  country  lighter  rove  ? 


Does  the  sober  bed  of  marriage 
Witness  brighter  scenes  of  love  ? 
A  fig,  &c. 

Life  is  all  a  variorum, 

We  regard  not  how  it  goes ; 
Let  them  cant  about  decorum 

Who  have  characters  to  lose. 

A  fig,  &c. 

Here's  to  budgets,  bags,  and  wallets ! 

Here's  to  all  the  wandering  train ! 
Here's  our  ragged  brats  and  callets! 

One  and  all  cry  out,  Amen ! 

A  fig  for  those  by  law  protected ! 

Liberty's  a  glorious  feast! 
Courts  for  cowards  were  erected, 

Churches  built  to  please  the  priest. 


1  '  The  Jolly  Beggars,  for  humorous  description,  and  nice  dis- 
crimination of  character,  is  inferior  to  no  poem  of  the  same 
length  in  the  whole  range  of  English  poetry.  The  scene  in- 
deed, is  laid  in  the  very  lowest  department  of  low  life,  the 
actors  being  a  set  of  strolling  vagrants,  met  to  carouse,  and 
barter  their  rags  and  plunder  for  liquor  in  a  hedge  ale-house. 
Yet  even  in  describing  tlie  movements  of  such  a  group,  the  na- 
tive taste  of  the  poet  has  never  suffered  his  pen  to  slide  into 
any  thing  coarse  or  disgusting.  The  extravagant  glee,  and 
outrageous  frolic  of  the  beggars,  are  ridiculously  contrasted 
with  their  maimed  limbs,  rags,  and  crutches — the  sordid  nnd 
squalid  circumstances  of  their  appearance  are  judiciously 
thrown  into  the  shade.  Nor  is  the  art  of  the  poet  less  conspi- 
cuous in  the  individual  figures  than  in  the  general  mass.  The 
festive  vagrants  are  distinguished  from  each  other  by  personal 
appearance  and  character,  as  much  as  any  fortuitous  assembly 
in  the  higher  orders  of  life.  .  .  .  The  most  prominent  per- 
sons are  a  maimed  soldier  and  his  female  companion  a  hack- 
neyed follower  of  the  camp,  a  stroller  late  the  consort  of  a 
Highland  ketteran  or  sturdy  beggar, — "but  weary  fa'  the  wae- 
fu'  woodie !"  Being  now  at  liberty,  she  becomes  an  object  of 
rivalry  between  "  a  pigmy  scraper  with  his  fiddle  "  and  a  stroll- 
ing tinker.  The  latter,  a  desperate  bandit,  like  most  of  his 
profession,  terrifies  the  musician  out  of  the  field,  and  is  pre- 
ferred by  the  damsel  of  course.  A  wandering  ballad-singer 
with  a  brace  of  doxies,  is  last  introduced  upon  the  stage.  Each 
of  these  mendicants  sing  a  song  in  character;  and  such  a  collec- 
tion of  humorous  lyrics,  connected  by  vivid  poetical  descrip- 
tion, is  not,  perhaps,  to  be  paralleled  in  the  English  language. 

.  .  We  are  at  a  loss  to  conceive  any  good  reason  why  Dr 
Currie  did  not  introduce  this  singular  and  humorous  cantata 
into  his  collection.  It  is  true,  that  in  one  or  two  passages,  the 
muse  has  trespassed  slightly  upon  decorum,  where,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  Scottish  song, 

"  High  kilted  was  she 

As  she  gaed  owre  the  lea." 

Something,  however,  is  to  be  allowed  to  the  nature  of  the  sub- 
ject, and  something  to  the  education  of  tlie  poet;  and  if  from 
veneration  to  the  names  of  Swift  and  Dryden,  we  tolerate  the 
grossness  of  the  one,  and  the  indelicacy  of  the  other,  the  res- 
pect due  to  that  of  Burns  may  surely  claim  indulgence  for  a 
few  light  strokes  of  broad  humour.'— SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 

'Perhaps,  we  may  venture  to  say,  that  the  most  strictly 
poetical  of  all  his  poems,  is  one  which  does  not  appear  in  Cur- 
rie's  edition,  but  has  been  often  printed  before  and  since,  under 
the  humble  title  of  '  The  Jolly  Beggars.'  The  subject  truly  is 
almost  the  lowest  in  nature;  but  it  only  the  more  shows  our 
poet's  gift  in  raising  it  into  the  domain  of  art.  To  our  minds, 
this  piece  seems  thoroughly  compacted,  melted  together,  re- 
fined; and  poured  forth  in  one  flood  of  true  liquid  harmony. 
It  is  bright,  airy,  and  soft  of  movement,  yet  sharp  and  precise 
in  its  details ;  every  face  is  a  portrait;  that  "raucle  carlin" — 
that  "wee  Apollo" — that  "son  of  Mars,"  are  Scottish,  yet 
ideal ;  the  scene  is  at  once  a  dream,  and  the  very  Rag- castle  o! 
"Poosie  Nansie."  Farther,  it  seems  in  a  considerable  degree 
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Co  a  /House. 

ON   TURNING    HER    UP  IN   HER  NEST  WITH   THB    PLOUGH, 
NOVEMBER,  1785.  ' 

WEE,  sleekit,  cow'rin',  tim'rous  beastie, 
O,  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breastie ! 
Thou  need  na  start  awa  sae  hasty, 

Wi'  bickering  brattle ! 
I  wad  be  laith  to  rin  an'  chase  thee, 

Wi'  murdering  pattle.' 

I'm  truly  sorry  man's  dominion 
Has  broken  Nature's  social  union, 
An'  justifies  that  ill  opinion 

Which  maks  thee  startle 
At  me,  thy  poor  earth-born  companion, 

An'  fellow-mortal ! 

I  doubt  na,  whyles,  but  thou  may  thieve  ; 
What  then  ?  poor  beastie,  thou  maun  live ! 
A  daimen-icker2  hi  a  thrave 

'S  a  sma'  request: 
I'll  get  a  blessiu'  wi'  the  lave, 

And  never  miss't! 

Thy  wee  bit  housie,  too,  in  ruin ! 
Its  silly  wa's  the  win's  are  strewin'! 
An'  naething,  now,  to  big  a  new  ane, 

O'  foggage  green ! 
An*  bleak  December's  winds  ensuin', 

Baith  snell  and  keen ! 

Thou  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  an'  waste, 
An'  weary  winter  comin'  fast, 

complete,  a  real  self-supporting  whole,  which  is  the  highest 
merit  in  a  poem.  The  blanket  of  the  niiflit  is  drawn  asunder 
for  a  moment ;  in  full  ruddy  and  flaming  light,  these  rough  tat- 
terdemalions are  seen  in  their  boisterous  revel ;  for  the  strong 
pulse  of  life  vindicates  its  right  to  gladness  even  here,  and 
when  the  curtain  closes,  we  prolong  the  action  without  effort 
The  next  day  as  the  last,  our  Caird  and  our  Bai/atimonger  are 
singing  and  soldering ;  their  "  brats  and  callets  "  are  hawking, 
begging,  cheating ;  and  some  other  night,  in  new  combinations, 
they  will  wring  from  Fate  another  hour  of  wassail  and  good 
cheer.  It  wuuld  be  strange,  doubtless,  to  call  this  the  best  of 
Burns'  writings;  we  mean  to  say  only,  that  it  seems  to  us  the 
most  perfect  of  its  kind,  as  a  piece  of  poetical  composition, 
f  trictly  so  called.  In  the  "  Beggar's  Opera,"  in  the  "  Beggar's 
Bush,"  as  other  critics  have  already  remarked,  there  is  nothing 
which  in  real  poetic  vigour  equals  this  Cantatti;  nothing,  as  we 
think,  which  comes  within  many  degrees  of  it' — THOMAS 
CARLYLB. 

•The  whole  of  this  admirable  cantata  has  never  been  in 
print-  Two  different  songs,  connected  by  a  few  verses  of  re- 
citative matter,  and  which  exhibited  the  character  of  a  chim- 
ney-sweep and  a  sailor,  were  omitted  after  the  first  copy  by 
the  author,  and  seem  now  to  be  past  recovery.' — ROBERT 
CHAMBERS. 

1  John  Blane,  a  farm-servant  at  Mossgiel  in  1785.  and  at  pre- 
sent [1841]  living  at  Kilmamock,  remembers  pursuing  amou-e 
across  the  field,  with  the  pettle  or  plough-cleansing  utensil, 
while  Burns  was  ploughing.     Burns  told  him  to  let  the  poor 
creature  alone ;  and  was  observed  to  be  very  thoughtful  all  day. 
In  the  evening,  he  awoke  Blane,  for  they  slept  together,  ami 
repeated  to  him  his  poem  on  the  mouse,  the  must  tender- 
hearted, perhaps,  of  all  his  productions. 

2  An  ftir  of  corn,  occasionally. 


An'  cozie  here,  beneath  the  blast, 

Thou  thought  to  dwell 

Till  crash !  the  cruel  coulter  past 

Out  thro'  thy  cell. 

That  wee  bit  heap  o'  leaves  an'  stibble, 
Has  cost  thee  monie  a  weary  nibble ! 
Now  thou's  turn'd  out,  for  a'  thy  trouble, 

But  house  or  hald, 
To  thole  the  winter's  sleety  dribble, 

An'  cranreuch  cauld ! 

But,  Mousie,  thou  art  no  thy  lane, 
In  proving  foresight  may  be  vain : 
The  best  laid  schemes  o'  mice  an'  men, 

Gang  aft  a-gley,* 
An'  lea'e  us  nought  but  grief  and  pain, 

For  promis'd  joy. 

Still  thou  art  blest,  compar'd  wi'  me  ! 
The  present  only  toucheth  thee  : 
But,  Och !  I  backward  cast  my  e'e, 

On  prospects  drear ; 
An'  forward,  tho'  I  canna  see, 

I  guess  an'  fear. 4 


letter  to 


Cat't,  <RIenconnar. 


ACLD  comrade  dear  and  brither  sinner, 
How's  a'  the  folk  about  Glenconnar? 
How  do  you  this  blae  eastlin'  win'  ? 
That's  like  to  blaw  a  body  blin'  ! 
For  me,  my  faculties  are  frozen, 
My  dearest  member  nearly  dozen  . 
I've  sent  you  here  by  Johnie  Sirasou, 
Twa  sage  philosophers  to  glimpse  on  : 
Smith,  wi'  his  sympathetic  feeling, 
And  Reid,  to  common  sense  appealing. 
Philosophers  have  fought  and  wrangled, 
And  meikle  Greek  and  Latin  mangled, 


3  This  couplet,— 

'  The  best  laid  schemes  o'  mice  and  men, 

Gang  aft  a-gley,'— 

and  another  rouplet  in  the  Address  to  the  Louse — 
'  O,  wad  some  Power  the  giftie  gi'e  us. 
To  see  oursel's  as  ithers  see  on !' 
are  so  often  quoted  as  to  have  become  almost  proverbial. 

4  '  How  his  heart  flows  out  in  sympathy  over  universal  na- 
ture; and  in  her  bleakest  provinces  discrrns  a  beauty  and  a 
meaning  !     The  "  Daisy  "  falls  not  unheeded  under  his  plough- 
share ;  nor  the  ruined  nest  of  that  "  wee  cowering  timorous 
beastie,"  cast  forth  after  all  its  provident  pain*  to  "thole  the 
sleety-dribble,  and  cranreuch  cauld.1*    The  "hoar  visage  '  of 
winter  delights  him :  he  dwells  with  a  sad,  and  oft-returning 
fondnesi  on  these  scenes  of  solemn  desolation ;  but  the  voice  oi 
the  tempest  becomes  an  anthem  to  his  ears ;  he  loves  to  walk 
in  the  sounding  woods,  for  it  raises  his  thoughts  "to  Him  that 
walkcth  on  the  wings  of  the  wind"—*  true  port-mill,  for  it 
needs  but  to  be  struck,  and  the  sound  it  yields  will  be  music!'— 
THOMAS  CARLYLK. 
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Till  wi'  their  logic-jargon  tir'd, 
And  in  the  depth  of  Science  mir'd, 
To  common  sense  they  now  appeal, 
What  wives  and  wabsters  see  and  feel. 
But,  hark  ye,  friend,  I  charge  you  strictly, 
Peruse  them,  and  return  them  quickly, 
For  now  I'm  grown  so  cursed  douce, 
I  pray  and  ponder  butt  the  house. 
My  shins,  my  lane,  I  there  sit  roastin', 
Perusing  Bunyan,  Brown,  and  Boston; 
Till  by  and  by,  if  I  haud  on, 
I'll  grunt  a  real  Gospel-groan: 
Already  I  begin  to  try  it, 
To  cast  my  een  up  like  a  pyet, 
When  by  the  gun  she  tumbles  o'er, 
Flutt'riug  and  gasping  in  her  gore : 
Sae  shortly  you  shall  see  me  bright, 
A  burning  and  a  shining  light. 

My  heart-warm  love  to  guid  auld  Glen, 
The  ace  and  wale  of  honest  men : 
When  bending  down  wi'  auld  grey  hairs, 
Beneath  the  load  of  years  and  cares, 
May  he  who  made  him  still  support  him, 
And  views  beyond  the  grave  comfort  him. 
His  worthy  famly  far  and  near, 
God  bless  them  a'  wi'  grace  and  gear ! ' 

My  auld  school-fellow,  Preacher  Willie, 
The  manly  tar,  my  mason  Billie, 
And  Auchenbay,  I  wish  him  joy ! 
If  he's  a  parent,  lass  or  boy, 
May  he  be  dad,  and  Mag  the  mither, 
Just  five-and-forty  years  thegither! 
And  not  forgetting  wabster  Charlie, 
I'm  tauld  he  offers  very  fairly. 
And,  Lord,  remember  singing  Sannock, 
Wi'  hale-breeks,  saxpence,  and  a  bannock. 
And  next,  my  auld  acquaintance,  Nancy, 
Since  she  is  fitted  to  her  fancy; 
And  her  kind  stars  hae  airted  till  her 
A  good  chiel  wi'  a  pickle  siller, 
My  kindest,  best  respects  I  sen'  it, 
To  cousin  Kate  and  sister  Janet; 
Tell  them  frae  me,  wi'  chiels  be  cautious, 
For,  faith,  they'll  aiblins  fin'  them  fasliious : 
To  grant  a  heart  is  fairly  civil, 
But  to  grant  a  maidenhead's  the  devil. — 


And  lastly,  Jamie,  for  yoursel, 
May  guardian  angels  tak'  a  spell, 
And  steer  you  seven  miles  south  o'  hell? 
But  first,  before  you  see  heav'n's  glory, 
May  ye  get  monie  a  merry  story, 
Monie  a  laugh,  and  monie  a  drink, 
And  aye  eneugh  o'  needfu'  clink. 

Now  fare  ye  weel,  and  joy  be  wi'  you, 
For  my  sake  this  I  beg  it  o'  you, 
Assist  poor  Simsoii  a'  ye  can, 
Ye 'II  fin'  him  just  an  honest  man; 
Sae  I  conclude  and  quat  my  chanter. 
Yours,  saint  or  sinner, 

ROB  THE  RANTKU. 


ON   THE 


'Civil)  of  a  poBtfjumtws 


BORN    IN    PECULIAR  CIRCUMSTANCES   OF  FAMILY    DISTRESS. 

SWEET  Floweret,  pledge  o'  meikle  love, 

And  ward  o'  mony  a  prayer, 
What  heart  o'  stane  wad  thou  na  move, 

Sae  helpless,  sweet,  and  fair! 

November  hirples  o'er  the  lea, 

Chill,  on  thy  lovely  form; 
And  gane,  alas  !  the  shelt'ring  tree, 

Should  shield  thee  frae  the  storm. 

May  He  wha  gives  the  rain  to  pour, 

And  wings  the  blast  to  blaw, 
Protect  thee  frae  the  driving  shower, 

The  bitter  frost  and  snaw  ! 

May  He,  the  friend  of  wo  and  want, 
Who  heals  life's  various  stounds, 

Protect  and  guard  the  mother  plant, 
And  heal  her  cruel  wounds  ! 

But  late  she  flourish'd,  rooted  fast, 

Fair  on  the  summer  morn  : 
Now  feebly  bends  she  in  the  blast, 

Unshelter'd  and  forlorn. 

Blest  be  thy  bloom,  thou  lovely  gem, 

Unscath'd  by  ruffian  hand  ! 
And  from  thee  many  a  parent  stem 

Arise  to  deck  our  land! 


1  'This  poem  is  one  of  those  every-day  business-like  effu- 
sions which  Burns  occasionally  penned.  Though  not  equal  to 
some  of  his  earlier  epistle?,  yet  is  it  well  worth  preserving  as  a 
proof  of  the  ease  with  which  he  could  wind  verse  round  any  j 

topic,  and  conduct  the  duties  and  courtesies  of  life  in  song.  2  This  was  the  grand-child  of  Mrs  Dunlop.  Miss  Susan 
His  account  of  having  "grown  sae  cursed  douce,"  and  scorch-  EUUI,,P(  daughter  of  the  poet's  friend,  married  M.  Henri,  a 
iughiinseifatthefire—  French  gentleman,  who  died  suddenly  at  Loudon  Castle,  in 

•'Perusing  Bunyan,  Brown,  and  Boston,'1  Ayrshire,  in  1790.    Mrs  Henri  subsequently  went  to  Franfe, 

Is  archly  introduced.  The  persons  to  whom  a  part  of  the  letter  accompanied  by  her  infant  son,  and  in  one  of  Burns's  letters  to 
allude  are  of  Glenconnar's  household,  or  his  neighbours.  The  Mrs  Dunlop,  we  find  him  condoling  with  that  lady  on  the  death 
"manly  tnr"  ww  probably  Richard  Brown.' — ALLAN  CUN-  ,  of  a  daughter  in  a  foreign  land.  The  subject  of  Burns's  verses 
MNGHAMB.  I  is  now  proprietor  of  the  family  estates. 
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Epistle  to  Barnes 


[SHOPKEEPER,   MATCH  LINE.] 


"  Friendship!  mysterious  cement  of  the  soi.l ! 
Sweet'ner  of  life,  and  solder  of  society  I 
I  owe  thee  much. " — BLAIR. 


DEAR  Smith,  the  slcest,  paukie  thief, 
That  e'er  attempted  stealth  or  rief, 
Ye  surely  hae  some  warlock-breef 

Owre  human  hearts; 
For  ne'er  a  bosom  yet  was  prief 

Against  your  arts. 

For  me,  I  swear  by  sun  an'  moon, 
And  ev'ry  star  that  blinks  aboon, 
Ye've  cost  me  twenty  pair  o'  shoon 

Just  gaun  to  see  you ; 
And  ev'ry  ither  pair  that's  done, 

Mair  ta'en  I'm  wi'  you. 

That  auld,  capricious  carlin,  Nature, 
To  mak'  amends  for  scrimpit  stature, 
She's  turn'd  you  aff,  a  human  creature 

On  her  first  plan, 
And  In  her  freaks,  on  ev'ry  feature, 

She's  wrote,  the  Man.2 

Just  now  I've  ta'en  the  fit  o'  rhyme, 
My  barmie  noddle's  working  prime, 
My  fancy  yerkit  up  sublime 

Wi'  hasty  summon : 
Ha'e  ye  a  leisure-moment's  tune 

To  hear  what's  comin'  ? 

Some  rhyme,  a  neebor's  name  to  lash; 
Some  rhyme  (vain  thought !)  for  needfu'  cash ; 
Some  rhyme  to  court  the  countra  clash, 
An'  raise  a  din ; 


1  'James  Smith,  to  whom  this  epistle  is  addressed,  removed 
to  the  banks  of  the  A  vein,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  I.inlithtrovv 
where  he  established  a  calico-printing  establishment.  Becom- 
ing unfortunate  in  his  speculations,  he  afterwards  went  to  the 
West  Indies,  and  found  au  early  grave.' 

•  The  epistle  to  Smith  is,  perhaps,  the  very  best  of  all  these 
compositions  [the  epistles]  :  the  singular  ease  of  the  verse— the  • 
moral  dignity  of  one  passage— the  wit  and  humour  of  a  second  . 
—the  elegance  of  compliment  in  a  third — and  the  life  which 
animates  the  whole,  must  be  felt  by  the  most  ordinary  mind. 
The  verse  "  when  ance  life's  day  draws  near  the  gloamin,"  was 
frequent  on  the  lip*  of  Byron  during  the  darkening  frown  of 
his  own  day.' — ALLAN  CUNNINGHAMS. 

t  '  He  forgets  not  for  a  moment  the  majesty  of  poetry  and 
manhood.     And  yet,  far  as  he  feels  himself  above  common  men, 
lie  wanders  not  apart  from  them,  but  mixes  warmly  in  their  in- 
terests ;  nay,  throws  himself  into  their  arms,  and  as  it  were, 
entreats  them  to  love  him.     It  is  moving  to  see,  how,  in  hi*  . 
darkest  despondency,  this  proud  being  still  seeks  relief  from 
friendship— unbosoms  himself  often  to  the  unworthy,  and  amid 
tears,  strains  to  his  glowing  heart — a  heart  that  knows  only  the  j 
uame  of  friendship.'— THOMAS  CARLYI.E. 

ZB 


For  me,  an  aim  I  never  fash ; — 

I  rhyme  for  fun. 

The  star  that  rules  my  luckless  lot, 

Has  fated  me  the  russet  coat, 

An'  damu'd  my  fortune  to  the  groat; 

But,  in  requit, 
Has  bless'd  me  wi'  a  random  shot 

O'  countra  wit. 

This  wliile  my  notion's  ta'en  a  sklent, 
To  try  my  fate  in  guid  black  prent ; 
But  still  the  mair  I'm  that  way  bent, 

Something  cries,  "Hoolie! 
I  red  you,  honest  man,  tak*  tent! 

Yell  shaw  your  folly. 

"  There's  ither  poets,  much  your  betters, 
Far  seen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o*  letters, 
Ha'e  thought  they  had  ensur'd  their  debtors, 

A*  future  ages; 
Now  moths  deform  in  shapeless  tetters, 

Their  unknown  pages." 

Then  fareweel  hopes  o*  laurel-bouglis, 
To  garland  my  poetic  brows! 
Henceforth  111  rove  where  busy  ploughs 

Are  whistling  tlirang, 
An*  teach  the  lanely  heights  an*  howes 

My  rustic  sang. 

Ill  wander  on  with  tentless  heed 
How  never-halting  moments  speed, 
Till  fate  shall  snap  the  brittle  thread 

Then,  all  unknown, 
111  lay  me  with  the  inglorious  dead, 

Forgot  and  gone ! 

But  why  o'  death  begin  a  tale  ! 

Just  now  we're  living,  sound  and  lialc ; 

Then  top  and  maintop  crowd  the  sail, 

Heave  care  o'er  side! 
And  large,  before  enjoyment's  galo, 

Let's  tak*  the  tide. 

Tliis  life,  sae  far's  I  understand, 
Is  a'  enchanted,  fairy-land, 
Where  pleasure  is  the  magic  wand. 

That,  wielded  right, 
Mak's  hours,  like  minutes,  hand  in  hand, 

Dance  by  fu'  light. 

The  magic- wand  then  let  us  wield; 
For,  ance  that  five-an'-forty's  speel'd, 
See  crazy,  weary,  joyless  eild, 

Wi'  wrinkl'd  face, 
Comes  hostin*,  hirplin*,  owre  the  fioM, 

Wi'  creepin*  pace. 
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"When  ance  life's  day  draws  near  the  gloamin', 
Then  fareweel  vacant  careless  roamin' ; 
An'  fareweel  cheerfu'  tankards  foamin', 

An'  social  noise ; 
An'  fareweel,  dear,  deluding  woman, 

The  joy  of  joys! 

O  Life !  how  pleasant  in  thy  morning, 
Young  Fancy's  rays  the  hills  adorning, 
Cold-pausing  Caution's  lesson  scorning, 

We  frisk  away, 
Like  school-boys,  at  th'  expected  warning, 

To  joy  and  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here, 
We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  brier, 
Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near, 

Among  the  leaves ; 
And  though  the  puny  wound  appear, 

Short  while  it  grieves. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flowery  spot, 
For  which  they  never  toiled  or  swat ; 
They  drink  the  sweet,  and  eat  the  fat, 

But  care  or  pain; 
And,  haply,  eye  the  barren  hut 

With  high  disdain. 

With  steady  aim,  some  fortune  chase; 
Keen  hope  does  every  sinew  brace ; 
Thro'  fair,  thro'  foul,  they  urge  the  race, 

And  seize  the  prey : 
Then  cannie,  in  some  cozie  place, 

They  close  the  day. 

And  others,  like  your  humble  servan', 
Poor  wights!  nae  rules  nor  roads  observing 
To  right  or  left,  eternal  swervin', 

They  zig-zag  on: 
Till  curst  with  age,  obscure  an'  starvin' 

They  aften  groan. 

Alas !  what  bitter  toil  an'  straining — 
But  truce  with  peevish,  poor  complaining 
Is  fortune's  fickle  Luna  waning  ? 

E'en  let  her  gang! 
Beneath  what  light  she  has  remaining, 

Let's  sing  our  sang. 

My  pen  I  here  fling  to  the  door, 

And  kneel,  "  Ye  Powers !"  and  warm  implore, 

"  Tho'  I  should  wander  terra  o'er, 

In  all  her  climes, 
Grant  me  but  this,  I  ask  no  more, 

Aye  rowth  o'  rhymes. 

"  Gi'e  dreeping  roasts  to  countra  lairds, 
Till  icicles  liing  frae  their  beards; 


Gi'e  fine  braw  claes  to  fine  life-guards, 

And  maids  of  honour 

And  yill  an'  whisky  gi'e  to  cairds, 

Until  they  sconner. 

"  A  title,  Dempster  merits  it ; 

A  garter  gi'e  to  Willie  Pitt ; 

Gi'e  wealth  to  some  be-ledger'd  cit, 

In  cent.  per.  cent., 
But  gi'e  me  real,  sterling  wit, 

And  I'm  content. 

"  While  ye  are  pleas'd  to  keep  me  hale, 
I'll  sit  down  o'er  my  scanty  meal, 
Be't  water -brose,  or  muslin-kail, 

Wi'  cheerfu'  face, 
As  lang's  the  muses  dinna  fail 

To  say  the  grace." 

An  anxious  e'e  I  never  throws 
Behint  my  lug,  or  by  my  nose; 
I  jouk  beneath  misfortune's  blows 

As  weel's  I  may: 
Sworn  foe  to  sorrow,  care,  and  prose, 

I  rhyme  away. 

0  ye  douce  folk,  that  live  by  rule, 
Grave,  tideless-blooded,  calm  and  cool, 
Compar'd  wi'  you — O  fool !  fool !  fool 

How  much  unlike ! 
Your  hearts  are  just  a  standing  pool, 

Your  lives,  a  dyke ! 

Nae  hair-brain'd,  sentimental  traces 
In  your  unletter'd,  nameless  faces ! 
In  arioso  trills  and  graces 

Ye  never  stray, 
But,  gravissimo,  solemn  basses 

Ye  hum  away. 

Ye  are  sae  grave,  nae  doubt  ye're  wise ; 

Nae  ferly  tho'  ye  do  despise 

The  hairum-scairum,  ram-stam  boys, 

The  rattlin'  squad : 

1  see  you  upward  cast  your  eyes — 

— Ye  ken  the  road.— 

Whilst  I — but  I  shall  haud  me  there — 
Wi'  you  111  scarce  gang  ony  where — 
Then,  Jamie,  I  shall  say  nae  mair, 

But  quat  my  sang, 
Content  wi'  you  to  mak'  a  pair, 

Whare'er  I  gang. 
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©r&inatt'on.1 


For  sense  they  little  owe  to  frugal  Heaven 

To  please  the  mob  they  hide  the  little  giren. 


KILMARNOCK  wabsters  fidge  an'  claw, 

An*  pour   your  creeshie  nations ; 
An'  ye  wha  leather  rax  an'  draw, 

Of  a'  denominations,  * 
Swith  to  the  Laigh  Kirk,  ane  an'  a', 

An'  there  tak*  up  your  stations : 
Then  aff  to  Begbie's  in  a  raw,3 

An'  pour  divine  libations- 

For  joy  this  day. 

Curst  Common  Sense  that  imp  o'  hell, 

Cam  hi  wi'  Maggie  Lauder ;  * 
But  Oliphant  aft  made  her  yell, 

An'  Russell  sair  misca'd  her; 
This  day  Mackinlay  taks  the  flail, 

And  he's  the  boy  will  blaud  her ! 
Hell  clap  a  shangan  on  her  tail, 

An'  set  the  bairns  to  daud  her 

Wi'  dirt  this  day. 

Mak'  haste  an'  turn  king  David  owre, 

An'  lilt  wi'  holy  clangor; 
O'  double  verse  come  gi'e  us  four, 

An'  skirl  up  the  Bangor; 
This  day  the  kirk  kicks  up  a  stoure, 

Nae  mair  the  knaves  shall  wrang  her, 


1  The  '  Ordination '  was  written  on  the  occasion  of  the  Rer. 
Mr  Mackinlay  being  ordained  minister  of  the  Laigh  or  parochial 
Church  of  Kilmarnock,  which  took  place  on  the  6th  of  April, 
1786.    Mackinlay  died  so  recently  as  the  10th  of  February,  1841, 
having  held  the  church  in  Kilmarnock  about  fifty-five  years, 
and  survived  the  poet  about  forty-five.     He  belonged  to  the 
high  Orthodox  or  Old  Light  party,  in  opposition  to  the  Mod- 
erates or  New  Lights,  to  which  Burns  attached  himself:  and  as 
he  succeeded  a  Moderate  (the  Rev.  Mr  Mutrie)  the  severe 
irony  of  the  satire  may  be  accounted  for.     It  is  a  curious  illus- 
tration of  the  waywardness  of  party  feeling,  that  Burns,  with 
all  his  large  sympathies  for  the  people  and  their  rights,  did  not 
belong  to  the  popular  party  of  the  church,  but  uniformly  aided 
with  the  then  prevalent  opinions  of  the  higher  and  better  edu- 
cated classes  of  the  country  regarding  Christian  doctrines  and 
church  patronage.     In  the  present  day,  we  have  little  hesita- 
tion in  thinking  his  views  would  have  been  different. 

2  The  inhabitants  of  Kilmarnock  were  then,  and  still  aro  to  a 
great  degree,  chiefly  employed  in  weaving  carpets  and  other 
goods,  and  in  the  preparation  of  leather. 

3  A  tavern  in  Kilmarnock. 

4  Alluding  to  a  scoffing  ballad  which  was  made  on  the  ad- 
mission of  the  late  Reverend  and  worthy  Mr  Lindsay  to  the 
Laigh  Kirk  ]— B. 

Mr  Lindsay  was  said  to  have  obtained  his  appointment 
through  the  influence  of  his  wife,  Margaret  Lauder,  who  had 
been  housekeeper  to  the  earl  of  Glencairn,  the  patron  of  the 
church.  Lindsay  was  a  Moderate,  or  adopted  what  was  then 
called  the  Common  Sense  doctrines.  His  induction  had  to  be 
effected  by  force. 


For  Heresy  is  in  her  power, 
An'  gloriously  she'll  whang  her 

Wi'  pith  this  day. 

Come,  let  a  proper  text  be  read, 

An*  touch  it  aff  wi'  vigour, 
How  graceless  Ham6  leugh  at  his  dad, 

Which  made  Canaan  a  niger ; 
Or  Phineas6  drove  the  murdering  blade, 

Wi'  wh-re-abhorring  rigour: 
Or  Zipporah,'  the  scauldin*  jade, 

Was  like  a  bluidy  tiger 

I'  th'  inn  that  day. 

There,  try  his  mettle  on  the  creed, 

And  bind  him  down  wi'  caution, 
That  stipend  is  a  carnal  weed 

He  taks  but  for  the  fashion; 
An'  gi'e  him  o'er  the  flock,  to  feed, 

And  punish  each  transgression ; 
Especial,  rams  that  cross  the  breed, 

Gi'e  them  sufficient  threshin', 

Spare  them  nae  day. 

Now,  auld  Kilmarnock,  cock  thy  tail, 

And  toss  thy  horns  fu'  canty ; 
Nae  mair  thoult  rowte  out-owre  the  dale, 

Because  thy  pasture's  scanty; 
For  lapfu's  large  o'  gospel  kail 

Shall  fill  thy  crib  in  plenty, 
An'  runts  o'  grace  the  pick  an'  wale, 

No  gi'en  by  way  o'  dainty, 

But  ilka  day.  8 

Nae  mair  by  Babel's  streams  we'll  weep, 

To  think  upon  our  Zion ; 
And  hing  our  fiddles  up  to  sleep, 

Like  baby-clouts  a-dryin': 
Come,  screw  the  pegs  wi'  tunefu*  cheep, 

And  o'er  the  thainns  be  tryin'; 
Oh,  rare !  to  see  our  elbucks  wheep, 

An'  a'  like  lamb-tails  flyin* 

Fu'  fast  this  day ! 

Lang  Patronage,  wi'  rod  o'  aim, 
Has  shor'd  the  Kirk's  undoin', 

As  lately  Fenwick,  sair  forfairn, 
Has  proven  to  its  ruin: 


5  Genesis  ix.  ver.  23. 

6  Numbers  xxr.  rer.  8. 

7  Exodus  ir.  ver.  25. 

8  '  The  conceptions  of  Bums  were  no  1m  ivmarkftble  for 
their  i-learness  than  their  strength.    This  enabled  him  to  su«. 
tain  all  his  similes  correctly,  and  to  avoid  that  incongruity  in 
the  progress  of  the  parallel  to  which  less  discriminating  mimU 
are  exposed.    We  may  refer,  a*  examples,  to  the  liidicrom 
comparisons  of  Kilmarnock  to  a  cow  in  "  The  Ordination,"  and 
of  the  life  of  the  "  Unco  Guid,"  to  a  mill,  in  the  "  Address,"  and 
also  to  the  whole  allegorical  song  "  John  Barleycorn."  —  Pao- 
FESSOR  WALKER. 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


Our  patron,  honest  man !  Glencairn, 
He  saw  mischief  was  brewin'; 

And  like  a  godly  elect  bairn, 
He's  wal'd  us  out  a  true  ane, 

And  sound  this  day. 

Now  Robertson l  harangue  nae  mair, 

But  steek  your  gab  for  ever : 
Or  try  the  wicked  town  o'  Ayr, 

For  there  they'll  think  you  clever ; 
Or,  nae  reflection  on  your  lear, 

Ye  may  commence  a  shaver; 
Or  to  the  Netherton2   repair, 

And  turn  a  carpet-weaver 

Aff-hand  this  day. 

Mutrie  and  you  were  just  a  match, 

We  never  had  sic  twa  drones ; 
Auld  Hornie  did  the  Laigh  Kirk  watch, 

Just  like  a  winkin'  baudrons ; 
And  aye  he  catch'd  the  tither  wretch, 

To  fry  them  in  his  caudrons ; 
But  now  his  honour  maun  detach, 

Wi'  a'  his  brimstone  squadrons, 

Fast,  fast  this  day. 

See,  see  auld  Orthodoxy's  faes, 

She's  swingin'  thro'  the  city : 
Hark,  how  the  nine-tail'd  cat  she  plays  ! 

I  vow  its  unco  pretty ; 
There,  Learning,  with  his  Greekish  face, 

Grunts  out  some  Latin  ditty; 
And  Common  Sense  is  gaun,  she  says, 

To  mak'  to  Jamie  Beattie 

Her  'plaint  this  day. 

But  there's  Morality  himsel', 

Embracing  all  opinions; 
Hear,  how  he  gi'es  the  tither  yell, 

Between  his  twa  companions; 
See,  how  she  peels  the  skin  an'  fell, 

As  ane  were  peelin'  onions ! 
Now  there— they're  packed  aff  to  hell, 

And  banish'd  our  dominions, 

Henceforth  this  day. 

O  happy  day !  rejoice,  rejoice ! 

Come  bouse  about  the  porter ! 
Morality's  demure  decoys 

Shall  here  nae  mair  find  quarter : 
Mackinlay,  Russel,  are  the  boys, 

That  Heresy  can  torture ; 
They'll  gi'e  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyse, 

And  cowe  her  measure  shorter 

By  th'  head  some  day. 


1  The  colleague  of  Mackinlay — a  moderate. 
S  A  suburb  of  Kilmarnock. 


Come,  bring  the  tither  mutchkin  in, 
•    And  here's  for  a  conclusion, 
To  every  New  Light  mother's  son, 
From  this  time  forth,  Confusion : 
If  mair  they  deave  us  with  their  din, 

Or  Patronage  intrusion, 
We'll  light  a  spunk,  and,  ev'ry  skin, 
We'll  rin  them  aff  in  fusion 

Like  oil,  some  day.3 


Uritt&. 


GI'E  him  strong1  drink,  until  he  wink, 

That's  sinking  in  despair  ; 
An*  liquor  guid  to  fire  his  bluid. 

That's  prest  wi'  grief  an'  care  ; 
There  let  him  bouse,  an'  deep  carouse, 

Wi*  bumpers  flowing  o'er, 
Till  he  forgets  his  loves  or  debts, 

An'  minds  his  griefs  no  more. 

SOLOMON'S  PROVERBS,  xxxi.  6,  7. 


LET  other  poets  raise  a  fracas 

'Bout  vines  an'  wines,  an'  drunken  Bacchus, 

An'  crabbit  names  an'  stories  wrack  us, 

An'  grate  our  lug, 
I  sing  the  juice  Scotch  bear  can  mak'  us, 

In  glass  or  jug. 

O  thou,  my  Muse  !  guid  auld  Scotch  Drink : 
Whether  thro'  wimpling  worms  thou  jink, 
Or,  richly  brown,  ream  o'er  th^  brink, 

In  glorious  faem, 
Inspire  me,  till  I  lisp  and  wink, 

To  sing  thy  name ! 

Let  husky  wheat  the  haughs  adorn, 
An'  aits  set  up  their  awnie  horn, 
An'  pease  and  beans,  at  e'en  or  morn, 

Perfume  the  plain, 
Leeze  me  on  thee,  John  Barleycorn, 

Thou  king  o'  grain  ! 

On  thee  aft  Scotland  chows  her  cood, 
In  souple  scones,  the  wale  o'  food  ! 4 


3  'This  poem  on  the  clerical  settlements  at  Kilmarnock,  blends 
a  good  deal  of  ingenious  metaphor  with  his  accustomed  humour. 
Even  viewing  him  as  a  satirist,  the  last  and  humblest  light 
on  which  he  can  be  regarded  as  a  poet,  it  may  still  be  said  of 
ham, 

"  His  style  was  witty,  though  it  had  some  gall ; 
Something  he  might  have  mended — so  may  all.™ ' 

THOMAS  CAMPBELL. 

4  The  poet  here  alludes  to  bannocks  made  of  barley  meal 
which  are  baked  so  thin  as  to  be  quite  flexible. 


Or  turablin*  in  the  boiling  flood 

Wi'  kail  an'  beef: ' 

But  when  tliou  pours  thy  strong  heart's  blood, 
There  thou  shines  chief. 2 

Food  fills  the  wame,  an'  keeps  us  livin' ; 
Tlio'  life's  a  gift  no  worth  receivin', 
When  heavy  dragg'd  wi'  pine  an'  grievin' 

But,  oil'd  by  thee, 
The  wheels  o'  life  gae  down-hill,  scrieviu', 

Wi'rattlinglee.3 

Thou  clears  the  head  o'  doited  Lear ; 
Thou  cheers  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care ; 
Thou  strings  the  nerves  o' Labour  sair, 

At's  weary  toil, 
Thou  even  brightens  dark  Despair 

Wi'  gloomy  smile. 

Aft,  clad  in  massy  siller  weed, 
Wi'  gentles  thou  erects  thy  head ; 4 
Yet  humbly  kind  in  time  o'  need, 

The  poor  man's  wine ; 
His  wee  drap  parritch,  or  liis  bread, 

Thou  kitchens  fine.5 

Thou  art  the  life  o'  public  haunts : 

But  thee,  what  were  our  fairs  and  rants ! 

Even  godly  meetings  o'  the  saunts, 

By  thee  inspir'd, 
When  gaping  they  besiege  the  tents, 

Are  doubly  fir'd. 

That  merry  night  we  get  the  corn  in, 
O  sweetly  then  thou  reams  the  horn  hi ! 
Or  reekin'  on  a  New-year  morning 

In  cog  or  bicker, 
An'  just  a  wee  drap  sp'ritual  burn  in, 

An'  gusty  sucker ! 6 

When  Vulcan  gi'es  his  bellows  breath, 
An'  ploughmen  gather  wi'  their  graith, 


1  In  Scotland,  barley  is  uniformly  used  in  kail  or  broth. 

2  Malt- Whiskey. 

3  The  philosophy  of  dram-drinking  was  perhaps  never  more  I 
eloquently  nor  more  feelingly  expressed  tlian  in  Maggy  Muc-  \ 
klebackit's   unanswerable  retort   on  Monkbams,   when   the.  '• 
latter,  in  reproof  of  her  occasional  attachment  to  a  dram,  hopes 
that  the  distilleries  will  never  be  permitted  to  work  again : —  , 
"  Ay,  ay,  it's  easy  for  your  honour  and  the  like  o'  you  gentle-  ; 
folks  to  say  sae,  that  ha'e  stouth  and  routh,  and  fire  and  fend-  ; 
ing,  and  meat  and  claes,  and  sit  dry  and  canny  by  the  fireside ;  I 
but  an  ye  wanted  fire  and  meat  and  claes,  and  were  deeing  o'  j 
cauld,  and  had  a  sair  heart,  whilk  is  warst  o'  a',  wi*  just  tip-  < 
pence  in  your  pouch,  wadna  ye  be  glad  to  buy  a  dram  wi't,  to 
be  eliding  and  claes,  and  a  supper  and  heart's  ease  into  the  • 
bargain,  'till  the  morn's  morning?" — See  the  Antiquary. 

4  Ale  in  silver  jugs  at  the  tables  of  the  rich. 

5  When  milk  is  scarce,  small  heer  is  generally  used  as  a  sub- 
stitute in  taking  parritch  or  bread. 

6  A  small  quantity  of  whiskey  bumt  in  a  spoon,  and  mixed 
-     with  the  ale. 


O  rare  !  to  see  thcc  fizz  an'  freath 

I'  th'  luggit  caup  ! 

Then  Burnewiu7  comes  on  like  death 
At  every  chaup. 

Nae  mercy,  then,  for  aim  or  steel ; 
The  brawnie,  baiuie,  ploughman  chiel, 
Brings  hard  owrehip,  wi'  sturdy  wheel, 

The  strong  forehammer, 
Till  block  an'  studdie  ring  an'  reel 

Wi'  dinsome  clamour. 

When  skirlin'  weanies  see  the  light, 
Thou  maks  the  gossips  clatter  bright, 
How  fumblui'  cuifs  their  dearies  slight ; 

Wae  worth  the  name ! 
Nae  howdie  gets  a  social  night, 

Or  plack  frae  them. 

When  neebours  anger  at  a  plea, 
An'  just  as  wud  as  wud  can  be, 
How  easy  can  the  barley-bree 

Cement  the  quarrel ! 
It's  aye  the  cheapest  lawyer's  fee 

To  taste  the  barrel. 

Alake !  that  e'er  my  Muse  has  reason 
To  wyte  her  countrymen  wi'  treason ! 
But  monie  daily  weet  their  weason 

Wi'  liquors  nice, 
An'  hardly,  in  a  winter's  season, 

E'er  spier  her  price. 

Wae  worth  that  brandy,  burning  trash  ! 
Fell  source  o'  monie  a  pain  an'  brash 
'Twins  monie  a  poor,  doylt,  drunken  hash, 

O'  half  his  days 
An'  sends,  beside,  auld  Scotland's  cash 

To  her  warst  faes. 

Ye>  Scots,  wha  wish  auld  Scotland  well, 
Ye  chief,  to  you  my  tale  I  tell, 
Poor  plackless  deevils  like  mysel', 

It  sets  you  ill, 
Wi'  bitter,  dearthfu'  wines  to  mell, 

Or  foreign  gill. 

May  gravels  round  his  blather  wrench, 
An'  gouts  torment  him  inch  by  inch, 
Wha  twists  his  gruntle  wi'  a  glunch 

O'  sour  disdain, 
Out  owre  a  glass  o'  whiskey  punch 

Wi'  honest  men. 

O  Whiskey !  saul  o'  plays  an'  pranks ! 
Accept  a  Bardie's  gratefu'  thanks ! 


7  *  Bumeirin — burn-the-vind — the   Blacksmith — an   iippro- 
priate  title.'—  CUBRIB. 
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When  wanting  thee,  what  tuneless  cranks 
Are  my  poor  verses ! 

Thou  comes — they  rattle  i'  their  ranks 
At  ither's  a — s ! 

Thee,  Ferintosh ! l    O  sadly  lost ! 
Scotland,  lament  frae  coast  to  coast ! 
Now  colic  grips  an'  barkin'  hoast 

May  kill  us  a' ; 
For  royal  Forbes'  charter 'd  boast 

Is  ta'en  awa ! 

Thae  curst  horse-leeches  o'  th'  Excise, 
Wha  mak'  the  whiskey  stells  their  prize ! 
Haud  up  thy  han,'  Deil !  ance,  twice,  thrice  ! 

There,  seize  the  blinkers ! 
An'  bake  them  up  in  brunstane  pies 

For  poor  d — n'd  drinkers. 

Fortune !  if  thou'll  but  gi'e  me  still 
Hale  breeks,  a  scone,  and  whiskey  gill, 
An'  rowth  o'  rhyme  to  rave  at  will, 

Tak'  a'  the  rest, 
An'  deal't  about  as  thy  blind  skill 

Directs  thee  best. 2 


author's  Earnest  (Erg  anfc 


SCOTCH  REPRESENTATIVES 

IN   THE 

HOUSE  OF  COMMONS.3 


"  Dearest  of  distillation  I  last  and  best ! 

How  art  thou  lost ! " 

PARODY  ON  MILTON. 


YE  Irish  lords,  ye  knights  an'  squires, 
Wha  represent  our  brughs  an'  shires, 
An'  doucely  manage  our  affairs 

In  parliament, 


1  Forbes  of  Culloden  had  the  privilege  of  distilling  whiskey 
free  of  duty,  on  his  barony  of  Ferintosh  in  Cromarty,  for  services 
done  at  the  revolution.     So  much  whiskey  was  there  distilled, 
that  Ferintosh    became    a  name    almost    synonymous  with 
whiskey.    By  the  act  relating  to  Scotch  distilleries  in  1785,  the 
privilege  was  abolished,  but  Mr  Forbes  received  in  compensa- 
tion, by  a  decision  of  a  jury,  the  sum  of  £21,580. 

2  '  Of  his  pieces  of  humour,  the  tale  of  Tarn  o*  Shanler  is 
probably  the  best :  though  there  are  traits  of  infinite  merit  in 
"  Scotch  Drink,"  "  The  Holy  Fair,"  "  Halloween,"  and  several 
of  the  songs,  in  all  of  which  it  is  remarkable  that  he  rises  occa- 
sionally into  a  strain  of  beautiful  description  or  lofty  sentiment, 
f  ar  above  the  pitch  of  his  original  conception.' — JEFFREY. 

3  This  was  written  before  the  Act  anent  the  Scotch  distil- 
leries, of  session  1786 ;  for  which  Scotland  and  the  Author  re- 
turn their  most  grateful  thanks.}— B. 


To  you  a  simple  Bardie's  prayers 

Are  humbly  sent. 

Alas !  my  roopit  muse  is  hearse ! 

Your  honours'  hearts  wi'  grief  'twad  pierce, 

To  see  her  sittin'  on  her 

Low  i'  the  dust, 
An'  scriechin'  out  prosaic  verse, 

An'  like  to  brust! 

Tell  them  wha  ha'e  the  chief  direction, 
Scotland  an'  me's  in  great  affliction, 
E'er  sin'  they  laid  that  curst  restriction 

On  aquavitae; 
An'  rouse  them  up  to  strong  conviction, 

An'  move  their  pity. 

Stand  forth,  an'  tell  yon  Premier  Youth, 

The  honest,  open,  naked  truth: 

Tell  him  o'  mine  an'  Scotland's  drouth, 

His  servants  humble : 
The  muckle  devil  blaw  ye  south, 

If  ye  dissemble ! 

Does  ony  great  man  glunch  an'  gloom  ? 
Speak  out,  an'  never  fash  your  thumb ! 
Let  posts  an'  pensions  sink  or  soom 

Wi'  them  wha  grant  'em, 
If  honestly  they  canna  come, 

Far  better  want  'em. 

In  gath'rin'  votes  you  were  na  slack ; 
Now  stand  as  tightly  by  your  tack; 
Ne'er  claw  your  lug,  an'  fidge  your  back, 

An'  hum  an'  haw, 
But  raise  your  arm,  an'  tell  your  crack 

Before  them  a'. 

Paint  Scotland  greeting  owre  her  thrissle ; 
Her  mutchkin-stoup  as  toom's  a  whissle ; 
An'  damn'd  excisemen  in  a  bussle, 

Seizin'  a  stell, 
Triumphant  crushin't  like  a  mussel 

Or  lampit  shell. 

Then  on  the  tither  hand  present  her, 
A  blackguard  smuggler  right  behint  her, 
An'  cheek-for-chow,  a  chuffie  vinter, 

Colleaguing  join, 
Picking  her  pouch  as  bare  as  winter 

Of  a'  kind  coin. 

Is  there,  that  bears  the  name  o'  Scot, 
But  feels  his  heart's  bluid  rising  hot, 
To  see  his  poor  auld  mither's  pot 

Thus  dung  in  staves, 
An'  plunder'd  o'  her  hindmost  groat 

By  gallows  knaves? 
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Alas !  I'm  but  a  nameless  wight, 

Trod  i'  the  mire  out  o'  sight ! 

But  could  I  like  Montgom'ries  fight, 

Or  gab  like  Boswell, 
There's  some  sark -necks  I  wad  draw  tight, 

An'  tie  some  hose  well. 

God  bless  your  honours,  can  ye  see't, 
The  kind,  auld,  cantie  carliu  greet, 
An'  no  get  warmly  to  your  feet, 

An'  gar  them  hear  it, 
An'  tell  them,  wi'  a  patriot  heat, 

Ye  winna  bear  it ! 

Some  o'  you  nicely  ken  the  laws, 
To  round  the  period  an'  pause, 
An'  wi'  rhetoric  clause  on  clause 

To  mak'  harangues ; 
Then  echo  thro'  Saint  Stephen's  wa's 

Auld  Scotland's  wrangs. 

Dempster,1  a  true  blue  Scot,  I'se  warran'; 
Thee,  aith-detesting,  chaste  Kilkerran;2 
An'  that  glib-gabbet  Highland  baron, 

The  Laird  o'  Graham, 3 
An'  ane,  a  chap  that's  d-mn'd  auldfarran', 

Dundas  his  name.  * 

Erskine, 5  a  spunkie  Norland  billie ; 
True  Campbells,  Frederick  an'  Hay;6 
An'  Livi'stone,  the  bauld  Sir  Willie; 

An'  monie  ithers, 
Whom  auld  Demosthenes  or  Tully 

Might  own  for  brithers. 7 


1  George  Dempster  of  Dunnichen,  in  Forfarshire,  a  distin- 
guished whig  representative.  He  sat  in  five  successive  parlia- 
ments, from  1762  to  1790.  His  death  took  place  in  1818. 

1  Sir  Adam  Ferguson  of  Kilkerran,  Bart. 

3  The  Marquis  of  Graham,  afterwards  Duke  of  Montrose. 
He  died  in  1836. 

4  Henry  Dundas,  afterwards  Viscount  Melville. 

5  Thomas  Rrskine,  M.P.  for  Portsmouth,  afterwards  Lord 
High  Chancellor  of  England,  born  1750,  died  1823. 

6  Lord  Frederick  Campbell,  M.P.   for   Argyleahire.      Bay 
Campbell,  M.P.  for  the  Glasgow  group  of  burghs.     He  was 
afterwards  president  of  the  Court  of  Session,  and  died  in  1823. 

7  In  the  original  MS.  the  following  stanza  occurs  here : — 

'  Thee,  sodger  Hugh,  ray  watchman  stented, 
If  bardies  e'er  are  represented ; 
I  ken  that  if  your  sword  was  wanted, 

Ye'd  lend  your  hand  ; 
But  when  there's  aught  to  say  anent  it, 
Ye're  at  a  stand.' 

'  Sodger  Hugh,'  says  Cnrrip,  «is  evidently  the  Earl  of  Eglin- 
ton,  then  colonel  Montgomery  of  Coilsfield,  representing  in 
parliament  the  county  of  Ayr.  Why  this  was  left  out  does  not 
appear.' 

The  '  Boswell,'  mentioned  in  a  previous  verse  along  with  the 
Montgoraeries,  was  the  well-known  biographer  of  Johnson, 
who  often  spoke  at  Ayr  county-meetings.  It  is  singular,  that 
this  enthusiastic  literary  gossip  should  have  overlooked  Burns. 
While  the  poor  man  went  lion-hunting  to  Corsica  or  London, 
he  little  dreamt  that  the  greatest  lion  of  the  age  was  to  bo 
found  within  a  morning's  walk  of  his  own  door. 


Arouse,  my  boys !  exert  your  mettle, 
To  get  auld  Scotland  back  her  kettle ; 
Or  faith !  111  wad  my  new  pleugh-pettle, 

Ye'll  see't,  or  laug, 
She'll  teach  you,  wi'  a  reekin'  whittle, 

Anither  sang. 

This  while  she's  been  in  crankous  mood, 
Her  lost  militia  fir'd  her  bluid; 
(Deil  na  they  never  mair  do  guid, 

Play'd  her  that  pliskic !) 
An'  now  she's  like  to  rin  red-wud 

About  her  whisky. 

An'  L — d,  if  ance  they  pit  her  tilTt, 
Her  tartan  petticoat  she'll  kilt, 
An'  durk  an'  pistol  at  her  belt, 

She'll  tak'  the  streets, 
An'  rin  her  whittle  to  the  hilt, 

I'  th'  first  she  meets! 

For  G-d  sake,  Sirs!  then  speak  her  fair, 
An'  straik  her  cannie  wi'  the  hair, 
An'  to  the  muckle  house  repair, 

Wi'  instant  speed, 
An'  strive,  wi'  a'  your  wit  and  lear, 

To  get  remead. 

Yon  ill-tongued  tinkler,  Charlie  Fox, 
May  taunt  you  wi'  his  jeers  an'  mocks; 
But  gi'e  him't  het,  my  hearty  cocks ! 

E'en  cowe  the  cadie; 
An'  send  him  to  his  dicing  box 

An'  sportin'  lady. 

Tell  yon  guid  bluid  o'  auld  Boconnock's6 
I'll  be  his  debt  twa  mashlum  bannocks, 
An'  drink  his  health  in  auld  Nanse  Tinnock's9 
Nine  times  a-week, 


8  Pitt's  father,  the  earl  of  Chatham,  was  the  second  son  of 
Robert  Pitt  of  Bcconnock,  in  Cornwall. 

9  A  worthy  old  hostess  of  the  author's  in  Mauchline,  where 
he  sometimes  studied  politics  over  a  glass  of  guid  auld  Scotch 
drink.]— B. 

'  Nanse  Tinnock  is  long  deceased,  and  no  one  has  caught  up 
her  mantle.  She  is  described  as  having  been  a  true  ale-wife 
in  the  proverbial  sense  of  the  word — close,  discreet,  civil,  and 
no  tale-teller.  When  any  neighbouring  wife  came  asking  if  her 
John  was  here,  "oh,  no !"  Nanse  would  reply,  shaking  money 
in  her  pocket  as  she  spoke,  "he's  no  here,"  implying  to  the 
querist  that  her  husband  was  not  in  the  house,  while  she  meant 
to  herself  that  he  was  not  among  her  half-pence— thus  keeping 
the  word  of  promise  to  the  ear,  but  breaking  it  to  the  hope. 

.  .  It  is  remembered,  however,  that  Nanse  never  could 
understand  how  the  poet  should  have  talked  of  enjoying  him- 
self in  her  house  "nine  tunes  a-week."  "The  lad,"  she  said, 
'•hardly  ever  drank  three  half-muu-hkins  in  her  house  in  his 
life."  Nanse,  probably,  had  never  heard  of  the  poetical  li- 
cense.'— ROBERT  CHAMBERS. 

Nanse,  in  speaking  thus,  was  perhaps  only  supporting  the 
character  here  given  her,  of  a  discreet  ale-wife  and  •  no  tale- 
teller.' 


- 
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If  he  some  scheme,  like  tea  an'  winnocks, l 
Wad  kindly  seek. 

Could  he  some  commutation  broach, 
I'll  pledge  my  aith  in  guid  braid  Scotch, 
He  need  na  fear  their  foul  reproach 

Nor  erudition, 
Yon  mixtie-maxtie  queer  hotch-potch, 

The  Coalition.2 

Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue ; 
She's  just  a  devil  wi'  a  rung; 
An'  if  she  promise  auld  or  young 

To  tak'  their  part, 
Tho'  by  the  neck  she  should  be  strung, 

She'll  no  desert. 

An'  now,  ye  chosen  Five-and-Forty, 3 
May  still  your  mither's  heart  support  ye ; 
Then,  tho'  a  minister  grow  dorty, 

An'  kick  your  place, 
Ye'll  snap  your  fingers,  poor  an'  hearty, 

Before  his  face. 

God  bless  your  honours  a'  your  days, 
Wi'  sowps  o'  kail  and  brats  o'  claise, 
In  spite  o'  a'  the  thievish  kaes, 

That  haunt  St  Jamie's ! 
Your  humble  Bardie  sings  an'  prays 

While  Rab  his  name  is. 

gostsmpt. 

LET  half-starv'd  slaves,  hi  warmer  skies, 
See  future  wines,  rich  clust'ring,  rise; 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies, 

But,  blythe  and  frisky, 
She  eyes  her  freeborn,  martial  boys 

Tak'  aff  their  whiskey. 

What  tho'  their  Phoebus  kinder  warms, 
While  fragrance  blooms  and  beauty  charms ! 
When  wretches  range,  in  famish'd  swarms 

The  scented  groves, 
Or  hounded  forth,  dishonour  arms 

In  hungry  droves. 

Their  gun's  a  burden  on  their  shouther; 
They  downa  bide  the  stink  o'  powther; 
Their  bauldest  thought's  a  hank'ring  swither 
To  stan'  or  rin, 


1  Alluding  to  a  reduction  of  the  duty  on  tea,  and  a  tax  on 
windows,  introduced  by  Pitt  in  1784. 

2  The  short-lived  coalition  ministry  under  the  duke  of  Port- 
land, in  which  it  was  attempted  to  effect  the  Utopian  scheme 
of  combining  the  leading  men  of  both  parties — materials  the 
most  discordant — into  one  vigorous  and  united  administration. 

3  The  number  of  Scottish  representatives,  previous  to  the 
passing  of  the  Reform  Act. 


Till  skelp — a  shot — they're  aff,  a'  throwther, 
To  save  their  skin. 

But  bring  a  Scotsman  frae  his  hill, 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Higliland  gill, 
Say,  such  is  royal  George's  will, 

An'  there's  the  foe, 
He  has  nae  thought  but  how  to  kill 

Twa  at  a  blow. 

Nae  cauld,  faint-hearted  doubtings  tease  him : 
Death  comes,  wi'  fearless  eye  he  sees  him ; 
Wi'  bluidy  hand  a  welcome  gi'es  him  : 

An'  when  he  fa's, 
His  latest  draught  o'  breathin'  lea'es  him 

In  faint  huzzas. 4 

Sages  their  solemn  een  may  steek, 
An'  raise  a  philosophic  reek, 
And  physically  causes  seek, 

In  clime  and  season ; 
But  tell  me  whiskey's  name  in  Greek, 

I'll  tell  the  reason. 

Scotland,  my  auld,  respected  mither ! 
Tho'  whiles  ye  moistify  your  leather, 
Till  whare  ye  sit,  on  craps  o'  heather, 

Ye  tine  your  dam ; 
(Freedom  and  whiskey  gang  thegither!) 

Tak'  aff  your  dram. 


Cfje  Cotter's  Saturtiae  Nt'gfit 


INSCRIBED   TO   R.    AIKEN,    KSQ. 


Let  not  ambition  mock  their  useful  toil, 
Their  homely  joys,  and  destiny  obscure ; 

Nor  grandeur  hear,  with  a  disdainful  smile, 
The  short  but  simple  annals  of  the  poor. 

GRAY. 


MY  lov'd,  my  honour'd,  much  respected  friend ! 

No  mercenary  bard  his  homage  pays; 
With  honest  pride  1  scorn  each  selfish  end; 

My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and  praise  • 
To  you  I  sing,  in  simple  Scottish  lays, 

The  lowly  train  hi  life's  sequester'd  scene ; 
The  native  feelings  strong,  the  guileless  ways : 

What  Aiken  in  a  cottage  would  have  been ; 
Ah !  tho'  his  worth  unknown,  far  happier  there, 
I  ween. 


4  '  There  are  specimens  of  such  vigour  and  emphasis  scat- 
tered through  his  whole  works,  as  are  sure  to  make  themselves 
and  their  author  remembered  ;  for  instance,  that  noble  descrip- 
tion of  a  dying  soldier,  "  Nae  cauld,  faint-hearted  doubtings 
tease  him."  ' — JEFFREY. 
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November  chill  blaws  loud  wi*  angry  sugh : 

The  short'ning  winter-day  is  near  a  close; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugh ; 

The  black'ning  trains  o'  craws  to  their  repose : 
The  toil-worn  cotter  frae  his  labour  goes, 

This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end, 
Collects  his  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  his  hoes, 

Hoping  the  morn  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend, 
And  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  does  hame- 
ward  bend. 

At  length  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  -view, 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree ; 
Th'  expectant  wee-things,  toddlin',  stacher  thro' 

To  meet  their  dad,  wi'  flichterin'  noise  an'  glee. 
His  wee  bit  ingle,  blinkin'  bonnily, 

His  clean  hearth -stanc,  his  thrif  tie  wine's  smile, 
The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  his  knee, 

Does  a'  his  weary,  carking  cares  beguile, 
An*  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labour  an'  his  toil. 

Belyve  the  elder  bairns  come  drappin'  in, 

At  service  out,  amang  the  farmers  roun'; 
Some  ca'  the  pleugh,  some  herd,  some  tentie  rin 

A  cannie  errand  to  a  neebor  town : 
Their  eldest  hope,  their  Jenny,  woman  grown, 

In  youthfu'  bloom,  love  sparkling  in  her  e'e, 
Comes  hame,  perhaps,  to  show  a  braw  new  gown, 

Or  deposit  her  sair-won  penny-fee, 
TV  help  her  parents  dear,  if  they  in  hardship  be. 

Wi'  joy  unfeign'd,  brothers  and  sisters  meet, 

An'  each  for  other's  weelfare  kindly  spiers : 
The  social  hours,  swift-wing'd,  unnotic'd  fleet ; 

Each  tells  the  uncos  that  he  sees  or  hears; 
The  parents,  partial,  eye  their  hopeful  years; 

Anticipation  forward  points  the  view. 
The  mother,  wi'  her  needle  an'  her  sheers, 

Gars  auld  claes  look  amaist  as  weel's  the  new ; 
The  father  mixes  a'  wi'  admonition  due. 

Their  master's  an'  their  mistress's  command, 

The  younkers  a'  are  warned  to  obey ; 
"An'  mind  their  labours  wi*  an  eydent  hand, 

An'  ne'er,  tho'  out  o'  sight,  to  jauk  or  play : 
An'  O  !  be  sure  to  fear  the  Lord  alway  ! 

An'  mind  your  duty,  duly,  morn  an'  night ! 
Lest  hi  temptation's  path  ye  gang  astray, 

Implore  his  counsel  and  assisting  might : 
They  never  sought  in  vain  that  sought  the  Lord 
aright !" 

But  hark !  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door; 

Jenny,  wha  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  same, 
Tells  how  a  neebor  lad  cam'  o'er  the  moor, 

To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  hame. 
The  wily  mother  sees  the  conscious  flame 

Sparkle  in  Jenny's  e'e,  and  flush  her  cheek : 


With   heart-struck,  anxious  care,  inouires  hi«    ': 

name, 

While  Jenny  haftlins  is  afraid  to  speak ; 
Weel  pleas'd  the  mother  hears,  it's   nae  wild, 
worthless  rake. 

Wi'  kindly  welcome,  Jenny  brings  him  ben; 

A  strappan  youth ;  he  taks  the  mother's  eye ; 
Blythe  Jenny  sees  the  visit's  no  ill  ta'en ; 

The  father  cracks  of  horses,  ploughs,  and  kye. 
The  youngster's  artless  heart  o'erflows  wi'  joy, 
But  blate  and  laithfu',  scarce  can  well  behave ;  • 
The  mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 
What  makes  the  youth  sac  bashfu'  an'  sae 

grave; 

Weel  pleas'd  to  think  her  bairn's  respected  like 
the  lave. ' 

O  happy  love ! — where  love  like  this  is  found ! — 

O  heart-felt  raptures  !  bliss  beyond  compare 
I've  paced  much  this  weary  mortal  round, 

And  sage  experience  bids  me  this  declare — 
"  If  heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure  spare, 

One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  vale, 
'Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  pair, 

In  other's  arms  breathe  out  the  tender  tale, 
Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that   scents   tha 
ev'ning  gale."2 

Is  there,  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart — 
A  wretch !  a  villain  !  lost  to  love  and  truth 
That  can,  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art, 

Betray  sweet  Jenny's  unsuspecting  youth  ? 
Curse  on  his  perjur'd  arts !  dissembling  smooth ! 

Are  honour,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exil'd  ? 
Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth, 

Points  to   the   parents   fondling   o'er  their 

child? 

Then  paints  the  ruin'd  maid,  and  their  distraction 
wQd? 

But  now  the  supper  crowns  their  simple  board, 
The  halesome  parritch,  chief  o'  Scotia's  food : 

The  soupe  then-  only  hawkie  does  afford, 

That  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chows  her  cood : 

The  dame  brings  forth  in  complimental  mood, 
To  grace  the  lad,  her  weel-hain'd  kebbuck, 
fell,  

1  •  Where  does  the  quiet  and  complacent  warmth  of  parental 
affection  smile  with  a  more  gentle  benignity  than  in  the  figure 
of  the  mother  in  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night?'— Pmorss  o* 
WALKER. 

2  The  germ  of  this  exquisite  stanza  will  be  found  in  the  pm>t  "s 

Common-place  Book "Notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  said 

a-ainst  love,  respecting  the  folly  and  weakness  H  leads  a  man 
into,  still  I  think  it  in  a  great  measure  deserve*  the  encoiniunu 
that  has  been  passed  upon  it     If  any  thing  on  earth  deserve* 
the  name  of  rapture  or  transport,  it  is  the   feelings   of  green 
eighteen  in  the  company  of  the  mistress  of  his  heart,  when  sho 
repays  him  with  an  equal  return  of  affection."— COMMON  1'L.icg 
BOOK,  April,  1783. 


; 
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An'  aft  lie's  prest,  an'  aft  he  ca's  it  guid ; 

The  frugal  wine,  garrulous,  will  tell, 
How  'twas  a  towmond  auld,  sin'  lint  was  i'  the  bell. 

The  cheerfu'  supper  done,  wi'  serious  face, 

They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide; 
The  sire  turns  o'er,  wi'  patriarchal  grace, 

The  big  ha'-Bible,  ance  his  father's  pride : 
His  bonnet  rev'rently  is  laid  aside, 

His  lyart  haffets  wearing  thin  an'  bare; 
Those  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  Zion  glide, 

He  wales  a  portion  with  judicious  care ; 
And  "  Let  us  worship  God !"  he  says,  with  solemn 
air. 

They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise; 

They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest  aim; 
Perhaps  Dundee's  wild  warbling  measures  rise, 

Or  plaintive  Martyrs,  worthy  of  the  name; 
Or  noble  Elgin  beets  the  heav'nward  flame, 

The  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays : 
Compar'd  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame; 

The  tickl'd  ear  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise ; 
Nae  unison  ha'e  they  with  our  Creator's  praise. 

The  priest-like  father  reads  the  sacred  page, 

How  Abram  was  the  friend  of  God  on  high ; 
Or,-  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage 

With  Amalek's  ungracious  progeny; 
Or  how  the  royal  bard  did  groaning  lie 

Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  ire; 
Or,  Job's  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry; 

Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  seraphic  fire ; 
Or  other  holy  seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

Perhaps  the  Christian  volume  is  the  theme, 

How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was  shed ; 
How  He,  who  bore  in  heaven  the  second  name, 

Had  not  on  earth  whereon  to  lay  his  head : 
How  his  first  followers  and  servants  sped ; 

The  precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a  land : 
How  he,  who  lone  in  Patmos  banished, 

Saw  in  the  sun  a  mighty  angel  stand, 
And  heard  great  Bab'lon's  doom  pronounc'd  by 
Heaven's  command. 

Then  kneeling  down,  to  Heaven's  Eternal  King, 
The  saint,  the  father,  and  the  husband  prays : l 

Hope  "springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing," 2 
That  thus  they  all  shall  meet  in  future  days : 

1  '  The  affectionate  reverence  with  which  William  Burnes's 
ihildren  ever  regarded  him,  is  attested  by  all  who  have  described 
him  as  he  appeared  in  his  domestic  circle ;  but  there  needs  no 
evidence  beside  that  of  the  poet  himself,  who  has  painted  in 
colours  that  will  never  fade, "  the  saint,  the  father,  and  the  hus- 
band "  of  the  "  Cottar's  Saturday  Night." '— J.  G.  LOCKHART. 

2  '  See !  from  the  brake  the  whirring  pheasant  springs, 
And  mounts  exulting  on  triumphant  wings :' 

POPE'S  Windsor-Forest. 


There  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays, 

No  more  to  sigh,  or  shed  the  bitter  tear, 
Together  hymning  their  Creator's  praise, 

In  such  society,  yet  still  more  dear; 
While  circling  time  moves  round  in  an  eternal 
sphere. 

Compar'd  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's  pride, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  method,  and  of  art, 
When  men  display  to  congregations  wide, 

Devotion's  ev'ry  grace,  except  the  heart ! 
The  Power,  incens'd,  the  pageant  will  desert, 

The  pompous  strain,  the  sacerdotal  stole; 
But  haply,  in  some  cottage  far  apart, 

May  hear,  well  pleas'd,  the  language  of  the 

soul; 
And  in  his  book  of  life  the  inmates  poor  enrol. 

Then  "homeward  all  take  off  their  sev'ral  way; 

The  youngling  cottagers  retire  to  rest : 
The  parent-pair  their  secret  homage  pay, 

And  proffer  up  to  heaven  the  warm  request, 
That  He  who  stills  the  raven's  clam'rous  nest, 

And  decks  the  lily  fair  in  flow'ry  pride, 
Would,  in  the  way  his  wisdom  sees  the  best, 

For  them  and  for  their  little  ones  provide ; 
But,  chiefly,  in  their  hearts  with  grace  divine  pre- 
side. 

From  scenes  like  these  old  Scotia's  grandeur 

springs, 
That   makes  her    lov'd    at    home,   rever'd 

abroad : 
Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kings, 

"An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God:" 
And  certes,  in  fair  virtue's  heavenly  road, 

The  cottage  leaves  the  palace  far  behind ; 
What  is  a  lordling's  pomp  ? — a  cumbrous  load, 

Disguising  oft  the  wretch  of  human  kind, 
Studied  in  arts  of  hell,  in  wickedness  refin'd ! 

O  Scotia!  my  dear,  my  native  soil! 

For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  heaven  is  sent ! 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil, 

Be  bless'd  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet 

content ! 
And,  O !  may  Heaven  their  simple  li ves  prevent 

From  luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile ! 
Then,  howe'er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 

A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while, 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  much-lovM 
isle. 

i      O  Thou !  who  pour'd  the  patriotic  tide 

That   stream'd    thro'   Wallace's   undaunted 

heart ; 

Who  dar'd  to  nobly  stem  tyrannic  pride, 
Or  nobly  die,  the  second  glorious  part. 


•U 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


(The  patriot's  God  peculiarly  tliou  art, 

His  friend,  inspirer,  guardian,  and  reward !) 
O  never,  never,  Scotia's  realm  desert : 

But  still  the  patriot,  and  the  patriot  bard, 
In   bright   succession    raise,   her   ornament   and 
guard!1 


a&t»r«s  to  tfjc  Dril. 


'  O  Prince !  O  Chief  of  many  throned  powers, 
That  led  th'  embattled  seraphim  to  war."— MILTON. 


O  THOU !  whatever  title  suit  thee, 
Auld  Hornie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an'  sootie, 

Clos'd  under  hatches, 
Spairges  about  the  brunstane  cootie, 

To  Bcaud  poor  wretches ! 

Hear  me,  auld  Hangie,  for  a  wee, 
An'  let  poor  damned  bodies  be; 
I'm  sure  sma'  pleasure  it  can  gi'e, 

E'en  to  a  deil, 
To  skelp  an'  scaud  poor  dogs  like  me, 

An'  hear  us  squeel ! 

Great  is  thy  power,  an'  great  thy  fame; 
Far  kenn'd  and  noted  is  thy  name ; 
An'  tho'  yon  lowin'  hough's  thy  hame, 

Thou  travels  far; 
An',  faith !  thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame, 

Nor  blate  nor  scaur. 

Whyles,  ranging  like  a  roarin'  lion, 
For  prey,  a'  holes  an'  corners  tryin'; 


1  '  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  is  a  noble  and  pathetic  pic- 
ture of  human  manners,  mingled  with  a  fine  religious  awe.  It 
comes  over  the  mind  like  a  slow  and  solemn  strain  of  music. 
The  soul  of  the  poet  aspires  from  this  scene  of  low-thoughted 
care,  and  reposes  on  "  the  bosom  of  its  Father  and  its  God."  * — 
HAZLITT. 

'From  such  compositions  as  these  [The  Holy  Fair,  The  Or- 
dination, &c.]  unequalled  as  they  are  in  power  and  spirit,  who 
is  not  happy  to  turn  to  the  noblest  poem  that  genius  ever  de- 
dicated to  domestic  devotion — "The  Cottar's  Saturday  Night?" ' 
— PROFESSOR  WILSON. 

'  The  Cottar's  Saturday  Night  is,  perhaps,  of  all  Bums'pieces 
the  one  whose  exclusion  from  the  collection,  were  such  things 
possible  now-a-days,  would  be  the  most  injurious,  if  not  to  the 
genius,  at  least,  to  the  character  of  the  man.  In  spite  of  many 
feeble  lines,  and  some  heavy  stanzas,  it  appears  to  me,  that 
even  his  genius  would  suffer  more  in  estimation  by  being  con- 
templated in  the  absence  of  this  poem  than  of  any  other  single 
performance  he  has  left  us.  Loftier  flights  he  certainly  has 
made,  hut  in  these  he  remained  but  a  short  while  on  the  « 'ing. 
and  effort  is  too  often  perceptible;  here  the  motion  is  easy, 
gentle,  placidly  undulating.  There  is  more  of  the  conscious 
security  of  power  than  in  any  other  of  his  serious  pieces  of 
considerable  length ;  the  whole  has  the  appearance  of  coming 
in  a  full  stream  from  the  fountain  of  the  heart— a  stream  that 
soothes  the  ear,  and  has  no  glare  on  the  surface.'— J.  G.  LOCK- 
BART. 


Whyles  on  the  strong -wing'd  tempest  flyin' 
Tirling  the  kirks; 

Whyles,  in  the  human  bosom  pryin', 

Unseen  thou  lurks. 

I've  heard  my  reverend  grannie  say, 
In  lanely  glens  ye  like  to  stray ; 
Or  where  auld-ruin'd  castles,  gray, 

Nod  to  the  moon, 
Ye  fright  the  nightly  wand'rer's  way, 

Wi'  eldritch  croon. 


When  twilight  did  my  grannie  summon 
To  say  her  prayers,  douce,  honest  woman ! 
Aft  yon't  the  dyke  she's  heard  you  bummin', 

Wi'  eerie  drone; 
Or,  rustlin',  thro'  the  boortries  comin', 

Wi'  heavy  groan. 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  winter  night, 

The  stars  shot  down  wi'  sklentin'  light, 

Wi'  you,  mysel',  I  gat  a  fright, 

Ayont  the  lough ; 
Ye,  like  a  rash-bush,  stood  in  sight, 

Wi'  waving  sugh. 

The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  shake, 

Each  bristl'd  hair  stood  like  a  stake, 

When  wi'  an  eldritch,  stour  quaick — quaick— 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  squattcr'd,  like  a  drake, 

On  whistling  wings.2 

Let  warlocks  grim,  an'  wither'd  hags, 
Tell  how  wi'  you,  on  ragweed  nags, 
They  skim  the  muirs,  an'  dizzy  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  speed ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues, 

Owre  howkit  dead. 

Thence  countra  wives,  wi'  toil  an'  pain, 
May  plunge  an'  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain; 
For,  O !  the  yellow  treasure's  taen 

By  witching  skill; 
An'  dawtit,  twal-pint  hawkie's  gaen 

As  yell's  the  bill. 

Thence,  mystic  knots  mak'  great  abuse 
On  young  guidmen,  fond,  keen,  an'  crouse ; 
When  the  best  wark-lume  i'  the  house, 

By  cantrip  wit, 
Is  instant  made  no  worth  a  louse, 

Just  at  the  bit. 


2  '  No  poet  of  any  agr<>  or  nation  is  more  graphic  than  Barns: 
the  characteristic  features  disclose  themselves  to  him  at  a 
glance ;  three  lines  from  his  hand,  and  we  have  a  likeness.  And 
in  that  rough  dialect -in  that  rude,  often  awkward  metre,  so 
clear  and  definite  a  likeness !  It  «eeros  a  draughtsman  work- 
ing with  a  burnt  stick  ;  and  yet  the  burin  of  a  Retsch  is  uot 
more  expressive  or  exact.'— THOMAS  CARLYLK. 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


When  thowes  dissolve  the  snawy  hoord, 
An'  float  the  jinglin'  icy-boord, 
Then  water-kelpies  haunt  the  foord, 

By  your  direction, 
An'  'nighted  trav'llers  are  allur'd 

To  their  destruction. 

An'  aft  your  moss-traversing  spunkies 
Decoy  the  wight  that  late  an'  drunk  is : 
The  bleezin',  curst,  mischievous  monkies 

Delude  his  eyes, 
Till  in  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  is, 

Ne'er  mair  to  rise. 

When  masons'  mystic  word  an'  grip 
In  storms  an'  tempests  raise  you  up, 
Some  cock  or  cat  your  rage  maun  stop, 

Or,  strange  to  tell, 
The  youngest  brother  ye  wad  whip 

Aff  straughttoh-U! 

Lang  syne,  in  Eden's  bonnie  yard, 
When  youthfu'  lovers  first  were  pair'd, 
An'  all  the  soul  of  love  they  shar'd, 

The  raptur'd  hour, 
Sweet  on  the  fragrant,  flow'ry  swaird 

In  shady  bower : l 

Then  you,  ye  auld,  snec-drawing  dog ! 

Ye  came  to  Paradise  incog, 

An'  play'd  on  man  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  fa' !) 
An'  gied  the  infant  warld  a  shog, 

'Maist  ruin'd  a'. 2 

D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  bizz, 
Wi'  reekit  duds,  an'  reestit  gizz, 
Ye  did  present  your  smoutie  phiz 

'Mang  better  folk, 
An'  sklented  on  the  man  of  Uz 

Your  spitefu'  joke  ? 

An'  how  ye  gat  him  i'  your  thrall, 
An'  brak'  him  out  o'  house  an'  hall, 


1  Original  MS.— 

'  Langsyne  in  Eden's  happy  scene, 
When  strappin'  Adam's  days  were  green, 
When  Eve  was  like  my  bonnie  Jean, 
My  dearest  part, 

A  dancin',  sweet,  young,  handsome  quean, 
Wi*  guileless  heart.' 

2  '  There  are  many  touches  of  simple  tenderness  of  delinea- 
tion in  most  of  the  popular  and  beautiful  poems  in  the  collec- 
tion, especially  in  the  "  Winter  Night"—'-  The  address  to  hia 
old  Mare  " — "  The  address  to  the  Deil,"  &c.  :  in  all  of  which, 
though  the  greater  part  of  the  piece  be  merely  ludicrous  and 
picturesque,  there  are  traits  of  a  delicate  and  tender  feeling,  in- 
ilicatinir  that  unaffected  softness  of  heart  which  is  always  so 
enchanting.     In  the  humorous  Address  to  the  Deil,  which  we 
have  just  mentioned,  every  Scottish  reader  must  have  felt  the 
effect  of  this  relenting  nature  in  the  stanzas,  beginning  "  Lang- 
synein  Eden's  bonnie  yard" — "  Then  you,  ye  auld  snec-drawing 
dog,"  and  "  But  fare  you  weel,  auld  Nickie-bea"'— JEFFREY. 


While  scabs  an'  botches  did  him  gall, 
Wi'  bitter  claw, 

An'  lows'd  his  ill-tongued,  wicked  scawl, 
Was  warst  ava  ? 

But  a'  your  doings  to  rehearse, 
Your  wily  snares  an'  fechtin'  fierce, 
Sin'  that  day  Michael3  did  you  pierce, 

Down  to  this  time, 
Wad  ding  a  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erse, 

In  prose  or  rhyme. 

An'  now,  auld  Cloots,  I  ken  ye're  thinkiu' 
A  certain  Bardie's  rantin',  drinkin', 
Some  luckless  hour  will  send  him  linkin' 

To  your  black  pit; 
But,  faith !  hell  turn  a  corner  jinkin', 

An'  cheat  you  yet.4 

But,  fare  you  weel,  auld  Nickie-ben! 
O  wad  ye  tak'  a  thought  an'  men' ! 
Ye  aiblins  might — I  dinna  ken — 

Still  hae  a  stake — 
I'm  wae  to  think  upo'  your  den, 

Ev'n  for  your  sake ! 5 

3  See  Milton,  book  vi.]— B. 

4  Shortly  after  the  death  of  Burns,  a  heartless  caricature,  wo 
have  been  told,  was  exhibited  in  the  print-shops,  representing 
the  poet  as  fairly  in  the  clutches  of  Satan,  and  the  latter  per- 
sonage exultingly  exclaiming,  '  Cheat  me  now,  if  you  can !' 

5  '  Dear,  hearty,  noble-minded  Bnrns!  what  a  fine  ending  he 
has  made  to  his  good-humoured,  diabolical  jokes  !  how  uncle 
Toby  would  have  loved  him  for  it !' — LEIGH  HUNT. 

'  About  this  parting  admonition  there  is  a  touch  of  human 
pity,  which  was 'evidently  the  spontaneous  ebullition,  perhaps 
the  unconscious  one.  of  a  kind  and  sympathising  nature.  The 
exhortation  to  amendment,  the  suggestion  of  a  happier  fate  as 
the  result  of  that  amendment,  and  the  commiseration  expressed 
for  the  arch-enemy  of  man,  present  in  this  stanza  a  moral  lesson 
which  would  not  have  disgraced  a  graver  preacher,  a  holier 
theme,  or  a  more  solemn  occasion.' — LANDSEER'S  Illustration  of 
the  Address  to  the  Deil. 

'Burns  indeed  lives  in  sympathy;  his  soul  rushes  forth  into 
all  the  realms  of  being ;  nothing  that  has  existence  can  be  in- 
different to  him.  The  very  devil  he  cannot  hate  with  right 
orthodoxy!  He  did  not  know  probably  that  Sterne  had  been 
beforehand  with  him.  "  He  is  the  father  of  curses  and  lies," 
said  Dr  Slop;  '-and  is  cursed  and  damned  already."  "I  am 
sorry  for  it,"  quoth  my  umle  Toby!  A  poet  without  love 
were  a  physical  and  metaphysical  impossibility.'  — THOMAS 
CAHLYLE. 

'  It  was  I  think  in  the  winter  following  (to  wit,  that  of  1784,) 
as  we  were  going  together  with  our  carts  for  coals  to  the 
family  fire,  (and  I  could  yet  point  out  the  particular  spot)  that 
the  author  first  repeated  to  me  the  "  Address  to  the  Deil."  The 
curious  idea  of  such  an  address  was  suggested  to  him  by  run- 
ning over  in  his  mind  the  many  ludicrous  accounts  and  repre- 
sentations we  have  from  various  quarters  of  this  august  per- 
sonage.'— GILBERT  BURNS. 

That  Gilbert's  memory  had  deceived  him  as  to  the  date  at 
which  this  poem  was  composed,  may  be  proved  by  a  letter  of 
the  Poet's  to  John  Richmond,  then  in  Edinburgh,  dated  Feb. 
17th,  1786,  in  which  he  says,  'I  have  been  very  busy  with  the 
m  uses  since  I  saw  you,  and  have  composed,  among  several  others, 
"The  Ordination,"  a  poem  on  Mr  M'Kinlay's  being  called  to 
Kilmarnock ;  "  Scotch  Drink,"  a  poem ;  "The  Cotter's  Saturday 
Night,"  and  "An  address  to  the  Deil,"  &c.'—  Richmond  went  to 
Edinburgh  for  the  purpose  of  completing  his  legal  studies  iu  the 
latter  part  of  the  preceding  year. 


Dogs. 


'TWAS  in  that  place  o'  Scotland's  isle, 
That  bears  the  name  o'  Auld  King  Coil,a 
Upon  a  bonnie  day  in  June, 
When  wearing  thro'  the  afternoon, 
Twa  dogs,  that  were  na  thrang  at  hamc, 
Forgather'd  ance  upon  a  time. 

The  first  111  name,  they  ca'd  him  Czesar, 
Was  keepit  for  his  honour's  pleasure : 


1  The  Twa  Dogs  was  composed  in  February,  1786,  as  appears  i 
from  a  letter  of  Hums.    The  printer  of  the  Kilmarnock  edition  I 
suggested  the  propriety  of  beginning  the  volume  with  a  story  j 
of  some  length,  aud  Burns,  adopting  the  hint,  composed  the 
Twa  Dogs. 

We  have  seen  a  hypercriticism  on  '  The  Twa  Dogs,'  drawn 
up  by  the  late  Dr  Robert  Watt  of  Glasgow,  author  of  the  Bib- 
liotheca  Britannica.  It  was  composed  merely  as  a  mental  ex- 
ercise, for  tin-  sake  of  illustrating  to  the  young  mind  the  neces- 
sity of  extreme  accuracy  in  writing.  No  one  could  be  more 
enthusiastic  in  his  admiration  of  Burns  than  Dr  Watt ;  and 
with  regard  to  the  Twa  Dogs  in  particular,  he  says, '  1  admire 
the  whole  poem  as  one  of  the  best  of  its  inimitable  but  unfor- 
tunate author ;  and  were  I  to  determine  whether  all  or  per- 
haps any  of  the  alterations  I  have  proposed  should  be  adopted, 
I  would,  in  all  probability,  decide  in  the  negative.'  After  this 
candid  confession,  the  reader  cannot  mistake  the  spirit  of  the 
criticism,  which  was  not  written  in  a  captious  style,  but  as  an 
amusing  exercise  of  fault-finding.  We  shall  give  two  or  three 
specimens  out  of  many  verbal  objections  started  to  tins  admir- 
able poem  in  the  course  of  the  investigation.  They  may  in- 
terest the  curious,  as  tending  to  show,  like  professor  Young's 
once  celebrated  Criticism  on  Grey's  Elegy,  how  open  even  the 
best  productions  are  to  objection,  if  minutely  scrutinized. 

'  'T  was  in  that  place  o*  Scotland's  isle, 
That  bears  the  name  o'  auld  King  Coil.' 

'  Those  lines  appear  to  be  faulty  in  two  respects :  the  rhyme  is 
but  indifferent,  and  the  idea  they  convey  is  incorrect.     We 
never  speak  of  Scotland  as  an  isle.     The  word  isle  is  obviously 
introduced  to  agree  with  Coil,  in  forming  the  couplet.    The 
following  alteration  would  improve  the  rhyme,  and  perhaps 
convey  more  correctly  the  author's  meaning, 
"Twas  in  that  place  o'  Scotia't  toil, 
'1  hat  bears  the  name  o'  auld  King  Coil. 

Either  Scotia  or  Scotland  may  be  used.    The  word  soil  is  some-  ! 
times  employed  to  signify  a  land  or  country.     We  speak  of  our 
native  toil,  meaning  our  native  land,  and  of  foreign  toil,  mean- 
ing some  other  land  or  country ;  thus  Shakspeare : 

•  Dorset,  that,  with  fearful  soul. 
Leads  discontented  steps  m  foreign  toil.' 

'  The  first  I'll  name  they  ca'd  him  Csesar, 
Was  keepit  for  his  honour's  pleasure.' 

•The  expression,  Til  name,  they  ca'd,' is  not  only  inelegant 
and  inharmonious,  but  unmeaning.  The  verb,  name,  is  used 
in  an  improper  sense  The  author  is  not  giving  the  dog  a 
name;  he  intends  rather  to  say,  the  first  dog  Pit  describe  they 
ca'd  him  O-sar.  Besides,  the  passage  is  liable  to  other  objec- 
tions, particular!  y,  that  of  shifting  from  person  to  person,  /, 
they,  Catar,  with  their  respective  verbs,  all  in  the  space  of  two 
lines.  What  they  does  the  author  mean  ?  These  objections 
might,  in  some  measure,  be  done  away  by  the  following  altera- 
tions : 

The  first  of  them  (vhate  nime  irai  Cttiar,] 
Was  keepit  for  his  honour's  pleasure.' 


His  hair,  his  size,  his  mouth,  his  lugs, 
Show'd  he  was  nane  o'  Scotland's  dogs; 
But  whalpit  some  place  far  abroad, 
Whare  sailors  gang  to  fish  for  cod. 

His  locked,  letter'd,  braw  brass  collar 
Show'd  him  the  gentleman  and  scholar ; 3 
But  though  he  was  o'  high  degree, 
The  fient  a  pride,  nae  pride  had  he ; 
But  wad  ha'e  spent  an  hour  caressiu', 
Ev'n  wi'  a  tinkler-gypsy's  messin". 
At  kirk  or  market,  mill  or  smiddie, 
Nae  tawted  tyke,  tho'  e'er  sae  duddic, 
But  he  wad  stawn't,  as  glad  to  see  him, 
And  stroan't  on  stanes  an'  hillocks  wi'  him. 

The  tither  was  a  ploughman's  collie, 

A  rhyming,  ranting,  raving  billie, 

Wha  for  his  friend  an'  comrade  had  him, 

And  in  his  freaks  had  Luath  ca'd  him, 

After  some  dog  in  Highland  sang, 4 

Was  made  lang  syne — Lord  knows  how  lang. 

He  was  a  gash  an'  faithfu'  tyke, 
As  ever  lap  a  sheugh  or  dyke. 
His  honest,  sonsie,  baws'nt  face, 
Aye  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  place. 


'  L — d  roan  !  our  gentry  care  as  little 
For  delvers,  ditchers,  and  sic  cattle.' 


'  At  little  as  what  ?    The  sense  is  incomplete.' 

'  They're  sae  accustom'd  wi'  the  sight, 
The  view  o't  gi'es  them  little  fright. 

•  What  does  the  author  mean  by  the  rieio  of  a  tight  t  Would 
it  uot  have  been  better  to  have  said, 

They're  sae  accustomed  to  the  sight, 
It  really  gi'es  them  little  fright ' 

'  The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives, 
Their  grushie  weans  and  faithfu'  wives. 
The  prattling  things  are  just  their  pride 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fireside.' 

'  Does  prattling  thing  t  include  both  gruthie  weant  and  faithfu' 
wivei  t  According  to  the  natural  construction  of  the  sentence, 
they  seem  both  to  be  included,  although  this  was  probably  not 
the  meaning  of  the  author.  And  what  is  the  nominative  to 
tweetent  )  Whether  is  it  thing*  or  pride  t  I  cannot  make 
sense  by  supposing  it  to  be  the  latter,  and  if  it  be  the  former, 
it  constitutes  a  grammatical  blunder  which,  I  think,  could 
hardly  have  escaped  the  discernment  of  Burns  and  his  learned 
biographer.' 

'  My  heart  has  been  sae  fain  to  see  them, 
That  I  for  joy  ha'e  barket  iff  them.' 

•Are  we  to  suppose  from  these  lines  that  ihe  family  were  in  a 
barking  mood,  and  that  honest  Luath  joined  in  the  coiu-ci  t  '•' 
&c-,  &c. 

These  specimens  are  all  which  we  can  here  afford  to  give  of 
an  amusing  piece  of  verbal  criticism  upon  a  poem,  which,  above 
all  others,  is  pregnant  with  sound  observation  and  knowledge 
of  human  life. 

2  Kyle  the  central  district  of  Ayrshire. 

3  '  The  burlesque  panegyric  of  the  first  dog,  reminds  one  of 
Lnuuce's  account  of  his  dog  Crabbe,  where  he  is  said,  as  an  in- 
stance of  his  being  in  the  way  of  promotion,  "to  have  got 
among  three  or  four  gentleman-like  dogs  under  the  duke's 
table." ' — HAZLITT. 

4  Cuchullin's  dog  in  Ossian's  Fmgal,]— B.  fQ 
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His  breast  was  white,  his  towzie  back 
Weel  clad  wi'  coat  o'  glossy  black ; 
His  gaucie  tail,  wi'  upward  curl, 
Hung  o'er  his  hurdles  wi'  a  swurl. 

Nae  doubt  but  they  were  fain  o'  ither, 
An'  unco  pack  an'  thick  thegither; 
Wi'  social  nose  whyles  snuff'd  and  snowkit, 
Whyles  mice  an'  moudieworts  they  howkit ; 
Whyles  scour'd  awa'  hi  lang  excursion, 
An'  worry'd  ither  in  diversion ; 
Until  wi'  daffin  weary  grown, 
Upon  a  kuowe  they  sat  them  down, 
And  there  began  a  lang  digression 
About  the  lords  o'  the  creation. 

C.ESAR. 

I've  aften  wonder'd,  honest  Luath, 
What  sort  o'  life  poor  dogs  like  you  have; 
An'  when  the  gentry's  life  I  saw,    ^ 
What  way  poor  bodies  liv'd  ava. 

Our  laird  gets  in  his  racked  rents, 

His  coals,  his  kain,  and  a'  his  stents: 

He  rises  when  he  likes  himsel'; 

His  flunkies  answer  at  the  bell; 

He  ca's  his  coach,  he  ca's  his  horse ; 

He  draws  a  bonnie  silken  purse 

As  lang's  my  tail,  whare,  thro'  the  steeks, 

The  yellow  letter'd  Geordie  keeks. 

Frae  morn  to  e'en  it's  nought  but  toiling, 
At  baking,  roasting,  frying,  boiling; 
An'  tho'  the  gentry  first  are  stechin', 
Yet  ev'n  the  ha'  folk  fill  their  pechan 
Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  and  siclike  trashtrie, 
That's  little  short  o'  downright  wastrie. 
Our  whipper-in,  wee  blastit  wonner, 
Poor  worthless  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner, 
Better  than  ony  tenant  man 
His  honour  has  in  a'  the  Ian': l 
An'  what  poor  cot-folk  pit  their  paineh  hi, 
I  own  it's  past  my  comprehension. 

LUATH. 

Trowth,  Caesar,  whyles  they're  fash't  eneugh; 
A.  cottar  howkin'  in  a  sheugh, 
Wi'  dirty  stanes  biggin'  a  dyke, 
Baring  a  quarry,  and  sic  like, 

1  '  In  a  cottage  amidst  the  Coilsfield  woods  lives  Hugh 
Andrew,  aped  73,  who  in  Burns'  days  served  Colonel  Mont- 
gomery in  the  capacity  of  whipper-in.  He  remembers  seeing 
Burns  come  one  day,  in  his  bluish-grey  home-made  clothes  and 
blue  rig-and-fur  stockings,  to  be  introduced  to  the  lady  of 
Colonel  Montgomery.  He  was  quite  well  known  to  Burns, 
having  occasionally  to  act  as  a  steward  in  the  Tarbolton 
Lodge  when  the  poet  was  president.  Honest  Hugh  tells,  that 
Burns  had  him  in  his  eye  in  these  verses.  The  honour  is  not 
likely  to  be  disputed.'— ROBERT  CHAMBERS. 


Himsel',  a  wife,  he  thus  sustains, 
A  smytrie  o'  wee  duddie  weans, 
An'  nought  but  his  han'  darg,  to  keep 
Them  right  and  tight  in  thack  an'  rape. 

An'  when  they  meet  wi'  sair  disasters, 
Like  loss  o'  health,  or  want  o'  masters, 
Ye  maist  wad  think,  a  wee  touch  langer, 
An'  they  maun  starve  o'  cauld  an'  hunger ; 
But,  how  it  comes,  I  never  kenn'd  yet, 
They're  maistly  wonderfu'  contented ; 
An'  buirdly  chiels,  an'  clever  hizzies, 
Are  bred  in  sic  a  way  as  this  is. 

CJiSAR. 

But  then  to  see  how  ye're  negleckit, 
How  huff'd,  and  cuff 'd,  and  disrespeckit ! 
L — d,  man,  our  gentry  care  as  little 
For  delvers,  ditchers,  an'  sic  cattle; 
They  gang  as  saucy  by  poor  folk, 
As  I  wad  by  a  stinking  brock. 

I've  notic'd  on  our  laird's  court-day, 
An'  mony  a  time  my  heart's  been  Avae, 
Poor  tenant  bodies,  scant  o'  cash, 
How  they  maun  thole  a  factor's  snash; 
Hell  stamp,  an'  threaten,  curse  an'  swear, 
He'll  apprehend  them,  poind  their  gear ; 
While  they  maun  staun',  wi'  aspect  humble, 
An'  hear  it  a',  an'  fear  an'  tremble ! 2 

I  see  how  folk  live  that  ha'e  riches ; 
But  surely  poor  folk  maun  be  wretches  ? 

LUATH. 

They're  nae  sae  wretched's  ane  wad  think : 
Tho'  constantly  on  poortith's  brink, 
They're  sae  accustom 'd  wi'  the  sight, 
The  view  o't  gi'es  them  little  fright. 

Then  chance  an'  fortune  are  sae  guided, 
They're  aye  in  less  or  mair  provided ; 
An'  tho'  fatigu'd  wi'  close  employment, 
A  blink  o'  rest's  a  sweet  enjoyment. 

The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives, 
'Their  grushie  weans  an'  faithfu'  wives, 
The  prattling  things  are  just  their  pride, 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fire-side. 

An'  whyles  twalpennie  worth  o'  nappy  3 
Can  mak'  the  bodies  unco  happy; 
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2  '  My  indignation  yet  boils  at  the  recollection  of  (what  we 
suffered  at  Mount  Oliphant,  from)  the  scoundrel  factor's  insol- 
ent letters,  which  used  to  set  us  all  in  tears.'— BURNS'  Letter  to 
Dr  Moore. 

3  Twalpennies  Scots  is  equal  to  one  penny  sterling— the  then 
price  of  a  choppin  (quart)  of  Scotch  drink. 
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They  lay  aside  their  private  cares, 
To  mend  the  Kirk  and  State  affairs : 
They'll  talk  o'  patronage  and  priests, 
Wi'  kindling  fury  in  their  breasts, 
Or  tell  what  new  taxation's  comin', 
Au'  ferlie  at  the  folk  in  Lon'on. 
As  bleak-fac'd  Hallowmas  returns, 
They  get  the  jovial,  ranting  kirns, 
When  rural  life,  o'  ev'ry  station, 
Unite  in  common  recreation ; 
Love  blinks,  wit  slaps,  an'  social  mirth, 
Forgets  there's  care  upo'  the  earth. 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bar  the  door  on  frosty  win's ; 
The  nappy  reeks  wi'  mantling  ream, 
An'  sheds  a  heart-inspiring  steam ; 
The  luntin'  pipe,  an'  sneeshin'  mill, 
Are  handed  round  wi'  richt  guid  will ; 
The  cantie  auld  folks  crackin'  crouse, 
The  young  anes  rantin'  thro'  the  house, — 
My  heart  has  been  sac  fain  to  see  them, 
That  I  for  joy  ha'e  barkit  wi'  them.1 

Still  it's  owre  true  that  ye  ha'e  said, 
Sic  game  is  now  owre  aften  play'd; 
There's  monie  a  creditable  stock, 
O'  decent,  honest,  fawsont  folk, 
Are  riven  out  baith  root  and  branch, 
Some  rascal's  pridefu'  greed  to  quench, 
Wha  thinks  to  knit  himsel'  the  faster 
In  favour  wi'  some  gentle  master, 
Wha,  aiblins,  thrang  a-parliamentin', 
For  Britain's  guid  his  saul  indentin'— 

C.ESAR. 

Haith,  lad,  ye  little  ken  about  it; 

For  Britain's  guid !  guid  faith !  I  doubt  it ! 

Say  rather,  gaun  as  premiers  lead  him, 

An'  saying  ay  or  no's  they  bid  him : 

At  operas  an'  plays  parading, 

Mortgaging,  gambling,  masquerading; 

Or  maybe,  in  a  frolic  daft, 

To  Hague  or  Calais  takes  a  waft, 

To  make  a  tour,  an'  tak'  a  whirl, 

To  learn  bon  ton,  an'  see  the  warl*. 

There,  at  Vienna  or  Versailles, 

He  rives  his  father's  auld  entails; 

Or  by  Madrid  he  takes  the  rout, 

To  thrum  guitars,  and  fecht  wi'  nowt; 

Or  down  Italian  vista  startles, 

Wh-re-hunting  among  groves  o'  myrtles : 

1  '  HB  carrips  us  into  the  humble  scenes  of  life,  not  to  make 
us  dole  out  our  tribute  of  charitable  compassion  to  paupers  and 
cottagers,  but  to  make  u*  feel  with  them  on  equal  terms,  to 
make  us  enter  into  their  passions  and  interests,  and  share  our 
hearts  with  them  as  with  brothers  and  sisters  of  the  human 
«pecies.' — THOMAS  CAMPBELL. 


Then  bouses  drumly  German  water, 
To  mak'  himsel'  look  fair  and  fatter, 
An'  clear  the  consequential  sorrows, 
Love-gifts  of  carnival  signoras. 
For  Britain's  guid ! — for  her  destruction  ! 
Wi'  dissipation,  feud,  an'  faction. 

LUATH. 

Hech  man  !  dear  Sirs  !  is  that  the  gate 
They  waste  sae  mony  a  braw  estate ! 
Are  we  sae  foughten  an'  harass'd 
For  gear  to  gang  that  gate  at  last ! 

O  would  they  stay  aback  frae  courts, 
An'  please  themsels  wi'  kintra  sports, 
It  wad  for  ev'ry  ane  be  better, 
The  laird,  the  tenant,  an'  the  cotter! 
For  thae  frank,  rantin',  ramblin'  billies, 
Fient  haet  o'  them's  ill-hearted  fellows; 
Except  for  breakin'  o'  their  timmer, 
Or  speakin'  lightly  o'  their  limmer, 
Or  shootin'  o'  a  hare  or  moor-cock, 
The  ne'er  a  bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folk.8 

But  will  ye  tell  me,  Master  Caesar, 
Sure  great  folk's  life's  a  life  o'  pleasure  ! 
Nae  cauld  nor  hunger  e'er  can  steer  them, 
The  vera  thought  o't  need  na  fear  them. 

CJ5SAB. 


L — d,  man,  were  ye  but  whyles  whare  I  am, 
The  gentles  ye  wad  ne'er  envy  'em. 

It's  true  they  need  na  starve  or  sweat, 
Thro'  winter's  cauld,  or  simmer's  heat; 
They've  nae  sair  wark  to  craze  their  banes, 
An'  fill  auld  age  wi'  gripes  an'  granes 
But  human  bodies  are  sic  fools, 
For  a'  their  colleges  and  schools, 
That  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them, 
They  make  enow  themselves  to  vex  them ; 
An'  aye  the  less  they  ha'e  to  sturt  them, 
In  like -proportion  less  will  hurt  them. 
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2  •  In  representations  of  human  character,  the  power  of 
Burns  was  no  less  conspicuous  than  in  his  portraits  of  external 
nature.  When  describing  with  satirical  humour  the  character 
of  country  squires,  he  remarks  that  they  are  in  general  dis- 
posed to  treat  their  rustic  dependants  with  aflable  liberality 
and  indulgence,  and  that  there  are  bnt  a  few  unpardonable 
offences  which  never  fail  to  kindle  their  resentment,  and  call 
forth  their  power*  of  oppression.  These  he  catches  with  pene- 
trating observation,  and  enumerates  with  happy  brevity,  in  six 
lines,  of  which  the  descriptive  truth  will  be  recognised  from 
Caithness  to  Cornwall.  Here  we  have  the  usual  subjects  of 
aristocratic  jealousy,  and  the  common  character  created  by 
common  circumstances  in  a  particular  order  of  meu,  expressed 
with  a  rapidity  and  resemblance  which  may  be  compared  to 
the  sudden  effect  produced  by  the  cast  of  a  mould,  rather  thau 
to  the  tardy  labour  of  the  pencil.'— PROFESSOR  WALKER. 
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A  country  fellow  at  the  pleugh, 

His  acres  till'd,  he's  right  eneugh ; 

A  country  girl  at  her  wheel, 

Her  dizzens  done,  she's  unco  weel: 

But  gentlemen,  an'  ladies  warst, 

Wi'  cv'ndowu  want  o'  wark  are  curst. 

They  loiter,  lounging,  lank,  an'  lazy; 

Tho'  dcil  haet  ails  them,  yet  uneasy; 

Their  days,  insipid,  dull,  and  tasteless; 

Their  nights  unquiet,  lang  .and  restless ; 

An'  e'en  their  sports,  their  balls  an'  races, 

Their  galloping  thro'  public  places, 

There's  sic  parade,  sic  pomp,  an'  art, 

The  joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart. 

The  men  cast  out  in  party  matches, 

Then  sowther  a'  in  deep  debauches; 

Ae  night  they're  mad  wi'  drink  an'  wh-ring, 

Niest  day  their  life  is  past  enduring. 

The  ladies  arm-in-arm  in  clusters, 

As  great  and  gracious  a'  as  sisters; 

But  hear  their  absent  thoughts  o'  ither, 

They're  a'  run  deils  an1  jads  thegither. ' 

Whyles  o'er  the  wee  bit  cup  an'  platie. 

They  sip  the  scandal  potion  pretty; 

Or  lee-lang  nights,  wi'  crabbit  leuks 

Pore  owre  the  devil's  pictur'd  beuks; 

Stake  on  a  chance  a  farmer's  stackyard, 

An'  cheat  like  onie  unhang 'd  blackguard. 

There's  some  exception,  man  an'  woman; 
But  this  is  gentry's  life  in  common. 

By  this  the  sun  was  out  o'  sight, 
An'  darker  gloaming  brought  the  night : 
The  bum-clock  humm'd  wi'  lazy  drone; 
The  kye  stood  rowtin'  i'  the  loan ; 
When  up  they  gat,  and  shook  their  lugs, 
Rejoic'd  they  were  na  men,  but  dogs; 
An'  each  took  aft*  his  several  way, 
Resolv'd  to  meet  some  ither  day. 2 


i 


•  They  are  the  happiest  who  dissemble  best 


Tlicir  weariness,  and  they  the  most  polite 
Who  squander  time  and  treasure  with  a  smile, 
Even  at  their  own  destruction.     She  that  asks 
Her  dear  five  hundred  friends,  contemns  them  all, 
And  hates  their  coming.     They — what  can  they  less  ? — 
Make  just  reprisals,  and  with  cringe  and  shrug-, 
With  bow  obsequious,  hide  their  hate  of  her.' 

COWPER. 

2  '  The  Tale  of  the  T  wa  Dugs  was  composed  after  the  resolu- 
tion of  publishing  was  nearly  taken.  Robert  had  a  dog  which  | 
he  called  Luath,  that  was  a  great  favourite.  The  dog  had 
been  killed  by  the  wanton  cruelty  of  some  person  the  night 
before  my  Father's  death.  Robert  said  to  me  that  he  should 
like  to  confer  such  immortality  as  he  could  upon  his  old  friend 
Luath,  and  tliat  he  had  a  great  mind  to  introduce  something 
into  the  buok,  under  the  title  of  Stanzas  to  the  Memory  of  a 
Quadriped  Friend ;  but  this  plan  was  given  up  for  the  Tale 
ns  it  now  stands.  Cspsar  was  merely  the  creature  of  the  poet  s 
imagination,  created  for  the  purpose  of  holding  chat  with  his 
favourite  Luath.' — GILBERT  BURNS. 

•  The  power  of  genius  is  not  less  admirable  in  tracing  the 
manners,  than  in  painting  the  passions,  or  in  drawing  the 
scenery  of  nature.  The  intuitive  glance  with  which  a  writer 


OPPRESS'0  with  grief,  oppress'd  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  set  me  down  and  sigh : 
O  life !  thou  art  a  galling  load, 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road, 

To  wretches  such  as  I! 
Dim  backward  as  I  cast  my  view, 
What  sick'ning  scenes  appear! 
What  sorrows  yet  may  pierce  me  thro*, 
Too  justly  I  may  fear! 
Still  caring,  despairing, 

Must  be  my  bitter  doom; 
My  woes  here  shall  close  ne'er, 
But  with  the  closing  tomb ! 

Happy,  ye  sons  of  busy  life, 
Who  equal  to  the  bustling  strife, 

No  other  view  regard ! 
Ev'n  when  the  wished  end  's  denied, 
Yet  while  the  busy  means  are  plied, 

They  bring  their  own  reward: 
Whilst  I,  a  hope-abandon'd  wight, 

Unfitted  with  an  aim, 
Meet  ev'ry  sad  returning  night, 
And  joyless  morn  the  same ; 
You,  bustling,  and  justling, 

Forget  each  grief  and  pain ; 
I,  listless,  yet  restless, 
Find  every  prospect  vain. 

How  blest  the  Solitary's  lot, 
Who,  all-forgetting,  all-forgot, 

Within  his  humble  cell, 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  newly-gather'd  fruits, 

Beside  his  crystal  well ! 3 
Or,  haply,  to  his  ev'ning  thought, 

By  unfrequented  stream, 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 

A  faint  collected  dream : 


like  Shakspeare  discerns  the  characters  of  men,  with  which  he 
catches  the  many-changing  hues  of  life,  forms  a  sort  of  problem 
in  the  science  of  mind,  of  which  it  is  easier  to  see  the  truth 
than  to  assign  the  cause.    Though  I  am  very  far  from  meaning 
to  compare  our  rustic  bard  to  Shakspeare,  yet  whoever  will 
read  his  lighter  and  more  humorous  poems,  his  Dialogue  of 
the  Dogs,  his  Dedication  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  Esq.,  his  Epistles 
to  a  Young  Friend,  and  to  W.  Simpson,  will  perceive  with 
what  uncommon  penetration  and  sagacity  this  heaven-taught 
ploughman,  from  his  humble  and  unlettered  station,  has  looked 
upon  men  and  manners.' — HENRY  MACKENZIE. 
3  'Far  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  public  view, 
From  youth  to  age  a  reverend  hermit  grew  j 
The  moss  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell, 
His  food  the  fruit,  his  drink  the  crystal  well.' 

PARNELL'S  //emit 
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While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoughts  to  heav'u  on  high, 

As  wand'ring,  meaud'riug, 
He  views  the  solemn  sky. 

Than  I,  no  lonely  hermit  plac'd 
Where  never  human  footstep  trac'd, 

Less  fit  to  play  the  part ; 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve, 
And  just  to  stop,  and  just  to  move, 

With  self-respecting  art : 
But  all !  those  pleasures,  loves,  and  joys, 

Which  I  too  keenly  taste, 
The  Solitary  can  despise, 
Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest! 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not, 

Or  human  love  or  hate, 
Whilst  I  here  must  cry  here, 
At  perfidy  ingrate! 

Oh!  enviable,  early  days, 

When  dancing  thoughtless  pleasure's  maze, 

To  eare,  to  guilt  unknown! 
How  ill  exchang'd  for  riper  times, 
To  feel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes 

Of  others,  or  my  own! 
Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  spor' 

Like  linnets  in  the  bush, 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court, 
When  manhood  is  your  wish! 
The  losses,  the  crosses, 

That  active  man  engage! 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  all, 
Of  dim-declining  age !  * 


Clje  Yititm. 

KUAN  FIRST.2 

THE  sun  had  clos'd  the  winter  day, 
The  curlers  quat  their  roaring  play, 
An'  hunger'd  maukiii  ta'en  her  way 

To  kail-yards  green, 
While  faithless  snaws  ilk  step  betray 

Whare  she  has  been. 


1  The  darkening  views  of  his  lot,  expressed  in  this  deeply- 
aftecting  poem,  point  with  sufficient  distinctness  to  the  period 
of  its  composition.     The  concluding  couplet  of  the  fourth 
stan/a  harmonizes  too  well  with  n  passage  regarding  Jean  i 
Armour,  in  a  letter  to  David  Bryce,  dated  June  12,  1786,  to  let  i 
it  be  for  a  moment  doubted  :  '  May  Almighty  God  forgive  her  i 
ingratitude  and  perjury  to  me,  a?  I  from  my  very  soul  forgive  i 
her;   and  may  His  grace  be  with  her  and  bless  her  all  her  I 
future  life.*    The  destruction  of  the  marriage-lines,  and  her  i 
refusal  to  see  him,  were  then  rankling  in  his  mind. 

2  Dium,  a  term  of  Ossian's  for  the  different  divisions  of  a  i 
digressive  poem.    See  his  Cath-  Loda,  vol.  ii.  of  M'Pherson'g  i 
translation.]  -R 
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The  thresher's  weary  flinging-tree 
The  lee-lang  day  had  tired  me; 
And  when  the  day  had  clos'd  his  e'e, 

Far  i'  the  west, 
Ben  i'  the  spenee,  right  pensivelie, 

I  gaed  to  rest. 

There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle-cheek, 
I  sat  and  ey'd  the  spewing  reek, 
Tliat  fill'd,  wi'  hoast-provoking  smeek, 

The  auld  clay  biggin'; 
An'  heard  the  restless  rations  squeak 

About  the  riggin'. 

All  in  this  mottie,  misty  clime, 
I  backward  mus'd  on  wasted  time, 
How  I  had  spent  my  youthfu'  prime, 

An'  done  nae-thing, 
But  stringin'  blethers  up  in  rhyme, 

For  fools  to  sing. 

Had  I  to  guid  advice  but  harkit, 
I  might,  by  this,  ha'e  led  a  market, 
Or  strutted  in  a  bank  an'  clarkit 

My  cash  account: 
While  here,  half-mad,  half-fed,  half-sarkit, 

Is  a'  th'  amount. 

I  started,  mutt'ring,  Blockhead !  coof ! 
And  heav'd  on  high  my  waukit  loof, 
To  swear  by  a'  yon  starry  roof, 

Or  some  rash  aith, 
That  I,  henceforth,  would  be  rhyme-proof 

Till  my  last  breath — 

When,  click !  the  string  the  snick  did  draw ; 
And,  jee!  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa'; 
An'  by  my  ingle-lowe  I  saw, 

Now  bleezin'  bright, 
A  tight,  outlandish  lu'zzie,  braw, 

Come  full  in  sight. 

Ye  need  na  doubt,  I  held  my  whisht ; 
The  infant  aith,  half-form 'd,  was  crusht; 
I  glowr'd  as  eerie 's  I'd  been  dusht 

In  some  wild  glen ; . 
When  sweet,  like  modest  worth,  she  blusht, 

And  stepped  ben. 

Green,  slender,  leaf-clad  holly -boughs 
Were  twisted,  gracefu',  round  her  brows; 
I  took  her  for  some  Scottish  Muse, 

By  that  same  token ; 
An'  come  to  stop  those  reckless  vows, 

Would  soon  been  broken. 

A  "hair-brain'd,  sentimental  trace," 
Was  strongly  marked  in  her  face ; 
A  wildly-witty,  rustic  grace 
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Shone  full  upon  her; 
Her  eye,  ev'n  turn'd  on  empty  space, 

Beam'd  keen  with  honour. 

Down  flow'd  her  robe,  a  tartan  sheen, 
Till  half  a  leg  was  scrim  ply  seen ; 
And  such  a  leg !  my  bonnie  Jean ! 

Could  only  peer  it; 
Sae  straught,  sae  taper,  tight,  and  clean, 

Nane  else  came  near  it. 

Her  mantle  large,  of  greenish  hue, 

My  gazing  wonder  chiefly  drew ; 

Deep  lights  and  shades,  bold-mingling  threw, 

A  lustre  grand ; 
And  seem'd,  to  my  astonish'd  view, 

A  well  known  land. 

Here,  rivers  in  the  sea  were  lost ; 
There,  mountains  to  the  skies  were  tost; 
Here,  tumbling  billows  mark'd  the  coast, 

With  surging  foam; 
There,  distant  shone  art's  lofty  boast, 

The  lordly  dome. 

Here,  Doon  pour'd  down  his  far-fetch 'd  floods : 
There,  well-fed  Irwine  stately  thuds: 
Auld  hermit  Ayr  staw  thro'  his  woods, 

On  to  the  shore; 
And  many  a  lesser  torrent  scuds, 

With  seeming  roar. 

Low,  in  a  sandy  valley  spread, 

An  ancient  borough  rear'd  her  head; 

Still,  as  hi  Scottish  story  read, 

She  boasts  a  race, 
To  ev'ry  nobler  virtue  bred, 

And  polish'd  grace. 2 

By  stately  tow'r  or  palace  fair, 

Or  ruins  pendent  in  the  air, 

Bold  stems  of  heroes,  here  and  there, 

I  could  discern; 
Some  seem'd  to  muse,  some  seem'd  to  dare, 

With  feature  stern. 

My  heart  did  glowing  transport  feel, 

To  see  a  race 3  heroic  wheel, 

And  brandish  round  the  deep-dy'd  steel 

In  sturdy  blows; 
While  back -recoiling  seem'd  to  reel    . 

Their  Southron  foes. 

His  Country's  Saviour, 4  mark  him  well ! 
Bold  Richardton's5  heroic  swell; 

1  Kilmarnock  edition  :— 

'  And  such  a  leg !  my  Bess,  I  ween.* 

2  The  remaining  seven  stanzas  of  Duan  First  were  added  in 
the  Edinburgh  edition. 

3  The  Wallaces.]— B.  4  Sir  William  Wallace.]— B. 


The  chief  on  Sark c  who  glorious  fell, 
In  high  command; 

And  he  whom  ruthless  fates  expel 
His  native  land. 

There,  where  a  scepter'd  Pictish  shade,7 
Stalk'd  round  his  ashes  lowly  laid, 
I  mark'd  a  martial  race,  portray'd 

In  colours  strong; 
Bold,  soldier-featur'd,  undismay'd 

They  strode  along. 

Thro'  many  a  wild,  romantic  grove, 
Near  many  a  hermit-faricy'd  cove, 
(Fit  haunts  for  friendship  or  for  love) 

In  musing  mood, 
An  aged  judge,  I  saw  him  rove, 

Dispensing  good.8 

With  deep-struck  reverential  awe9 
The  learned  sire  and  son  I  saw, 
To  nature's  God  and  nature's  law 


5  Adam  Wallace,  of  Richardton,  cousin  to  the  immortal  pre- 
server of  Scottish  independence.] — B. 

6  Wallace,  Laird  of  Craigie,  who  was  second  in  command, 
under  Douglas  earl  of  Ormond,  at  the  famous  battle  on  the 
banks  of  Sark,  fought  anno  1448.    That  glorious  victory  was 
principally  owing  to  the  judicious  conduct  and  intrepid  valour 
of  the  gallant  Laird  of  Craigie,  who  died  of  his  wounds  after 
the  action.]— B. 

7  Coilus,  king  of  the  Picts,  from  whom  the  district  of  Kyle  is 
said  to  take  its  name,  lies  buried,  as  tradition  says,  near  the 
family-seat  of  the  Montgomeries  of  Coilsfield,  where  his  burial- 
place  is  still  shown.] — B. 

8  Barskimming,  and  its  proprietor,  Thomas  Miller,  Lord 
Justice  Clerk,  were  here  in  the  poet's  eye,  and  the  compliment 
was  merited  by  both.    The  lands  and  mansion  of  Barskimming 
occupy  a  more  than  usually  romantic  portion  of  the  banks  of 
the  Ayr,  between  the  villages  of  Tarbolton  and  Mauchline, 
and  must  have  been  much  under  the  notice  of  Burns  when  he 
resided  at  Lochlee  and  Mossgiel.    The  river  here  steals  its  way 
through  a  long  profound  chasm  in  the  new  red  sand  stone  of 
the  district,  the  sides  of  which  are  in  many  places  as  perpendi- 
cular as  walls,  but,  in  every  spot  where  vegetation  is  possible, 
clothed  with  the  most  luxuriant  wood.    A  bridge  stretches 
from  the  one  bank  to  the  other,  at  a  dizzy  height  above  the 
furtive  and  scarce  seen  stream,  giving  access  to  the  mansion, 
which  is  situated  on  a  height  immediately  above.     In  the  pre- 
cipices beneath  the  house,  there  are  some  artificial  caves,  acces- 
sible in  the  course  of  the  pleasure  walks  connected  with  the 
mansion.    Lord  Justice  Clerk  Miller,  son  of  William  Miller,  of 
Glenlee,  in  th«  stewartry  of  Kirkcudbright,  was  born  in  1717, 
and  received  the  most  valuable  part  of  his  education  under  the 
celebrated  Professor  Hutcheson,  of  Glasgow.     Entering  at  the 
bar  in  1742,  he  rose  through  a  seriesofoffic.es  to  that  of  Supreme 
Criminal  Judge,  which  he  held  from  1766  till  January  1788; 
when  he  succeeded  Sir  Robert  Dundas,  as  president  of  the 
Court  of  Session,  and  attained  the  dignity  of  a  baronet  of 
Great  Britain.     His  utility  in  this  high  office  was  unexpectedly 
cut  short,  in  the  ensuing  September,  when  he  died,  after  an 
illness  of  two  days,  at  his  seat  of  Barskimming;  'leaving,'  says 
his  biographer,  Mr  David  (afterwards  baronj  Hume,  '  no  good 
man  his  enemy,  and  attended  with  that  sincere  and  extensive 
regret  which  only  those  can  hope  for,  who  have  occupied  the 
like  important  stations,  and  acquitted  themselves  as  well." 
Barskimming  is  now  (1839)  the  property  of  a  son  of  the  above, 
for  many  years  a  judge  in  the  Court  of  Session,  under  the  title 

if  Lord  Glenlee. 

9  Catrine,  the  seat  of  Professor  Dugald  Stewart.]— B.  Dr 
Matthew  Stewart,  the  mathematician,  and  his  son,  Dugald 
Stewart,  the  metaphysician,  are  here  meant. 
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They  gave  their  lore ; 
This,  all  its  source  and  end  to  draw; 
That,  to  adore. 

Brydone's  brave  ward1  I  well  could  spy, 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  eye; 
Who  call'd  on  fame,  low  standing  by, 

To  hand  linn  on, 
Where  many  a  patriot  name  on  high, 

And  hero  shone. 

DUAN  SECOND, 

WITH  musing-deep,  astonish 'd  stare, 
I  view'd  the  heavenly -seeming  fair; 
A  whispering  throb  did  witness  bear, 

Of  kindred  sweet, 
When  with  an  elder  sister's  air 

She  did  me  greet. 

"  All  hail !  my  own  inspired  bard ! 
In  me  thy  native  muse  regard ! 
Nor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  is  hard, 

Thus  poorly  low! 
I  come  to  give  thee  such  reward 

As  we  bestow. 

"  Know,  the  great  genius  of  this  land 
Has  many  a  light,  aerial  band, 
Who,  all  beneath  liis  high  command, 

Harmoniously, 
As  arts  or  arms  they  understand, 

Their  labours  ply. 

"They  Scotia's  race  among  them  share; 
Some  fire  the  soldier  on  to  dare; 
Some  rouse  the  patriot  up  to  bare 

Corruption's  heart ; 
Some  teach  the  bard,  a  darling  care, 
The  tuneful  art. 

"  'Mong  swelling  floods  of  reeking  gore, 
They,  ardent,  kindling  spirits  pour; 
Or,  'mid  the  venal  senate's  roar, 

They,  sightless,  stand, 
To  mend  the  honest  patriot-lore, 

And  grace  the  land. 

"  And  when  the  bard,  or  hoary  sage, 
Charm  or  instruct  the  future  age, 
They  bind  the  wild  poetic  rage 

In  energy, 
Or  point  the  inconclusive  page 

Full  on  the  eye. 

"Hence  Fullarton,  the  brave  and  young; 
Hence  Dempster's  zeal -inspired  tongue; 


I  Colonel  Fullarton.]—  B. 


Hence  sweet  harmonious  Beattie  sung 
His  '  Minstrel  lays  ;* 

Or  tore,  with  noble  ardour  stung, 

The  sceptic's  bays. 

"To  lower  orders  are  assign'd 
The  humbler  ranks  of  human-kind, 
The  rustic  bard,  the  lab'ring  hind, 

The  artisan; 
All  choose,  as  various  they're  inclin'd, 

The  various  man. 

"  When  yellow  waves  the  heavy  grain, 
The  threat'ning  storm  some  strongly  rein; 
Some  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain 

With  tillage-skill; 
And  some  instruct  the  shepherd-train, 

Blythe  o'er  the  hill. 

"  Some  hint  the  lover's  harmless  wile ; 
Some  grace  the  maiden's  artless  smile; 
Some  soothe  the  lab'rer's  weary  toil, 

For  humble  gains, 
And  make  his  cottage-scenes  beguile 

His  cares  and  pains. 

"  Some,  bounded  to  a  district-space, 
Explore  at  large  man's  infant  race, 
To  mark  the  embryotic  trace 

Of  rustic  bard ; 
And  careful  note  each  op'ning  grace, 

A  guide  and  guard. 

"  Of  these  am  I — Coila  my  name ; 
And  this  district  as  mine  I  claim, 
Where  once  the  Campbells,2  chiefs  of  fame, 

Held  ruling  pow'r: 
I  mark'd  thy  embryo  tuneful  flame, 

Thy  natal  hour. 

"  With  future  hope,  I  oft  would  gaze, 
Fond,  on  thy  little  early  ways, 
Thy  rudely  caroll'd  chiming  phrase, 

In  uncouth  rhymes, 
Fir'd  at  the  simple,  artless  lays 

Of  other  times. 

"  I  saw  thee  seek  the  sounding  shore, 
Delighted  with  the  dashing  roar; 
Or  when  the  north  his  fleecy  store 

Drove  thro'  the  sky, 
I  saw  grim  nature's  visage  hoar 

Struck  thy  young  eye. 

"  Or,  when  the  deep  green-mantl'd  earth 
Warm  cherish 'd  ev'ry  flow'ret's  birth, 
And  joy  and  music  pouring  forth 

2  The  London  branch  of  the  Campbells. 
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In  ev'ry  grove, 
I  saw  thee  eye  the  gen'ral  mirth 

With  boundless  love 


"  "When  ripen'd  fields,  and  azure  skies, 
CalTd  forth  the  reaper's  rustling  noise, 
I  saw  thee  leave  their  evening  joys, 

And  lonely  stalk 
To  vent  thy  bosom's  swelling  rise 

In  pensive  walk. 

"  When  youthful  love,  warm-blushing,  strong, 
Keen-shivering  shot  thy  nerves  along, 
Those  accents,  grateful  to  thy  tongue, 
*  Th'  adored  Name, 
I  taught  thee  how  to  pour  in  song, 

To  soothe  thy  flame. 

"  I  saw  thy  pulse's  maddening  play, 
Wild  send  thee  pleasure's  devious  way, 
Misled  by  fancy's  meteor  ray, 

By  passion  driven; 
But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray 

Was  light  from  heaven. ' 

"  I  taught  thy  manners-painting  strains, 
The  loves,  the  ways  of  simple  swains, 
Till  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains 

Thy  fame  extends: 
And  some,  the  pride  of  Coila's  plains, 

Become  thy  friends. 

"  Thou  canst  not  learn,  nor  can  I  show, 
To  paint  with  Thomson's  landscape-glow; 
Or  wake  the  bosom-melting  throe, 

With  Shenstone's  art; 
Or  pour,  with  Gray,  the  moving  flow 

Warm  on  the  heart. 

"Yet,  all  beneath  th'  unrivall'd  rose, 
The  lowly  daisy  sweetly  blows; 
Tho'  large  the  forest's  monarch  throws 

His  army  shade, 
Yet  green  the  juicy  hawthorn  grows 

Adown  the  glade. 

"  Then  never  murmur  nor  repine ; 
Strive  in  thy  humble  sphere  to  shine; 
And  trust  me,  not  Potosi's  mine, 

Nor  king's  regard, 
Can  give  a  bliss  o'crmatching  thine, 
A  rustic  bard. 


1  'Of  strains  like  the  above,  solemn  nnd  sublime  with  that 
rapt  nnd  inspired  melancholy  in  which  the  poet  lifts  liis  eye 
'•above,  this  visible  diurnal  sphere,"  the  poems  entitled  "Des- 
pondency," "The  Lament,"  "Winter,  a  Dirge,"  nnd  the 


"To  give  my  counsels  all  in  one, 
Thy  tuneful  flame  still  careful  fan; 
Preserve  the  dignity  of  man, 

With  soul  erect; 
And  trust  the  Universal  Plan 

Will  all  protect. 

"And  wear  thou  this" — she  solemn  said, 
And  bound  the  holly  round  my  head; 
The  polish'd  leaves,  and  berries  red, 
Did  rustling  play ; 

And,  like  a  passing  thought,  she  fled 
In  light  away. 


ftallotown. 


THE  following  Poem  will,  hy  many  readers,  be  well  enough 
understood ;  but  for  the  sake  of  those  who  are  unacquainted 
with  the  manners  and  traditions  of  the  country  where  the 
scene  is  cast,  notes  are  added,  to  give  some  account  of  the 
principal  charms  and  spells  of  that  night,  so  big  with  prophecy 
to  the  peasantry  in  the  wesf  of  Scotland.  The  passion  of  pry- 
ing into  futurity  makes  a  striking  part  of  the  history  of  human 
nature  in  its  rude  state,  in  all  ages  and  nations;  and  it  may  be 
some  entertainment  to  a  philosophic  mind,  if  any  such  should 
honour  the  author  with  a  perusal,  to  see  the  remains  of  it. 
among  the  more  enlightened  in  our  own. 


Yes !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain," 
The  simple  pleasures  of  the  lowly  train; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart, 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art. 

GOLDSMITH. 

UPON  that  night,  when  fairies  light, 

On  Cassillis  Downans2  dance, 
Or  owre  the  lays,  in  splendid  blaze, 

On  sprightly  coursers  prance; 


2  Certain  little,  romantic,  rocky,  green  hills,  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  thi1  ancient  seat  of  the  Earls  of  Cassillis.] — B. 
Cassillis  castle  stands  on  a  beautiful  havgh  on  the  left  bank 
of  the  Doon,  about  a  mile  from  the  parish-village  of  Dal- 
rymple.  The  lands,  and  probably  also  the  castle  of  Cassillis, 
appear  to  have  passed,  in  the  reign  of  David  II.,  from  a 
family  named  Montgomery,  into  the  possession  of  Sir  Jolin 
Kennedy  of  Dunure,  .Trecl  male  ancestor  of  the  present  Mar- 
quis of  Ailsa.  At  the  beginning  nf  the  sixteenth  century,  it 
must  have  been  the  c'lief  residence  of  this  powerful  race,  as 
David,  third  Lord  Kennedy,  was.  about  1510,  created  Karl  of 
Cassillis.  This  noble-nan  fell  at  Flodfle".  with  many  of  his 
followers;  and  there  is  still  to  be  seen,  in  front  of  the  castle,  a 
very  large  piano  tree,  underneath  whose  melancholy  boughs 
his  surviving  people  are  said  to  have  spent  several  weeks  in 
lamentation  of  their  own  and  their  country's  calamity — for 
which  reason,  it  bears  the  appellation  of  the  Dule  Tree.  Tra- 
dition tells  a  tale  of  another  kind  in  connection  witii  Cassillis 
castle.  While  John,  the  sixth  Earl,  was  attending  the  Assem- 
bly of  Divines  at  Westminster  in  IG43.  his  consort  is  said  to 
have  been  seduced  away  from  this  house  by  a  party  of  gipsies, 
supposed  to  have  been  headed  by  a  lover  in  disguise  ;  the  con- 
sequence of  whirl)  imprudence  was  her  confinement  for  life  in 
a  tower  belonging  to  her  husband  in  the  neighbouring  town  of 


Invocation  "To  Ruin,"  afford  no  less  striking  examples.'—     Maybole.    These  circumstances  are  more  particularly  related 
HENRY  MACKENZIE.  '  in  an  old  ballad,  which  is  sung  to  a  beautiful  air;  but  it  is  pro- 


W&P*-- 
&& 


54 


. 
O 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


Or  for  Colzeaii  the  route  is  ta'en, 
Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams ; 

There,  up  the  cove, l  to  stray  and  rove 
Among  the  rocks  and  streams 

To  sport  that  night. 


per  to  state  that  great  doubt  hangs  over  them.  In  a  music 
book,  known  from  unquestionable  evidence  to  have  been 
written  before  IfiJO,  this  very  air  is  found,  under  the  title  of  ' 
lady  Cass'Mis's  Lilt ;  which  evinces  that  it  could  not  have 
been  composed  for  the  wife  of  the  sixth  Karl,  (that  lady  having 
been  born  in  1607,)  in  whatever  way  the  verses  of  the  ballad 
may  have  taken  their  origin.  However  this  question  may  bo 


Amang  the  bonnie  winding  banks, 

Where  Doon  rins,  wimpling,  clear, 
Where  Bruce2  anee  rul'd  the  martial  ranks, 

An'  shook  his  Carrick  spear, 
Some  merry,  friendly,  countra  folks 

Together  did  convene, 
To  burn  their  nits,  an'  pou  their  stocks, 

An'  haud  their  Halloween3 

Fu'  blythe  that  night. 

terians  of  the  two  last  Stuart  reigns.    Tradition  states,  that 


may  have  taken  their  origin.  However  this  question  may  bo  ten»"s  of  the  two  last  Stuart  reigns.  Tradition  states,  that 
decided,  it  cannot  affect  the  honour  of  the  existing  family,  j  aftl'r  the  Revolution,  when  the  affections  which  hud  previously 
whose  descent  is  traced  from  a  younger  son  of  an  earlier  pos-  I  c""st'tuted  the  virtue  of  loyalty  were  interpreted  as  the 


sessor  of  the  title.  Cassillis  castle  continued  to  be  the  principal 
residence  of  the  family  till  the  extinction  of  the  male  line  in 
I7.V,  when  the  titles  were  adjudged  to  Sir  Thomas  Kennedy,  of 
Col/ean,  and  that  house,  became,  in  the  language  of  old  writs, 
the  principal  messnajje  of  the  Earis  of  Cassillis.  Cassillis  castle, 
although  deserted  by  its  nol.h  owner,  has  never  been  allowed 
to  fall  into  decay.  A  few  years  ago  it  formed  a  superb  and  per- 
fectly entire  and  unaltered  specimen  of  the  baronial  towers  of 
the  fifteenth  or  sixteenth  century,  containing  one  large  apart- 
ment in  each  floor,  accessible  by  a  spiral  stair,  and  having  wails 
in  some  places  twenty-two  feet  tliick.  Lately,  it  has  received 


blackest  guilt.  Sir  Archibald  was  sometimes  obli-ed  for  his 
safety  to  the  coves  beneath  his  mansion.  By  his  wife,  one  of 
the  daughters  of  General  David  Lesly,  Lord  Newwark.  he 
had  four  daughters,  the  second  of  whom,  Susanna,  distinguish- 
ed for  a  noble  stature,  and  extraordinary  beauty,  became  the 
wife  of  Alexander,  ninth  Karl  of  Eglintonne,  to  whom  she 
bore  a  large  family.  In  her  youth  she  patronised  Ramsay, 
who  dedicates  the  Gentle  Shepherd  to  her;  and  in  her  old  age, 
she  received  a  visit  from  I)r  Johnson,  at  her  <lotari.il  seat  of 
Auchans,  near  Dundonald.  On  the  extinction  of  the  main 
l'ne  of  the  Cassillis  family,  in  the  person  of  John  the  eighth 


...  r  -----  .......  .  ------  „  .....  „„.     i-MW1Jt  ,v  .„„  1CTrl»ru  |  , 

a  new  front,  in  Gothic  taste.    The  Cas<illis  Doivnans  are  three  |   K"rl1  in  I75!)'  tllc  title  nnd  liiniily  estates  became  the  inlieri- 


or  four  small  hilU  rising  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  to  the  south 
of  the  castle,  near  the  road  between  Maybole  and  Dalrymple. 
The  largest— that  nearest  to  the  bouse— appears  to  be  three 
hundred  feet  above  the  level  of  the  Doon;  the  second  is  some- 
what lower  ;  and  one  or  two  others  are  greatly  less  marked. 
They  are  covered  with  green  sward,  through  which,  in  some 
places,  the  rock  may  be  seen;  and  hence  Burns  has  described 
them,  in  the  note,  as  '  rocky.'  On  the  top  of  the  highest  there  is 
•'rcular  mound,  with  a  breach  in  it  to  the  west,  as  if  designed 


tance  of  Sir  Thomas  Kennedy  of  Colzean,  who  accordingly— 
though  not  without  some  litigation— became  ninth  Karl  of 
Cassillis.  It  was  now  deemed  necessary  that  the  house  of  the 
Cove  should  be  rebuilt  in  n  style  \vorthy  of  the  main  line  »t 
the  race  of  Kennedy;  and  this  task  was  accordingly  com- 


They  are  covered  with  green  sward,  through  which,  in  some  '  menced  in  1777.  hy  David,  the  tenth  Earl,  brother  of  the  pre- 

1  ceding.     The  plan  of  the  new  mansion  was  by  Kobert  Adam. 
It  presents,  along  the  verge  of  the  sea-impending  precipice,  a 


for  a  means  of  access.  It  is  probaiile  that  this  was  an  early 
furt,  more  particularly  as  tlie  farm  on  the  slope  of  the  hill  hears 
the  name  of  Dunree— obviously  Dun-righ,  the  king's  castle. 
The  peculiar  forms  of  these  hillocks,  and  their  rising  in  the 


range  of  lofty  castellated  masses,  with  windows  in  a  uotl.ic 
taste,  a  splendid  terraced  garden  in  front,  a  bridge  of  approach, 
and  offices  in  corresponding  style,  at  a  little  distance  to  the 
left, — the  whole  covering  an  area  of  four  acres.  The  im- 
pression conveyed  by  the  mansion,  on  approaching  it  in  the 


midst  of  a  generally  level  country,  are  circumstances  which  i  usual  manner,  through  the  far-spreading  glades  of  an  ancient 
could  not  fail  to  excite  superstitious  ideas  in  an  unlettered  p'Tk.  is  that  of  baronial  dignity,  affluent  e,  and  ta-te;  snr- 
people.  They  were,  accordingly,  down  to  Burns'  time,  re-  veyed  from  the  sea,  or  from  the  beach,  it  suggests  the  idea 
garded  as  the  work  of  fairies,  and  a  peculiar  scene  of  their  °f  those  eyrie-like  fortresses  of  old,  which  took  so  much 
midnight  revels.  In  reality,  they  are  masses  of  trap.  j  strength  from  nature  as  to  appear  to  smile  defiance  nt  all  the 

1  A  noted  cavern  near  Colz-an  house,  called  The  Cove  of  '"'^  "»•«»  of  mere  human  power  The  interior  of  the 
Colzean.  which,  as  Cassillis  Downans,  is  famed  in  country  '  Cast'"13  remarkabl"  <<«  an  «tens,ve  and  valuable  collection  of 
story  for  being  a  favourite  haunt  of  fairies.]_B.  Colzean  j  """'  ™d  »""«»«•  l'«>  Cove*  are  situated  directly  nmler- 
n,tle.  the  principal  seat  of  Archibald,  Marquis  of  Ailsa,  !  n1e""1  "'f  Cast'f'  They  appear  s-.mply  natural  chinks  left  u, 
(twelfth  Karl  of  Cassillis),  is  situated  upon  the  verge  of  a  great  'hp.baft  '"  «'«  Pr"f™  "(.  'ts  "I™1"'  formatM,n.  Burns, 
basaltic  cliff,  on  the  coast  of  Carrick.  about  two  miles  from  the  d""n|?  '"S  ™«™«  "™  Kirkoswald  must  have  often  heard 
village  of  Kirkoswald.  With  marine  snblimity  on  the  one  "f  th.l"r  rpP'"a'">'>  «  ''»""»"  »' «'"  fmnes.  1  hey  are  six  in 

.  ,    ~      i   »•  ."  .       number,  and  are  thus  described  in  the  Hev.  Mr  Biggar  s  statis- 

side,  and  the  extreme  of  sylvan  beauty  on  the  other,  it  is      ...  f  .,  ,  „.  , 

tical   account  of  the  parish  of  Kirkoswnld  :    '  Of  the  three 
scarcely  possible  to  imagine  a  situation  more  worthy  of  the     » 

, .  ,    /    .  "     towards  the   west,  the  largest  has  its  entry  as  low  as  high 

chief  of  wiiose  ancestors  it  was  said — 


chief  of  whose  ancestors  it  was  §aid — 

''Twist  Wig-ton  and  the  town  o'  Ayr, 

Portpatrii  k  anil  the  cruives  of  Cree, 

Nae  man  need  think  for  to  bide  there, 

Unless  he  court  wi'  Kennedie.' 

The  lands  of  Colzean  appear,  in  the  early  part  of  the  fifteenth 
century,  to  have  been  the  property  of  a  branch  of  the  family 
afterwards  ennobled  under  the  titles  of  Kennedy  and  Cassillis ; 
they  are  distinguished  in  the  fnmilv  history  as  the  old  Ken- 
nedies of  Colzean.  Having  probably  reverted  to  the  main 
line,  these  lands  once  more,  in  ISO!),  became  the  property  of  a 
branch  of  the  family,  in  the  person  of  Sir  Thomas  Kennedy, 

second  son  of  Gilbert.  Karl  of  Cassillis.     The  former  castle  or  • 

.     ....  ^       ,  down  whatever  ton  Id  annoy  the  assailants  of  the  door.       .._ 

messuage  connected  with  the  lands,  was  built  soon  after  by  .  i,  •          u 

...         f.   .,     ,  ..,..•  have  seen  reason  to  surmise,  that  this  mason  work  is  as  old  as 

the  former  mansion  of  Colzean:  it  gives  the  place  all  the  »p. 

habitation,  and  one 


, 

,  .  "         .   .., 
water  mark.     The  roof  is  about  hfty  (eet  high,  and  has  the 

atipearance  as  if  two  l:irge  rock*  had  fallen  together,  forming  A 
gothic  arch,  though  very  irregular;  it  extends  inwards  about 
two  hundred  feet,  and  varies  in  breadth.  It  communicate* 
with  the  other  two,  which  are  both  considerably  less,  but  of 
much  the  same  irregular  form.  '1  owards  the  east  are  the 
other  three  coves,  which  likewise  communicate  v  ith  each 
other.  They  are  nearly  of  the  same  lit-iisM  and  figure  with 
the  others;  but  their  dimensions  have  not  been  ascertained. 
To  the  largest  of  the  three  west  most  coves,  [those  immediately 
under  the  castle]  is  a  door  or  entry,  huilt  of  free  stone.  v>  ith  a 
window  three  feet  above  the  door  of  the  same  kind  of  work; 
above  both  of  these  is  an  apartment,  from  wl.ich  might  be  sent 


this  individual.  An  unfortunate  misunderstanding  between 
this  powerful  and  nble  man,  and  an  equally  potent  cadet  of  his 
house,  the  I.a'rd  of  Bargeny.  led  to  his  being  assassinated  near 
the  town  of  Ayr.  May  12,  Ifi02.  The  extraordinary  machina- 
tions of  the  Mures,  elder  and  younger  of  Auchindrane,  for  the 


t ,^  of  having  been  designed  __    _ 

calculated  to  protect  its  inmates  from  hostile  assault. 

2  The  famous  family  of  that  name,  the  ancestors  of  Robert, 
the  great  deliverer  of  his  country,  were  EurN  of  Carrick.]-  B. 


accomplishment  of  this  base  deed,  have  been  made  the  subject  >  —  •»--- 

of  a  drama  by  Sir  Walter  Scott.     Sir  Archibald  Kennedy  of  |      3  Halloween  is  thought  to  be  a  night  when  witches,  devils. 
Colzean,  great-grandson  of  Sir  Thomas,  is  said  to  have  ac-     and  other  mischief-making  beings,  are  all  abroad  on  their  b»ne-         „ 
quired  some  notoriety  as  a  perieattor, -namely,  as  an  instru-  j  ful  midnight  errands:  particularly  those  aerial  people,  the  J  a  - 

— !-»  »> — i —      —  ~  ~-~  --[id  ,,n  that  night  to  hold  a  grand  anniversary.]—  B 


ent  of  the  government  against  the  non-conformist  Presby-     ries,  are 
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The  lasses  feat,  an'  cleanly'-  neat, 

Mair  braw  than  when  they're  fine; 
Their  faces  bTythe,  fu'  sweetly  kythe, 

Hearts  leal,  an'  warm,  and  kin' : 
The  lads  sae  trig,  wi'  wooer-babs, 

Weel  knotted  on  their  garten, 
Some  unco  blate,  an'  some  wi'  gabs, 

Gar  lasses'  hearts  gang  startin' 

Whiles  fast  at  night. 

Then  first  and  foremost  thro'  the  kail, 

Their  stocks 1  maun  a'  be  sought  ance ; 
They  steek  their  een,  an'  graip,  an'  wale, 

For  nrnckle  anes  an'  straught  anes, 
Poor  hav'rel  Will  fell  aff  the  drift, 

An'  wander'd  thro'  the  bow-kail, 
An'  pou't,  for  want  o'  better  shift, 

A  runt  was  like  a  sow-tail, 

Sae  bow't  that  night. 

Then,  straught  or  crooked,  yird  or  nane, 

They  roar  and  cry  a'  throu'ther; 
The  vera  wee  things,  todlin',  rin 

Wi'  stocks  out-owre  their  shouther; 
An'  gif  the  custoc's  sweet  or  sour, 

Wi'  joctelegs  they  taste  them; 
Syne  coziely,  aboon  the  door, 

Wi'  cannie  care  they  place  them 
To  lie  that  night. 

The  lasses  staw  frae  'mang  them  a* 

To  pou  their  stalks  o'  corn;2 
But  Rab  slips  out,  an'  jinks  about, 

Behint  the  muckle  thorn: 
He  grippet  Nelly  hard  and  fast; 

Loud  skirl'd  a'  the  lasses; 
But  her  tap-pickle  maist  was  lost, 

When  kuittlin'  in  the  fause-house3 
Wi'  him  that  night. 

The  auld  guidwife's  weel  hoordet  nits4 
Are  round  an'  round  divided, 


1  The  first  ceremony  of  Halloween  is.  pulling  each  a  stock, 
or  plant  of  kail.    They  must  go  out,  hand  in  hand,  with  eyes 
shut,  and  pull  the  first  they  meet  with :  its  being  big  or  little, 
straight  or  crooked,  is  prophetic  of  the  size  and  shape  of  the 
grand  object  of  all  their  spells — the  husband  or  wife.   If  any  yird, 
or  earth,  stick  to  the  root,  that  is  tocher,  or  fortune ;  and  the 
taste  of  the  custoo,  that  is   the  heart  of  the  stem,  is  indicative 
of  the  natural  temper  and  disposition.    Lastly,  the  stems,  or, 
to  give  them  their  ordinary  appellation,  the  runts,  are  placed 
somewhere  above  the  head  of  the  door;   and  the  Christian 
names  of  the  people  whom  chance  brings  into  the  house,  are, 
according  to  the  priority  of  placing  the  runts,  the  names  in 
question.]— B. 

2  They  go  to  the  barn-yard  and  pull  each,  at  three  several 
times,  a  stalk  of  oats.     If  the  third  stalk  wants  the  top-pickle, 
that  is,  the  grain  at  the  top  of  the  stalk,  the  party  in  question 
will  come  to  the  marriage-bed  any  thing  hut  a  maid.] — B. 

3  When  the  corn  is  in  a  doubtful  state,  by  being  too  green, 
or  wet,  the  stack-builder,  by  means  of  old  timber,  &c.,  makes 
a  large  apartment  in  his  stack,  with  an  opening  in  the  side 
which  is  fairest  exposed  to  the  wind :  this  he  calls  a  fause- 
house.] — B. 

4  Burning  the  nuts  is  a  famous  charm.    They  name  the  lad 


An'  monie  lads'  and  lasses'  fates, 

Are  there  that  night  decided : 
Some  kindle,  couthie,  side  by  side, 

An' burn  thegither  trimly; 
Some  start  awa  wi'  saucie  pride, 

And  jump  out-owre  the  chimlie 

Fu'  high  that  night. 

Jean  slips  in  twa,  wi'  tentie  e'e ; 

Wha  'twas  she  waclna  tell; 
But  this  is  Jock,  an'  this  is  me, 

She  says  in  to  hersel': 
He  bleez'd  owre  her,  an'  she  owre  him, 

As  they  wad  never  mair  part ; 
Till,  fuff !  he  started  up  the  lum, 

And  Jean  had  e'en  a  sair  heart 

To  see't  that  night. 

Poor  Willie,  wi'  his  bow-kail  runt, 

Was  brunt  wi'  primsie  Mallie ; 
An'  Mary,5  nae  doubt,  took  the  drunt, 

To  be  compar'd  to  Willie : 
Mall's  nit  lap  out  wi'  pridefu'  fling, 

An'  her  ain  fit  it  brunt  it; 
While  Willie  lap,  and  swoor,  by  jing, 

'Twas  just  the  way  he  wanted 

To  be  that  night. 

Nell  had  the  fause-house  in  her  min', 

She  pits  hersel'  an'  Rob  in ; 
In  loving  bleeze  they  sweetly  join, 

Till  white  in  ase  they're  sobbin': 
Nell's  heart  was  dancin'  at  the  view, 

She  whisper'd  Rob  to  leuk  for't : 
Rob,  stowlins,  prie'd  her  bonnie  mou, 

Fu'  cozie  in  the  neuk  for't, 

Unseen  that  night. 

But  Merran  sat  behint  their  backs, 

Her  thoughts  on  Andrew  Bell; 
She  lea'es  them  gashin'  at  their  cracks, 

And  slips  out  by  hersel' : 
She  thro'  the  yard  the  nearest  taks, 

An'  to  the  kiln  she  goes  then, 
An'  darklins  grapit  for  the  bauks, 

And  in  the  blue-clue 6  throws  then, 

Right  fear't  that  night. 
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and  lass  to  each  particular  nut,  as  they  lay  them  in  the  fire,  and 
accordingly  as  they  burn  quietly  together,  or  start  from  beside 
one  another,  the  course  and  issue  of  the  courtship  will  be.] — B. 

6  Currie  altered  Alary  here  to  Mallie  in  his  edition  of  our 
poet's  works,  to  the  great  displeasure  of  one  of  Burns'  editors — 
the  Rev.  Hamilton  Paul — who  has  been  at  the  trouble  of  enter- 
ing into  a  pretty  long  dissertation  to  prove  the  propriety  of  here 
using  the  full  name  Mary,  and  in  other  parts  of  the  verse  its 
diminutives,  Mallie  and  Mall. 

6  Whoever  would,  with  success,  try  this  spell,  must  strictly 
observe  these  directions:  Steal  out,  all  alone,  to  the  Win,  and, 
darkling,  throw  into  the  pot  a  clue  of  blue  yarn ;  wind  it  in  a 
new  clue  off  the  old  one ;  and,  towards  the  latter  end,  some- 
thing will  hold  the  thread ;  demand  wha  hauds  ?  \.  e.  who 
holds?  an  answer  will  be  returned  from  the  kiln-pot,  by  nan:, 
ing  the  Christian  and  surname  of  your  future  spouse.]— B 

/O) 
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An'  aye  she  win't,  an'  nyc  she  swat, 

I  wat  she  made  nae  jaukin'; 
Till  something  held  within  the  pat, 

Guid  L — d!  but  she  was  quakin'! 
But  whether  'twas  the  deil  himsel', 

Or  whether  'twas  a  bauk-en', 
Or  whether  it  was  Andrew  Bell, 

She  did  na  wait  on  talkiif , 

To  spier  that  night. 

Wee  Jenny  to  her  grannie  says, 

"  Will  ye  go  wi'  me,  grannie  ? 
Ill  eat  the  apple  >  at  the  glass, 

I  gat  frae  uncle  Johnie:" 
She  fuff 't  her  pipe  wi'  sic  a  lunt, 

In  wrath  she  was  sae  vap'rin', 
She  notic't  na,  an  aizle  brunt 

Her  braw  new  worset  apron 

Out  thro'  that  night. 

"  Ye  little  skelpie-limmer's  face ! 

How  daur  you  try  sic  sportin', 

As  seek  the  foul  Thief  ony  place, 

For  him  to  spae  your  fortune: 

Nae  doubt  but  ye  may  get  a  sight ! 

Great  cause  ye  ha'e  to  fear  it; 
For  monie  a  ane  has  gotten  a  fright, 
An'  liv'd  an'  died  deleeret 

On  sic  a  night. 

"  Ae  hairst  afore  the  Sherra-moor, 

I  mind't  as  weel's  yestreen, 
I  was  a  gilpey  then,  I'm  sure 

I  was  na  past  fyfteen : 
The  simmer  had  been  cauld  an'  wat, 

An'  stuff  was  unco  green ; 
An'  aye  a  rantin'  kirn  we  gat, 
An'  just  on  Halloween 

It  feU  that  night. 

"  Our  stibble-rig  was  Rab  M'Gracn, 

A  clever,  sturdy  fallow; 
His  sin  gat  Eppie  Sim  wi'  wean, 

That  liv'd  in  Achmacalla: 
He  gat  hemp-seed,2  I  mind  it  wcel, 

An'  he  made  unco  light  o't ; 
But  monie  a  day  was  by  himsel', 
He  was  sae  fairly  frighted 

That  vera  night." 


Then  up  gat  fechtin'  Jamie  Fleck, 

An'  he  swoor  by  his  conscience, 
That  he  could  saw  hemp-seed  a  peck ; 

For  it  was  a'  but  nonsense. 
The  auld  guidman  raught  down  the  pock, 

An'  out  a  handfu'  gied  him; 
Syne  bad  him  slip  fra  'mang  the  folk 

Sometime  when  nae  ane  see'd  him, 
An'  try't  that  night. 

He  marches  thro'  aiuang  the  stacks, 

Tho'  he  was  something  sturtin'; 
The  graip  he  for  a  harrow  taks, 

An'  haurls  at  his  curpin': 
An'  ev'ry  now  an'  then,  he  says, 

"Hemp-seed,  I  saw  thee, 
An'  her  that  is  to  be  my  lass, 

Come  after  me,  and  draw  thee, 

As  fast  tliis  night." 

He  whistl'd  up  Lord  Lennox'  march, 

To  keep  his  courage  cheerie; 
Although  his  hair  began  to  arch, 

He  was  sae  fley'd  an'  eerie: 
Till  presently  he  hears  a  squeak, 

An'  then  a  grane  an'  gruntle; 
He  by  his  shouther  ga'e  a  keek, 

An'  tumbl'd  wi'  a  wintle 

Out-owre  that  night. 

He  roar'd  a  horrid  murder  shout, 

In  dreadfu'  desperation! 
An'  young  an'  auld  came  rinnin'  out, 

To  hear  the  sad  narration : 
He  swoor  'twas  hilchin  Jean  M'Craw, 

Or  crouchie  Merran  Humphie, 
Till,  stop!  she  trotted  thro'  them  a'; — 

And  wha  was  it  but  grumphie 

Asteer  that  night! 

Meg  fain  wad  to  the  barn  ha'e  gaen 

To  win  three  wechts  o'  naething;3 
But  for  to  meet  the  deil  her  lane, 

She  pat  but  little  faith  in: 
She  gi'es  the  herd  a  pickle  nits, 

An'  twa  red-cheekit  apples, 
To  watch,  while  for  the  barn  she  sets, 

In  hopes  to  see  Tarn  Kipples 

That  vem  night. 


iro  alone  to  a  looking  glass;  eat  »n     and  shaw  thee,'  that  is,  show  thyself:  in  which  case  It  simply 
traditions  say,  you  should  comb  your     appears.    Others  omit  the  harrowing,  and  say,  -Come  aftei 


1  Take  a  candle,  and  g< 
apple  before  it,  and  some  traditi 
hair  all  the  time ;  the  face  of  your  conjugal  companion  to  be,     and  harrow  thcc.  ]-B. 


will  be  seen  in  the  glass,  as  if  peeping  over  your  shoulder.]— B. 
2  Steal  out  unperceived,  and  sow  a  handful  of  hemp-seed; 


harrowing  it  with  any  thing  you  can  conveniently  draw  after 


3  This  charm  must  likewise  be  performed  unpprccived,  an.\ 
alone.     You  go  to  the  barn,  nnd  open  both  doors,  taking  them 


off  the  hinges,  if  possible ;  for  there  is  danger  that  the  being. 


d   I  saw  thee,  hemp-  i  about  to  appear,  may  shut  the  doors,  and  do  you  some  mischief. 
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She  turns  the  key  wi'  cannie  thraw, 

An'  owre  the  threshold  ventures; 
But  first  on  Sawnie  gi'es  a  ca', 

Syne  bauldly  in  she  enters : 
A  ratton  rattled  up  the  wa', 

An'  she  cried,  L — d,  preserve  her! 
An'  ran  thro'  midden-hole  an'  a', 

An'  pray'd  wi'  zeal  an'  fervour, 

Fu'  fast  that  night. 

They  hoy't  out  Will,  wi'  sair  advice : 

They  hecht  him  some  fine  braw  ane ; 
It  chanc'd  the  stack  he  faddom'd  tlirice, ! 

Was  timmer-propt  for  thrawin' : 
He  taks  a  swirlie,  auld  moss-oak, 

For  some  black,  grousome  carlin; 
An'  loot  a  winze,  an'  drew  a  stroke, 

Till  skin  in  blypes  came  haurliu' 

Aff  's  nieves  that  niglit. 

A  wanton  widow  Leezie  was, 

As  canty  as  a  kittlen ; 
But,  och !  that  night,  amang  the  shaws, 

She  got  a  fearfu'  settlin' ! 
She  thro'  the  whins,  an'  by  the  cairn, 

An'  owre  the  hill  gaed  scrievin', 
Whare  three  lairds'  lands  met  at  a  burn, 2 

To  dip  her  left  sark-sleeve  in, 

Was  bent  that  night. 

Whyles  owre  a  linn  the  burnie  plays, 

As  thro'  the  glen  it  wimpl't; 
Whyles  round  a  rocky  scaur  it  strays ; 

Whyles  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't; 
Whyles  glitter'd  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi'  bickering,  dancing  dazzle; 
Whyles  cookit  underneath  the  braes, 

Below  the  spreading  hazel, 

Unseen  that  night.3 

Amang  the  brachens,  on  the  brae, 

Between  her  and  the  moon, 
The  deil,  or  else  an  outler  quey, 

Gat  up  an'  gae  a  croon: 


the  barn,  in  at  the  windy  door,  and  out  at  theother.having  both 
the  figure  in  question,  and  the  appearance  or  retinue,  marking1 
the  employment  or  station  in  life.]  — B. 

1  Take  an  opportunity  of  going,  unnoticed,  to  a  Bear  stack, 
and  fathom  it  three  times  round.     The  last  fathom  of  the  last 
time,  you  will  catch  in  your  arms  the  appearance  of  your  future 
conjugal  yoke-fellow.]— B. 

2  You  go  out,  one  or  more,  for  this  is  a  soci.il  spell,  to  a  south 
running  spring  or  rivulet,  where  'three  lairds'lands  meet,'and 
dip  your  left  shirt  sleeve.    Go  to  bed  in  sight  of  a  fire,  and  hang 
your  wet  sleeve  before  it  to  dry.     Lie  awake;  and  sometime 
near  midnight,  an  apparition,  having  the  exact  figure  of  the 
grand  object  in  question,  will  come  and  turn  the  sleeve,  as  if  to 
dry  the  other  side  of  it.]— B. 

3  'Those  who  understand  the  Scottish  dialect  will  allow  this 
to  be  one  of  the  finest  instances  of  description  which  the  records 
of  poetry  afford.    Though  of  a  very  different  nature,  it  may  be 
compared,  in  point  of  excellence,  with  Thomson's  description 


Poor  Leczie's  heart  inaist  lap  the  hool; 

Near  lav'rock -height  she  jumpit, 
But  mist  a  fit,  an'  in  the  pool 

Out-owre  the  lugs  she  plumpit, 

Wi'  a  plunge  that  niglit. 

In  order,  on  the  clean  hearth-stane, 

The  luggies  three4  are  ranged, 
And  ev'ry  time  great  care  is  ta'eu, 

To  see  them  duly  changed : 
Auld  uncle  John,  wha  wedlock's  joys 

Sin'  Mar's  year  did  desire, 
Because  he  gat  the  toom-dish  thrice, 

He  heav'd  them  on  the  fire 

In  wrath  that  night. 

Wi'  merry  sangs,  an'  friendly  cracks, 

I  wat  they  didna  weary 
An'  unco  tales,  an'  funnie  jokes, 

Their  sports  were  cheap  an'  cheery ; 
Till  butter'd  so'ns, 5  wi'  fragrant  lunt, 

Set  a'  their  gabs  a'  steerin' ; 
Syne,  wi'  a  social  glass  o'  strunt, 

They  parted  afF  careerin' 

*  Fu'  blythe  that  night.6 


Man  teas  matte  to 


WHEN  chill  November's  surly  blast 
Made  fields  and  forests  bare, 

One  ev'ning,  as  I  wander'd  forth 
Along  the  banks  of  Ayr, 


of  a  river  swollen  by  the  rains  of  winter  bursting  through  tl:e 
straits  that  confine  its  torrent.'    CCRIUE. 

4  Take  three  dishes;  put  clean  water  in  one,  foul  water  in 
another,  leave  the  third  empty;  blindfold  a  person,  and  lead 
him  to  the  hearth  where  the  dishes  are  ranged ;  he  (or  she) 
dips  the  left  hand  :  if  by  chance  in  the  clean  water,  the  future 
husband  or  wife  will  come  to  the  bar  of  matrimony  a  maid ;  if 
in  the  foul,  a  widow ;  if  in  the  empty  dish,  it  foretells,  with 
equal  certainty,  no  marriage  at  all.    It  is  repeated  three  times, 
and  every  time  the  arrangement  of  the  dishes  is  altered.]  -  B. 

5  Sowens,  with  butter  instead  of  milk  to  them,  is  always  the 
Hulloween  supper.]  -B. 

6  'A  thousand  prejudices  of  popish,  and  perhaps  too  of  ruder 
pa^an  superstition  have,   from  time  immemorial,  been  con- 
nected in  the  minds  of  the  Scottish  peasantry  with  the  annual 
recurrence  of  the  Kve  of  the  Festival  of  all  the  Saints,  or  Hal- 
loween.    These  were  all  intimat'  ly  known  to  Burns,  and 
made  a  powerful  impression  on  his  imagination  and  feelings. 
He  chose  them  for  the  subject  of  a  poem,  and  produced  a  piece 
which  is  the  delight  of  those  who  are  best  acquainted  with  its 
subject;  and  which  will  not  fail  to  preserve  the  memory  of 
the  prejudices  and  usages  which  it  describes,  when  they  shall, 
perhaps,  have  ceased  to  give  one  merry  evening  in  the  year  to 
the  cottage  fireside.*—  ROBERT  HERON. 

7  There  is  an  old  poem,  called  Tlie  Life  and  Age  of  Man,  of 
which  Burns,  in  a  letter  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  Bay.s,  '  I  had  an  old 
prand-uncle  with  whom  my  mother  lived  while  in  her  girlish 
years :   the  good  old  man.  for  such  he  was,  was  long  Mind 
before  he  died,  during  which  time  his  highest  enjoyment  was 
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I  spied  a  man,  whose  aged  step 
Seem 'd  weary,  worn  with  care; 

His  face  was  furrow'd  o'er  with  years, 
And  hoary  was  his  hair. 

"Young  stranger,  whither  wand'rest  thou?' 

Began  the  reverend  sage; 
"  Does  thirst  of  wealth  thy  step  constrain, 

Or  youthful  pleasure's  rage ; 
Or  haply,  press'd  with  cares  and  woes, 

Too  soon  thou  hast  began 
To  wander  forth,  with  me,  to  mourn 
The  miseries  of  man ! 

"  The  sun  that  overhangs  yon  moors, 

Out-spreading  far  and  wide, 
Where  hundreds  labour  to  support 

A  haughty  lordling's  pride : 
I've  seen  yon  weary  winter-sun 

Twice  forty  times  return ; 
And  ev'ry  time  has  added  proofs, 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 


to  sit  down  and  cry,  while  my  mother  would  sing  the  simple 
old  song  of  the  Life  and  Age  of  Man.'  This  poem  was  evi- 
dently running-  in  Burns'  recollection  when  he  wrote  Man  wat 
made  to  Mourn.  It  opens  thus : 

Upon  the  sixteen  bunder  year 

Of  God  and  fifty-three, 
Frae  Christ  was  born,  that  bought  us  dear, 

As  writings  testilie; 
On  January  thf  sixteenth  day, 

As  I  did  ly  alone, 
With  many  a  sigh  and  sob  did  say, 

Ah  !  Man  if  made  to  Moan. 

Connected  with  the  composition  of  Man  tea*  made  to  Mourn, 
the  following  anecdote  is  given  in  the  Land  of  Burns. — 'In  a 
little  holm  near  Barskimming  bridge  lived  an  old  man  of  the 
name  of  Kemp,  and  his  daughter,  Kate.  She  was  oiu*  of  the 
leading  belles  of  the  district,  and  as  such  had  attracted  a  share 
of  the  attentions  of  .Robert  Burns.  One  evening  the  poet  had 
rome  from  Mnuchline  to  see  Kate;  but,  on  arriving  at  the 
house,  he  found  the  old  111:111  at  the  door  in  a  peevish  mood,  and 
was  informed  by  him  that  the  cow  was  lost,  and  that  Kate  had 
gone  in  quest  of  her.  but  she  had  been  so  long  away  he  was 
afraid  she  was  lost  too.  The  poet,  leaving  the  old  man,  crossed 
the  bridge,  and  at  *he  farther  end,  be  met  the  miller  of  Bar- 
ekimming  mill,  James  Andrew,  then  a  young  man  about  his 
own  age,  whom  he  accosted  thus:  "\Vecl,  miller,  what  are 
you  doing  here?"  "  Na,  Hobin,"  said  the  miller.  "  I  s'onld  put 
that  question  to  ymi,  for  1  am  at  hame,  and  ye're  no."  "  Why." 
said  Robin,  •  1  cam'  dmiii  to  see  Kate  Kemp."  "I  was  just 
gaun  the  same  gate,"  s»id  the  miller.  "Then  ye  need  gang 
nae  farther,"  said  Burns,  "for  baith  her  and  the  cow's  lost,  and 
the  auld  man  is  perfectly  wild  at  the  want  o'  them.  But  come, 
we'll  tak'  a  turn  or  two  in  the  holm  till  we  see  if  she  cast  up." 
They  accordingly  went  into  the  holm,  and  during  the  first  two 
rounds  they  made,  the  poet  chatted  freely,  but  subsequently 
got  more  and  more  taciturn,  and  during  the  hist  two  rounds 
spoke  not  n  word  On  reaching  the  style  thnt  led  from  the 
I'lace.  he  abruptly  bade  the  miller  good  night,  and  walked 
rapidly  towards  Mauchline.  Next  time  the  miller  and  he  met, 
he  said,  "  Miller,  I  owe  you  an  apology  for  my  silence  during 
our  last  walk  together,  and  for  leaving  you  so  abruptly." 
"  Oh,"  said  he,  "  Robin,  there  is  no  occasion,  for  I  suppo?ed 
some  subject  had  occurred  to  you,  and  that  you  were  thinking 
and  perhaps  composing  something  on  it."  "  You  were  quite 
right,  miller,"  said  Burns,  "and  I  will  now  read  you  what  was 
chiefly  the  work  of  that  evening."  The  composition  he  read 
was  Man  was  mad*  to  Mourn.' 


"  O  man !  while  in  thy  early  year?, 

How  prodigal  of  time ! 
Mispending  all  thy  precious  hours, 

Thy  glorious  youthful  prune ! 
Alternate  follies  take  the  sw;  y; 

Licentious  passions  burn ; 
Which  tenfold  force  gives  nature's  law, 

That  mail  was  made  to  mourn. 

"  Look  not  alone  on  youthful  prime, 

Or  manhood's  active  might; 
Man  then  is  useful  to  his  kind, 

Supported  is  his  right: 
But  seo  him  on  the  edge  of  life, 

With  cares  and  sorrows  worn, 
Then  ago  and  want,  Oil !  ill-match 'd  pair, 

Show  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

"  A  few  seem  favourites  of  fate, 

lu  pleasure's  lap  caress 'd; 
Yet,  think  not  all  the  rich  and  great 

Are  likewise  truly  blest. 
But,  Oh!  what  crowds  in  ev'ry  land, 

Are  wretched  and  forlorn ; 
Thro'  weary  life  this  lesson  learn, 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

"Many  and  sharp  the  num'rous  ills 

Inwoven  with  our  frame ! 
More  pointed  still  we  make  ourselves, 

Regret,  remorse,  and  shame! 
And  man,  whose  heaven -erected  face 

The  smiles  of  love  adorn, 
Man's  inhumanity  to  man 

Makes  countless  thousands  mourn ! 

"  See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabour'd  wight, 

So  abject,  mean,  and  vile, 
Who  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  liim  leave  to  toil; 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow-worm  * 

The  poor  petition  spurn, 
Unmindful,  tho'  a  weeping  wife 

And  helpless  offspring  mourn. 

"If  I'm  design 'd  yon  lordling's  slave,— 

By  nature's  law  designed, 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E'er  planted  in  my  mind  ? 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty  or  scorn  ? 
Or  why  has  man  the  will  and  power 

To  make  his  fellow  mourn  ? 


I  '  Several  of  the  poems  were  produced  for  the  purpose  i.f 
bringing  forward  some  favourite  sentiment  of  the  author.  II  • 
used  to  remark  to  me,  that  he  could  not  conceive  a  more  mor- 
tifying picture  of  human  life  than  a  man  seeking  work.  In 
casting  about  in  his  mind  how  the  sentiment  might  be  brou •_•!.• 
forward,  the  elegy,  Man  wat  maile  to  Mourn,  was  composed.' — 
GILBERT  EUR>S. 
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"  Yet,  let  not  this  too  much,  my  son, 

Disturb  thy  youthful  breast : 
This  partial  view  of  human -kind 

Is  surely  not  the  last !         •  - 
The  poor,  oppressed,  honest  man, 

Had  never,  sure,  been  born, 
Had  there  not  been  some  recompense 

To  comfort  those  that  mourn ! 

"  O  death !  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend, 

The  kindest  and  the  best ! 
Welcome  the  hour  my  aged  limbs 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 
The  great,  the  wealthy,  fear  thy  blow, 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  torn ; 
But,  oh !  a  bless'd  relief  to  those 

That  weary-laden  mourn!"1 


Cfje  Entontorg. 

IN  ANSWER  TO  A  MANDATE  BY  THE  SURVEYOR  OF  TAXES. 

Sm,  as  your  mandate  did  request, 
1  send  you  here  a  faithfu'  list, 
O'  gudes  an'  gear,  an'  a'  my  graith, 
To  which  I'm  clear  to  gi'e  my  aith. 

Imprimis,  then,  for  carriage  cattle, 
I  ha'e  four  brutes  o'  gallant  mettle, 
As  ever  drew  afore  a  pettle. 
My  Lan'-af ore's2  a  gude  auld  has-been, 
An'  wight  an'  wilf u'  a'  his  days  been ; 
My  Lan'-ahin's3  a  weel  gaun  fillie, 
That  aft  has  borne  me  safe  frae  Killie,4 
An'  your  auld  burro'  mony  a  time, 
In  days  when  riding  was  nae  crime: — 
But  ance,  when  in  my  wooing  pride, 
1,  like  a  blockhead,  boost  to  ride, 
The  wilfu'  creature  sae  I  pat  to, 
(L — d,  pardon  a'  my  sins,  and  that  too !) 
I  play'd  my  fillie  sic  a  shavie, 
She's  a'  bedevil'd  with  the  spavie. 
My  Fur-ahin's5  a  wordy  beast, 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  trac'd. 
The  fourth's  a  Highland  Donald  hastie, 
A  d-mn'd  red-wud,  Kilburnie  blastie! 


1  '  In  "  Man  was  made  to  Mourn,"  whatever  might  be  the 
casual  idea  that  set  the  Poet  to  work,  it  is  but  too  evident 
that  ho  wrote  from  the  habitual  feelings  of  his  own  bosom. 
The  indignation  with  which  he  through  life  contemplated  the 
inequality  of  human  condition,  and  particularly — and  who  shall 
say  with  absolute  injustice  ?  -  the  contrast  between  his  own 
worldly  circumstances  and  intellectual  rank,  was  never  more 
bitterly  nor  more  loftily  expressed  than  in  some  of  these 
stanzas.'— J.  G.  LOCKHART. 

2  The  fore-horse  on  the  left  hand  in  the  plough. 

3  The  hindmost  on  the  left  hand. 

4  Kilmarnock. 

G)       5  The  hindmost  horse  on  the  right  hand. 
O 


Forbyc  a  Cowt,  of  Cowts  the  wale, 

As  ever  ran  afore  a  tail; 

If  he  be  spar'd  to  be  a  beast, 

He'll  draw  me  fifteen  pun'  at  least. — 

Wheel  carriages  I  ha'e  but  few, 

Three  carts,  an'  twa  are  feckly  new; 

Ae  auld  wheel-barrow,  mair  for  token, 

Ae  leg  an'  baith  the  trams  are  broken ; 

I  made  a  poker  o'  the  spin'le, 

An'  my  auld  mither  brunt  the  trin'le. — 

For  men,  I've  three  mischievous  boys, 

Run-de'ils  for  rantin'  an'  for  noise ; 

A  gaudsman  ane,  a  thrasher  t'other, 

Wee  Davoc  hauds  the  nowt  in  fother. 

I  rule  them,  as  I  ought,  discreetly, 

And  aften  labour  them  completely: 

An'  aye  on  Sundays  duly,  nightly 

I  on  the  questions  targe  them  tightly ; 

Till,  faith,  wee  Davoc's  turn'd  sae  gleg, 

Tho'  scarcely  langer  than  your  leg, 

He'll  screed  you  aff  Effectual  Calling,  <* 

As  fast  as  ony  in  the  d  walling. — 

I've  nane  in  female  servan'  station,7 

(L — d,  keep  me  aye  frae  a'  temptation!) 

I  ha'e  nae  wife,  and  that  my  bliss  is, 

An'  ye  ha'e  laid  nae  tax  on  misses; 

An'  then,  if  kirk  folks  dinna  clutch  me, 

I  ken  the  devils  dare  na  touch  me. 

Wi'  weans  I'm  mair  than  weel  contented, 

Heav'n  sent  me  ane  mair  than  I  wanted, 

My  sonsie,  smirking,  dear-bought  Bess,8 

She  stares  the  daddy  in  her  face, 

Enough  of  ought  ye  like  but  grace ; 

But  her,  my  bonnie  sweet  wee  lady, 

I've  paid  enough  for  her  already, 

An'  gin  ye  tax  her  or  her  mither, 

B'  the  L — d!  ye'se  get  them  a'  thegither! 

And  now,  remember,  Mr  Aiken,9 
Nae  kind  of  license  out  I'm  takin' ; 
Frae  this  time  forth,  I  do  declare, 
I'se  ne'er  ride  horse  nor  hizzie  mair ; 
Thro'  dirt  and  dub  for  life  I'll  paidle, 
Ere  I  sae  dear  pay  for  a  saddle; 
My  travel  a'  on  foot  I'll  shank  it, 
I've  sturdy  bearers,  Gude  be  thankit. 
The  kirk  an'  you  may  tak'  you  that, 
It  puts  but  little  in  your  pat; 
Sae  dinna  put  me  in  your  buke, 
Nor  for  my  ten  white  shillings  luke. 


6  A  prominent  question  in  the  Shorter  Catechism  used  in 
Scotland. 

7  Among  other  taxes  introduced  by  Pitt  in  1785,  was  one  on 
female  servants. 

8  An  illegitimate  child  of  the  Poet's,  by  a  servant  girl  of  his 
mother's,  Elizabeth  Paton.    The  child  grew  up  extremely  like 
her  father,  and  became  the  wife  of  John  Bishop,  overseer  at 
Polkemmet,  Linlithgowshire,  where  she  died  in  1817. 

9  Mr  Aiken,  to  whom  the  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  is  in- 
scribed, was  surveyor  of  taxes  for  tho  district,  and  this  Inven, 
tory  was  sent  to  him  in  answer  to  his  Schedule. 
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This  list  wi*  my  ain  hand  I  wrote  it, 
Day  an'  date  as  under  notit; 
Then  know  all  ye  whom  it  concerns, 
Subscripsi  huic  ROBEKT  BURNS.  ' 

MOSSGIBL,  Feb.  22,  1786. 


ON  THE  PUBLICATION  OP  HIS  ESSAYS. 

O  GOUDIE!  terror  o'  the  Whigs,2 
Dread  o'  black  coats  and  rev'rend  wigs, 
Soor  Bigotry,  on  her  last  legs, 

Girnin'  looks  back, 
Wishin'  the  ten  Egyptian  plagues 

Wad  seize  you  quick.3 


1  Dr  Currie  dealt  out  alterations  on  this  piece,  with  a  liberal 
hand.     Scarcely  a  line,  which  he  retained,   escaped  without 
change.    No  less  than  fourteen  linns  were  altogether  omitted. 
These  are  now  restored  from  the  version  given  in  Morrison's 
edition,  printed  from  the  original  MS.     Two  of  those  now 
restored  have,  inadvertently  we  presume,  been  omitted  by 
Allan  Cunningham. 

2  This  has  no  allusion  to  the  political  party  called  Whigs,  but 
to  the  orthodox  or  Old  Light  portion  of  the  Presbyterian  kirk. 

3  JOHN  GOLDIE  or  GODDIE  was  the  most  talented  and  re- 
markable man  of  all  Burns's  local  contemporaries  to  whom  he 
addressed  poetical  epistles  ;  and  yet  the  Epistle  here  given  is 
one  of  his  poorest,  being  evidently  a  mere  fragment  never  in- 
tended for  publication.     It  first  appeared  in  the  Glasgow  edi- 
tion of  1801.    In  addition  to  his  other  claims  to  remembrance, 
Goudie  was  the  very  first  efficient  patron  of  Burns,  having 
been  instrumental  in  obtaining  security  for  the  printing  of  the 
Kilmarnock  edition,  without  which  the  work  could  not  have 
gone  on.    This  may  justify  us  in  giving  a  somewhat  extended 
notice  of  him,  particularly  as  he  has  been  wholly  overlooked  in 
all  other  editions  of  the  poet    We  quote,  in  this  case  with  little 
abbreviation,  from  a  work  already  referred  to,  entitled,  '  The 
Contemporaries  of  Burns.'  — 

'Goldie  was  born  in  1717,  at  Craigmill,  situated  on  the  Water 
of  Cessnock,  in  the  parish  of  Galstou,  where  his  forefathers,  who 
followed  the  occupation  of  millers,  had  occupied  the  premises 
nearly  four  hundred  years.  His  education  was  exceedingly 
limited.  Never  having  been  at  any  school,  the  elements  of 
education  were  taught  him  by  his  mother,  and  he  acquired  the 
art  of  writing  himself;  but  he  early  displayed  an  uncommon 
taste  for  mechanics.  Before  he  attained  his  fifteenth  year,  he 
had  completed  a  miniature  mill  with  the  humblest  implements; 
and  so  perfect  was  the  machine,  that,  on  being  set  to  work,  it 
was  capable  of  grinding  a  boll  of  pease  in  the  day.  This  effort 


Poor  gapin',  glowrin'  Superstition, 
Waes  mo !  she's  in  a  sad  condition ; 
Fie,  bring  Black  Jock,  her  state  physician, 

To  see  her  water; 
Alas!  there's  ground  o'  great  suspicion 

She'll  ne'er  get  better. 


instruction  in  the  business.  He  was  successful,  however,  be- 
yond his  most  sanguine  expectations,  and  greatly  excelled  in 
the  ingenuity  of  his  productions.  On  one  occasion,  he  manu- 
factured a  beautiful  mahogany  clock-case,  on  which  \vi-n- 
carved  by  his  own  hand,  with  the  most  scrupulous  correctness, 
the  whole  five  orders  of  architecture.  It  was  too  costly  for  the 
locality  of  Kilmarnock ;  and  he  failed  in  finding  a  customer  for 
it,  until  the  fame  of  the  article  reached  the  ears  of  the  then 
Duke  of  Hamilton,  who  purchased  it  for  thirty  pounds,  and 
placed  it  in  Hamilton  palace,  where  it  still  remains. 

'Having  realized  a  sufficient  capital,  and  finding,  probably 
from  a  change  in  his  mental  pursuits — for  the  mind  of  Mr  Goldie 
was  ever  active — that  the  business  of  a  cabinet-maker  was 
rather  laborious,  he  purchased  a  property  at  the  Cross,  in  the 
lower  premises  of  which  he  opened  an  extensive  wine  and 
spirit  establishment,  and  for  many  years  carried  on  a  thriving 
and  profitable  trade. 

'  It  was  said  of  Lord  Newton  that  cards  were  his  study  an  I 
the  law  his  amusement.  So  it  may  be  averred  of  Goldie — 
books  and  the  sciences  engaging  a  much  greater  share  of  his 
attention  than  business.  He  read  with  avidity,  and  he  was 
daily  instructing  himself  in  some  of  those  abstruse  branches  of 
knowledge  which  are  usually  to  be  attained  only  by  long  aca- 
demical instruction.  In  this  way  he  became  master  of  Euclid, 
and  made  considerable  progress  in  astronomy.  In  the  course 
of  his  mathematical  studies,  he  hit  on  a  process  of  mental  cal- 
culation, by  which  ho  could  solve  the  most  difficult  arithmetical 
problem  with  the  greatest  facility,  and  in  an  amazingly  short 
space  of  time.  A  gentleman  of  his  acquaintance,  when  in 
Edinburgh  on  one  occasion,  entered  into  a  wager  with  a  cele- 
brated arithmetician  of  the  metropolis  for  a  rump  and  dozen, 
that  he  would  produce  a  person  in  the  west  of  Scotland  who 
could  surpass  him  in  calculation.  To  gratify  his  friend,  Goldie 
proceeded  to  Edinburgh ;  and  the  question  having  been  given, 
the  arithmetician  set  eagerly  to  work  with  slate  and  pencil, 
while  Goldie,  merely  leaning  his  head  for  a  few  moments  on  his 
staff,  gave  a  correct  answer  ere  his  opponent  had  well  begun. 

'  Goldie  had  been  brought  up  in  sound  Calvinistic  principles, 
his  parents  being  strict  Antiburghers ;  and  he  used  to  tell,  in 
after  life,  with  what  devotion  he  used  to  travel  from  Craigmill 
to  Kilmaurs  every  Sabbath,  to  hear  the  gospel  expounded  by 
the  then  minister,  the  Rev.  Mr  Smeaton.  In  the  course  of  his 
reading,  however,  a  decided  change  took  place  in  his  religious 
opinions  ;  and  much  acrimony  having  arisen  on  the  subject  of 
Arminianism,  in  1764,  when  the  Rev.  Mr  Lindsay,  who  was 
supposed  to  have  a  leaning  that  way,  was  forcibly  intruded 
into  the  Lai  ah  Kirk  of  Kilmarnock.  and  afterwards  by  the 
disputes  between  the  New  and  Old  Light  parties,  the  active 
temperament  of  Goldie  at  once  led  him  into  the  midst  of  the 
controversy.  But  he  went  much  farther  than  Arminianism, 
and  may  be  said  to  have  only  stopped  short  at  Deism.  He 
believed  firmly  in  the  existence  of  a  God,  but  repudiated  almost 
every  other  fundamental  tenet  of  orthodox  belief.  The  first 
of  his  series  of  publications,  popularly  termed  "  Goudie's  Bible," 


of  his  boyish  ingenuity  gained  him  much  credit  in  the  neigh-  '  and  which  is  now  extremely  scarce,  appeared  about  1780,  in 
bourhood.    Amongst  other  visiters,  the  father  of  the  present  !  three  octavo  volumes,  printed  at  Glasgow.     It  was  entitled. 


Mr  Wallace  of  Kelly,  who  lived  at  Cessnock  House,  brought 
the  then  Earl  of  Marchmont  to  Craigmill  to  gratify  his  curio- 
sity by  a  sight  of  Goldie's  handicraft.  So  well  pleased  was  the 
Earl,  that  he  gave  the  youth  five  shillings  (a  great  sum  in  those 
days)  to  purchase  an  iron  spindle  for  the  wheel,  in  place  of  the 
wooden  one  upon  which  it  revolved. 

'  As  illustrative  of  his  predilection  for  architecture,  it  is  told 
that  he  once  travelled  all  the  way  to  Glasgow  on  foot  to  pur- 
chase a  small  book  on  the  subject,  which  cost  him  two  shillings  ; 
and  returning  the  same  evening,  a  distance  altogether  of  nearly 
forty  miles,  he  never  closed  his  eyes  in  sleep  until  he  had  made 
himself  fully  master  of  its  contents.  After  spending  several  years 
nt  Craigmill,  he  became  tired  of  a  country  life  ;  his  taste  and 
abilities  alike  urging  him  to  a  more  active  sphere  of  occupation. 
Having  attained  considerable  expcrtness  in  the  use  of  edged 
tools,  he  determined  on  commencing  business  in  Kilmarnock  as 


a  cabinet-maker,  although  he  had  never  received  the  slightest 


'Essays  on  various  Important  Subjects,  Moral  and  Divine; 
being  an  Attempt  to  distinguish  True  from  False  Religion." 
The  Essays,  as  a  literary  production,  display  considerable 
reasoning  powers,  but  are  prolix  and  inelegant,  such  as  might 
be  expected  from  the  pen  of  one  who  had  not  been  schooled  in 
the  art  of  composition.  A  second  edition  appeared  in  1785, 
with  a  London  imprint,  but  emanating,  we  rather  think,  from 
the  local  press  of  John  Wilson.  This  edition  was  entitled, 
"  Essays  on  various  Subjects,  Moral  and  Divine,  in  one  volume, 
by  John  Coldie;  to  which  is  added,  the  Gospel  Recovered  from 
a  Captive  State,  in  five  volumes.  By  a  Gentle  Christian." 

'The  name  of  Goldie  became  notorious  in  consequence  of 
his  writings ;  and  it  would  have  been  indeed  surprising  had 
the  author  of  the  much-reprobated  Essays  escaped  the  atten- 
tion of  Burns,  who  was  then,  it  may  be  said,  only  beginning 
to  form  his  estimate  of  society  and  its  institutions.  Goldio 


was   exceedingly    accessible;    and   the    Poet  had  seen  him 


(1 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


Auld  Orthodoxy  lang  did  grapple, 
But  now  she's  got  an  unco  ripple, 
Haste,  gi'e  her  name  up  i'  the  chapel, 

Nigh  unto  death; 
See  how  she  fetches  at  the  thrapple, 

An'  gasps  for  breath. 


more  than  once  at  his  house  in  Kilmarnock.  One  day,  the 
author  of  the  Essays  had  occasion  to  be  hi  the  neighbourhood 
of  Mossgiel:  he  called  in  passing;  and  in  the  course  of  his 
stay,  Burns  and  he  sallied  out  to  the  Melds,  sitting  down  behind 
a  stock  of  corn— for  it  was  the  reaping  season — the  Poet  read 
over  one  or  two  of  his  manuscript  poems.  Goldie  was  highly 
delighted  with  the  pieces,  expressing  his  astonishment  that  he 
did  not  think  of  printing  them.  Burns  at  once  unbosomed  his 
circumstances — he  was  on  the  eve  of  setting  out  for  the  West 
Indies,  and  Wilson  (of  Kilmarnock)  would  not  run  the  hazard 
of  publication.  "Weel,  Robin,"  said  Goldie,  "I'll  tell  you 
what  to  do.  Come  your  wa's  down  to  Killie  some  day  next 
week,  and  tak'  pat-luck  wi'  me.  I  ha'e  twa  or  three  guid 
frien's  that'll  be  able  to  set  the  press  a-going."  Burns  was  of 
course  true  to  his  appointment :  and  after  dinner  they  were 
joined  in  a  bowl  or  two  of  toddy  by  the  friends  whom  his 
entertainer  had  purposely  invited.  Amongst  these  were  the 
Town-clerk,  Mr  Paterson  of  Braehead;  Dr  Hamilton,  Kil- 
marnock Place;  Major  Parker  of  Assloss,  then  banker  in 
Kilmarnock;  Dr  William  Moore;  Mr  Robert  Muir,  wine- 
merchant,  &c.  In  the  course  of  the  evening,  Burns  read 
several  of  his  pieces;  and  so  delighted  were  the  company,  that 
they  at  once  became  security  to  Wilson  for  the  printing  of  his 
work.  Thus  was  Goldie  the  immediate  means  of  bringing  the 
Bard  into  notice.  During  the  printing  of  his  volume,  Burns 
was  almost  a  daily  visiter  at  Goldie's  house,  where  he  cor- 
rected the  most  of  the  proof-sheets,  and  wrote  not  a  fe\v  of  his 
letters.  At  this  period  the  Poet  was  rather  abstemious  in  his 
habits,  and  his  dress  was  composed  of  "  hodden  gray,"  then  the 
universal  garb  of  the  agricultural  population.  Lieutenant 
Goldie,  R.  N.,  (son  of  our  author)  was  a  mere  youth  at  the 
time;  but  he  perfectly  recollects  the  person  and  demeanour  of 
Burns.  When  the  Bard  returned  from  Edinburgh,  however, 
he  had  undergone  a  vast  improvement.  The  hodden  grays 
were  dotted  for  a  fine  light-gray  single-breasted  coat,  striped 
vest,  breeches,  and  topped  boots.  Much  has  been  said  of  the 
easy  self-possession  displayed  by  Burns  in  his  intercourse  with 
society  to  which  he  had  never  been  accustomed.  His  bio- 
graphers have  probably  drawn  an  exaggerated  picture  in'  this 
respect.  Lieutenant  Goldie  is  induced  to  think,  that  his  man- 
ner in  the  company  of  those  whom  he-might  consider  his  supe- 
riors in  station,  was  reserved  and  bashful — pretty  much  like 
what  might  be  expected  from  most  individuals  in  his  sphere  of 
life.  The  sojourn  of  the  Poet  in  Edinburgh,  and  the  continued 
whirl  of  company  in  which  he  was  involved,  would  no  doubt 
effect  a  decided  improvement  in  his  address. 

•Goldie  latterly  became  engaged  in  coal  speculations,  by 
which  his  circumstances  were  much  impaired.  In  these  lie 
was  at  first  successful ;  but  being  in  advanced  years,  he  unfor- 
tunately connected  himself  in  partnership  with  an  individual 
who  did  not  act  fairly  by  him.  Strictly  honourable  himself,  he 
was  confiding  enough  to  believe  that  every  one  else  possessed 
the  same  integrity  of  principle.  Amidst  old  age  and  difficul- 
ties, however,  the  mind  of  Goldie  continued  vigorous  and 
active.  His  interest  in  the  coal  trade,  and  the  growing  inter- 
course of  the  town  of  Kilmarnock  with  the  port  of  Troon,  led 
him  to  contemplate  the  propriety  of  constructing  a  canal  be- 
tween the  two  localities.  The  project  was  BO  highly  thought 
of  at  the  time,  that  he  made  a  survey  of  the  line ;  but  the 
expense  was  an  insuperable  barrier  to  the  undertaking.  The 
railway,  erecti'd  chiefly  by  the  capital  of  the  Duke  of  Portland, 
was  not  begun  till  a  considerable  number  of  years  afterwards ; 
and  many  still  think  that  a  canal  would  have  been  of  much 
greater  advantage  to  Kilmarnock. 

'  The  last  published  work  by  Mr  Goldie  was  printed  at  the 
Kilmarnock  press  in  1808,  by  H.  and  S.  Crawford.  It  formed 
a  single  volume,  and  was  entitled,  '•  Conclusive  Evidences 
aorainst  Atheism ;  in  vindication  of  a  First  Cause.  In  Two 
Parts.  Part  2d,  A  Reconciliation  of  a  supposed  Incongruity  in 
the  Attributes  of  Deity."  At  the  end  of  this  book,  a  prospec- 
tus was  given  of  another  work  on  which  he  had  been  engaged, 
viz. — "  A  Revise,  or  a  Reform  of  the  Present  System  of  Astro- 
nomy, in  three  volumes."  The  nature  of  the  proposed  reform 


Enthusiasm  's  past  redemption, 

Gaen  in  a  galloping  consumption, 

Not  a'  the  quacks  wi'  a'  their  gumption, 

Will  ever  mend  her. 
Her  feeble  pulse  gi'es  strong  presumption, 

Death  soon  will  end  her 

'Tis  you  and  Taylor l  are  the  chief, 
Wha  are  to  blame  for  this  mischief; 
But  gin  the  L — d's  ain  folks  gat  leave, 

A  toom  tar  barrel 
And  twa  red  peats  wad  send  relief, 

An'  end  the  quarrel. 


Sngfoer  to  a  poetical  ISpt'stle  front  a  Catlor.a 

WHAT  ails  you  now,  ye  lousie  b — h, 
To  thresh  my  back  at  sic  a  pitch  ? 
Losh  man !  ha'e  mercy  wi'  your  natch, 

Your  bodkin's  bauld, 
I  did  na  suffer  half  sae  much 

Frae  Daddie  Auld. 


was  never  thoroughly  understood,  as  the  author,  then  fat 
advanced  in  life,  did  not  live  to  carry  the  publication  into 
effect.  He  was  known,  however,  to  be  a  disciple  of  Des 
Cartes,  whose  system,  though  confessedly  a  work  of  genius, 
has  been  so  often  reformed  as  to  be  nearly,  if  not  entirely, 
exploded.  He  must  have  been  for  many  years  engaged  in 
arranging  material  for  his  projected  improvement  on  the  Car- 
tesian system  of  astronomical  philosophy;  and  the  calculations 
which  the  study  involved,  led  him  into  the  most  thoughtful 
and  .abstracted  moods.  In  his  walks  he  frequently  passed  his 
immediate  friends  and  relatives  without  observing  them. 
Though  he  obtained  probably  as  little  credit  for  his  astronomi- 
cal opinions  as  he  did  for  his  religious  views,  Mr  Goldie  was 
generally  regarded  as  a  man  of  superior  talent,  and  was  usu- 
ally honoured  by  the  title  of  "  philosopher."  '  He  died  in  1809, 
in  the  ninety-second  year  of  his  age.  He  left  a  great  many 
MSS.,  including  letters  from  Burns  and  other  men  of  celebrity 
with  whom  he  corresponded,  but  these  have  been  all  lost  or 
destroyed. 

1  Dr  Taylor  of  Norwich  ]— B. 

2  THOMAS  WALKER,  a  tailor,  residing  at  Poole,  near  Ocliil- 
tree,  and  one  of  a  pious  turn  of  mind,  sent  a  rhyming  epistle  to 
Burns,  remonstrating  with  him  on  his  alleged  misdemeanours, 
particularly  in  regard  to  the  fair  sex.     The  epistle  shows  good 
intention  on  the  part  of  the  poor  tailor,  but  nothing  more, 
being  alike  deficient  in  tact  and  talent,  whether  considered  as 
a  piece  of  advice  or  as  a  poem.     A  single  verse  may  suffice  as 
a  specimen : — 

'  O  Rab  !  lay  by  thy  foolish  tricks, 
An'  steer  nae  mair  the  female  sex, 
Or  some  day  ye'll  come  through  the  pricks, 

An'  that  ye'll  see  ; 
You'll  find  hard  living  wi'  Auld  Nicks: 

I'm,  waefor  tliee.' 
In  another  verse  he  says — 

'Fu'  weel  ye  ken  ye'll  gang  to  hell," — > 
And  he  adds,  rather  ungallantly, — 

'  There  WALTH  o'  WOMEN  ye'll  get  near ; — 
But  poor  Burns  is  not  to  hold  this  as  any  consolation  for  him  in 
the  nether  world;  for, 

'Ye'll  never  say,  my  bonnie  dear, 

Come,  gi'e's  a  kiss — 
JVae  kissing  there — ye'H  girn  and  sneer, 

An'  ither  hiss.' 

The  answer  of  Burns  to  this  ludicrous  doggrel,  as  given  above, 
first  appeared  in  the  Glasgow  edition  of  1801.  ID  a  recent  '£) 


What  tlio'  at  times  when  I  grow  crouse, 
I  gi'e  their  wames  a  random  pouse, 
Is  that  enough  for  you  to  souse 

Your  servant  sac  ? 
Gae  mind  your  scam,  ye  prick  the  louse, 

An' jag  the  flae! 

King  David  o'  poetic  brief, 

Wrought  'mang  the  lasses  sic  mischief, 

As  fill'd  his  after  life  wi'  grief 

An'  bloody  rants, 
An'  yet  he's  rank'd  amang  the  chief 

O'  lang-syne  saunts. 

And  maybe,  Tarn,  for  a'  my  cants, 
My  wicked  rhymes,  an*  drucken  rants, 
I'll  gi'e  auld  cloven  Clouty's  haunts 

An  unco  slip  yet, 
An'  snugly  sit  amang  the  saunts 

At  Davie's  hip  yet. 

But,  fegs,  the  Session  says  I  maun 

Gae  fa'  upo'  anither  plan, 

Than  garrin  lassies  cowp  the  cran 

Clean  heels  owre  body, 
And  sairly  thole  their  mither's  ban, 

Afore  the  howdy. 

This  leads  me  on  to  tell  for  sport, 
How  I  did  with  the  Session  sort — 
Auld  Cliukum  at  the  Inner  port 

Cried  three  times,  "  Robin ! 
Come  hither,  lad,  an'  answer  for't, 

Ye 're  blam'd  for  jobbin'." 

Wi'  pinch  I  put  a  Sunday's  face  on, 
An'  snoov'd  awa'  before  the  Session — 
I  made  an  open,  fair  confession, 

I  scorn'd  to  lie; 
An'  syne  Mess  John,  beyond  expression, 

Fell  foul  o'  me. 

A  fornicator  lown  he  call'd  me, 

An'  said  my  faut  frae  bliss  expell'd  me; 

I  own'd  the  tale  was  true  he  tell'd  me, 

"But  what  the  matter?" 
Quo'  I,  "I  fear,  unless  ye  geld  me, 

I'll  ne'er  be  better." 


"Geld  you,"  quo'  he,  "and  what  for  no! 
If  that  your  right  hand,  leg  or  toe, 
Should  ever  prove  your  sp 'ritual  foe, 

You  shou'd  remember 
To  cut  it  aff,  an'  what  for  no 

Your  dearest  member  * 

"  Na,  na,"  quo  I,  "  I'm  no  for  that, 
Gelding's  nae  better  than  it's  ca't, 
I'd  rather  suffer  for  my  fau't 

A  hearty  flewit, 
As  sair  owre  hip  as  ye  can  draw't, 

Tho'  I  should  rue  it. 

"  Or  gin  ye  like  to  end  the  bother, 
To  please  us  a',  I've  just  ae  ither: 
When  next  wi'  yon  lass  I  forgather, 

Whate'er  betide  it, 
111  frankly  gi'e  her't  a'  thegither, 

An'  let  her  guide  it." 

But,  Sir,  this  pleas'd  them  warst  ava, 
An'  therefore,  Tain,  when  that  I  saw, 
I  said,  "Guid  night,"  and  cam'  awa', 

And  left  the  Session ; 
I  saw  they  were  resolved  a' 

On  my  oppression. 


work  ''The  Ayrshire  Contemporaries  of  Burns')  we  sec  it 
ttated  that  the  Answer  was  not  really  written  by  Burns,  but 
liy  William  Simpson,  the  schoolmaster  of  Othiltree,  to  whom 
Burns  addresses  one  of  his  Epistles.  Simpson,  according  to 
this  authority,  was  in  Walker's  secret  with  regard  to  the 
letter  he  had  sent  to  Burns,  and  as  Burns  returned  no  answer, 
Simpson,  as  a  joke,  wrote  the  above  with  the  signature  of 
Robert  Bums,  and  despatched  it  to  the  tailor.  This  is  given 
on  the  testimony  of  Mr  Patrick  Simpson,  William's  brother 
and  successor  in  the  school  at  Ochiltree.  We  have  no  evi- 
dence  to  gainsay  it,  beyond  the  internal  evidence  of  the  piece 
itself,  which,  according  to  our  judgment,  displays  more  of 
Burns'*  birr  or  vigour,  though  in  its  coarsest  mood,  than  nny 
6  other  production  of  William  Simpson's  which  we  have  seen. 
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MY  son,  these  maxims  make  a  rule, 

And  lump  them  aye  thegither; 
The  Rigid  Righteous  is  a  fool, 

The  Rigid  Wise  anither : 
The  cleanest  corn  that  e'er  was  dight 

May  ha'e  some  pyles  o'  caff  in  ; 
So  ne'er  a  fellow-creature  blight 

For  random  fits  o'  daftin*. 

SOLOMON. — Eccles.  vii. 


O  YE  wha  are  sae  guid  yoursel', 

Sae  pious  and  sae  holy, 
Ye've  nought  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 

Your  neebour's  faults  and  folly ! 
Whase  life  is  like  a  weel-gaun  mill, 

Supplied  wi'  store  o'  water, 
The  heapct  happer's  ebbing  still, 

And  still  the  clap  plays  clatter.  > 


1  This  stanza  has  been  quoted  by  one  who  wrote  an  estimate 
of  Burns'  writings  in  the  spirit  of  generous  criticism,  as  an  in- 
stance of  the  strength  and  clearness  of  his  conception!,  and  hia 
consequent  correctness  and  congruity  in  the  progress  of  hit 
similes. 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


Hear  me,  ye  venerable  core, 

As  counsel  for  poor  mortals, 
That  frequent  pass  douce  Wisdom's  door, 

For  glaikit  Folly's  portals; 
I,  for  their  thoughtless,  careless  sakes, 

Would  here  propone  defences, 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mistakes, 

Their  failings  and  mischances. 

Ye  see  your  state  wi'  theirs  compar'd, 

And  shudder  at  the  niffer, 
But  cast  a  moment's  fair  regard, 

What  maks  the  mighty  differ  ? 
Discount  what  scant  occasion  gave 

That  purity  ye  pride  in, 
And  (what's  aft  mair  than  a'  the  lave) 

Your  better  art  o'  hiding. 

Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Gi'es  now  and  then  a  wallop, 
What  ragings  must  his  veins  convulse, 

That  still  eternal  gallop : 
Wi'  wind  and  tide  fair  i'  your  tail, 

Right  on  ye  scud  your  sea-way ; 
But  in  the  teeth  o'  baith  to  sail, 

It  maks  an  unco  lee-way. 

See  social  life  and  glee  sit  down, 

All  joyous  and  unthinking, 
Till,  quite  transmugrified,  they're  grown 

Debauchery  and  drinking : 
O,  would  they  stay  to  calculate 

Th'  eternal  consequences; 
Or  your  more  dreaded  hell  to  state, 

D-mnation  of  expenses ! 

Ye  high,  exalted,  virtuous  dames,    « 

Tied  up  in  godly  laces, 
Before  ye  gi'e  poor  frailty  names, 

Suppose  a  change  o'  cases ; 
A  dear  lov'd  lad,  convenience  snug, 

A  treacherous  inclination — 
But,  let  me  whisper  i'  your  lug, 

Ye're  aiblins  nae  temptation. 

Then  gently  scan  your  brother  man, 

Still  gentler  sister  woman ; 
Tho'  they  may  gang  a  kennin'  wrang, 

To  step  aside  is  human : 
One  point  must  still  be  greatly  dark, 

The  moving  Why  they  do  it: 
And  just  as  lamely  can  ye  mark, 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  it. 

Who  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  alone 

Decidedly  can  try  us, 
He  knows  each  chord — its  various  tone, 

Each  spring — its  various  bias : 


Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute, 

We  never  can  adjust  it; 
What's  done  we  partly  may  compute 

But  know  not  what's  resisted. l 


Co  a  ^Mountain  Bates,2 

ON  TURNING  ONE  DOWN  WITH  THE  PLOUGH  IN  APRIL,  1786. 

WEE,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flow'r, 
Thou's  met  me  in  an  evil  hour; 
For  I  maun  crush  amang  the  stoure 

Thy  slender  stem; 
To  spare  thee  now  is  past  my  pow'r, 

Thou  bonnie  gem ! 

Alas !  it's  no  thy  neibor  sweet, 
The  bonnie  lark,  companion  meet! 
Bending  thee  'mang  the  dewy  weet, 

Wi'  spreckled  breast, 
When  upward-springing,  blythe  to  greet 

The  purpling  east.3 

Cauld  blew  the  bitter-biting  north 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth, 
Yet  cheerfully  thou  glinted  forth 

Amid  the  storm, 
Scarce  rear'd  above  the  parent  earth 

Thy  tender  form. 

The  flaunting  flow'rs  our  gardens  yield, 
High  shelt'ring  woods  and  wa's  maun  shield; 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield 

O'  clod  or  stane, 
Adorns  the  histie  stibble-field, 

Unseen,  alane. 

There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad, 
Thy  snawy  bosom  sun-ward  spread, 
Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 

In  humble  guise ; 
But  now  the  share  uptears  thy  bed, 

And  low  thou  lies ! 


1  'The  momentous  truth  of  this  passage  could  not  possibly 
have  been  conveyed  with  such  pathetic  force  by  any  poet  that 
ever  lived,  speaking  in  his  own  voice ;  unless  it  were  felt  that, 
like  Burns,  he  was  a  man  who  preached  from  the  text  of  his 
own  errors;   and  whose  wisdom,  beautiful  as  a  flower  that 
might  have  risen  from  seed  sown  from  above,  was  in  fact  a 
scion  from  the  root  of  personal  suffering.' — WORDSWORTH. 

2  "The  address  "To  a  Mountain  Daisy"  is  a  poem  of  the 
same  nature  with  the  address  "  To  a  Mouse,"  though  somewhat 
inferior  in  point  of  originality,  as  well  as  in  the  interest  pro- 
duced.   To  extract  out  of  incidents  so  common,  and  seemingly 
so  trivial  as  these,  so  fine  a  train  of  sentiment  and  imagery,  is 
the  surest  proof,  as  well  as  the  most  brilliant  triumph,  of  origi- 
nal genius.' — CURRIE. 

3  '  I  have  seldom  met  with  an  image  more  truly  pastoral 
than  that  of  the  lark  in  the  second  stanza.     Such  strokes  as 
these  mark  the  pencil  of  the  poet,  which  delineates  nature  with 
the  precision  of  intimacy,  yet  with  the  delicate  colouring  of 
beauty  and  of  taste.' — HENRY  MACKENZIE. 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


Such  is  the  fate  of  artless  maid, 
Sweet  flow'rct  of  the  rural  shade ! 
By  love's  simplicity  betray'd, 

And  guileless  trust, 
Till  she,  like  thee,  all  soil'd  is  laid 

Low  i'  the  dust. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  simple  bard, 

On  life's  rough  ocean  luckless  starr'd ! 

Unskilful  he  to  note  the  card 

Of  prudent  lore, 
Till  billows  rage,  and  gales  blow  hard, 

And  whelm  him  o'er. 

Such  fate  to  suffering  worth  is  giv'n, 
Who  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striv'n, 
By  human  pride  or  cunning  driv'n 

To  mis'ry's  brink, 
Till  wrench'd  of  ev'ry  stay  but  Heav'n, 

He,  ruin'd,  sink! 

Ev'n  thou  who  mourn'st  the  Daisy's  fate, 
That  fate  is  thine — no  distant  date; 
Stern  Ruin's  plough-share  drives,  elate, 

Full  on  thy  bloom, 
Till  crush'd  beneath  the  furrow's  weight, 

Shall  be  thy  doom! 


Secotrtr  ISpfstlc  to  Uabte, 


A  BROTHER  POET. 

AULD  NEIBOR, 

I'M  three  times  doubly  o'er  your  debtor, 
For  your  auld-farrant,  frien'ly  letter; 
Tho'  I  maun  say't,  I  doubt  ye  flatter, 

Ye  speak  sae  fair: 
For  my  puir,  silly,  rhymin'  clatter 

Some  less  maun  sair. 

Hale  be  your  heart,  hale  be  your  fiddle; 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  an'  diddle, 
To  cheer  you  thro'  the  weary  widdle 

O'  war'ly  cares, 
Till  bairns'  bairns  kindly  cuddle 

Your  auld,  gray  hairs. 

But,  Davie,  lad,  I'm  red  ye're  glaikit; 
I'm  tauld  the  Muse  ye  hae  negleckit: 
An'  gif  it's  sae,  ye  sud  be  licket 

Until  ye  fyke; 
Sic  hauns  as  you  sud  ne'er  be  faikit, 

Be  hain't  wha  like. 


For  me,  I'm  on  Parnassus'  brink, 

Rivin'  the  words  to  gar  them  clink ; 

Whyles  dais't  wi'  love,  whyles  dais't  wi'  drink, 

Wi'  jads  or  masons; 
An'  whyles,  but  aye  owre  late,  I  think 

Braw  sober  lessons. 

Of  a'  the  thoughtless  sons  o'  man, 
Commen'  me  to  the  bardie  clan ; 
Except  it  be  some  idle  plan 

O'  rhymin'  clink, 
The  devil-haet,  that  I  sud  ban, 

They  ever  think. 

Nae  thought,  nae  view,  nae  scheme  o'  livin', 
Nae  cares  to  gi'e  us  joy  or  grievin': 
But  just  the  pouchie  put  the  nieve  in, 

An'  while  ought's  there, 
Then,  hiltie  skiltie,  we  gae  scrievin', 

An'  fash  nae  mair. 

Leeze  me  on  rhyme !  it's  aye  a  treasure, 
My  chief,  amaist  my  only  pleasure, 
At  hame,  a-fiel',  at  wark  or  leisure, 

The  Muse,  poor  hizzie! 
Tho'  rough  an'  raploch  be  her  measure, 

She's  seldom  lazy. 

Haud  to  the  Muse,  my  dainty  Davie; 
The  warl'  may  play  you  monie  a  shavie; 
Bat  for  the  Muse,  she'll  never  leave  ye, 

Tho'  e'er  sae  puir, 
Na,  even  tho'  limpin'  wi'  the  spavie 

Frae  door  to  door.  ' 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ROBRRT  RUIS8KAUX.   2 

Now  Robin  lies  in  his  hist  lair, 

Hell  gabble  rhyme,  nor  sing  nae  mair, 

Cauld  poverty,  wi'  hungry  stare, 

Nae  mair  shall  fear  him, 
Nor  anxious  fear,  nor  cankert  care 

E'er  mair  come  near  him. 

To  tell  the  truth,  they  seldom  fasht  him; 
Except  the  moment  that  they  crusht  him; 
For  sune  as  chance  or  fate  had  husht  'em, 

Tho'  e'er  sae  short, 
Then  wi'  a  rhyme  or  song  he  lasht  'em, 

And  thought  it  sport. — 


1  This  is  prefixed  to  the  poems  of  David  Sillar,  published  a» 
Kilniarnock,  1789.    [See  ante,  p.  5.] 

2  « Ruisseanx— a  play  on  his  own  name.* — CHOMEK.    RuU- 
eeau,  in  French,  signifies  a  brook  or  burn— Kuitteaux,  Burns. 
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Tho'  lie  was  bred  to  kintra.  wark, 

And  counted  was  baith  wight  and  stark, 

Yet  that  was  never  Robin's  mark 

To  mak'  a  man ; 
But  tell  him,  he  was  learn'd  and  dark, 

Ye  roos'd  him  then !  ' 


Co  Mis*  (EruicfcetianSs, 2 


A  VERY  YOUNG  LADY. 


WRITTEN  ON  THE  BLANK  LEAF  OF  A  BOOK,  PRESENTED 
TO  HER  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 


BEAUTEOUS  rose-bud,  young  and  gay, 
Blooming  on  thy  early  May, 
Never  may'st  thou,  lovely  flow'r, 
Chilly  shrink  in  sleety  show'r! 
Never  Boreas'  hoary  path, 
Never  Eurus'  pois'nous  breath, 
Never  baleful  stellar  lights, 
Taint  thee  with  untimely  blights ! 
Never,  never  reptile  thief 
Riot  on  thy  virgin  leaf! 
Nor  even  Sol  too  fiercely  view 
Thy  bosom,  blushing  still  with  dew ! 

May'st  thou  long,  sweet  crimson  gem, 
Richly  deck  thy  native  stem; 
Till  some  ev'ning,  sober,  calm, 
Dropping  dews,  and  breathing  balm, 
While  all  around  the  woodland  rings, 
And  ev'ry  bird  thy  requiem  sings ; 
Thou,  amid  the  dirgeful  sound, 
Shed  thy  dying  honours  round, 
And  resign  to  parent  earth 
The  loveliest  form  she  e'er  gave  birth. 


1  '  Cromek  found  this  fragment  among  the  papers  of  Burns, 
and  printed  it  in  the  Reliques.     It  is  probably  a  portion  of  a 
poem  in  which  he  desired  to  dissect  himself,  and  show  his  evil 
and  his  good  to  the  world;  but,  not  having  commenced  so  hap. 
pily  as  he  wished,  he  threw  it  aside,  and  resumed  the  subject  in 
that  noble  and  touching  strain,  "A  Bard's  Epitaph."  '—ALLAN 
CUNNINGHAM. 

2  This  young  lady,  then  only  twelve  years  of  age,  was  the 
daughter  of  Mr  William  Cruickshanks,  of  the  High  School, 
Edinburgh,  with  whom  Burns  resided  for  some  time  while  iu 
the  capital.    Mr  Cruiekshanks'  house  was  the  top-flat  of  a  land 
in  James's  Square,  and  the  window  of  the  poet's  room  com- 
manded a  view  of  the  green  behind  the  General  Register  House. 
Here  Burns  lay  while  confined  with  a  bruised  limb,  in  the  win- 
ter of  1787-8.    Miss  Cruickshanks  was  afterwards  married  to  a 
Mr  Henderson,  a  lawyer  in  Jedburgh.    Mr  Cruickshanks  died 
in  1795.    Burns  has  another  poem  addressed  to  the  same  young 
lady — 

'  A  rose-bud  by  my  early  walk  * — 

which  will  be  found  among  the  songs.  From  both  poems  com- 
paring the  young  lady  to  a  rose-bud, '  we  must  presume.'  says 
Robert  Chambers,  '  that  there  was  a  very  remarkable  analogy 
=  between  her  style  of  youthful  beauty  and  the  unblown  rose.' 


Co  (5abm  Hamilton, 


MAUCHLINE.3 


RECOMMENDING  A  BOY.) 

MOSGAVILLE,  May  3,  1786. 
I  HOLD  it,  Sir,  my  bounden  duty 
To  warn  you  how  that  Master  Tootle, 

3  The  village  of  Mauchline  is  situated  twelve  miles  to  the 
south  of  Kilmarnock,  on  the  road  from  Glasgow  to  Dumfries, 
and  is  intimately  connected  with  the  personal  and  literary  his- 
tory of  Burns.  The  years  of  his  life  between  the  twenty-fifth 
and  twenty-eighth  were  spent  at  Mossgiel,  a  mile  from  Mauch- 
lim1, — the  years  during  which  he  wrote  his  principal  poems, 
and  when,  to  use  the  language  of  Mr  Lockhart,  'his  character 
came  out  in  all  its  brightest  lights,  and  in  all  but  its  darkest 
shadows.*  As  the  chief  seat  of  an  assembled  population  in  his 
neighbourhood,  this  village,  all  humble  as  it  was,  appropriated 
a  large  share  of  the  notice  of  the  poet,  during  this  important 
era.  To  it  he  resorted,  after  labour,  for  the  pleasures  of  so- 
ciety— there  he  presided  in  his  debating  club,  or  shone  over  his 
bowl,  or  addressed  the  daughters  of  beauty  in  that  language 
which  no  man  ever  could  use  as  he.  Mauchline  and  its  people, 
accordingly,  are  very  conspicuous  in  his  writings.  It  was  the 
scene  of  the  '  Holy  Fair,'  and  of  the  '  Jolly  Beggars.'  Here 
dwelt  his  hosts,  John  Dow  and  Nanse  Tinnock.  His  mistress, 
Jean  Armour,  was  one  of  the  'six  proper  young  belles'  of 
Mauchline,  whom  he  celebrates.  He  proposes  to  meet  Lapraik 
at '  Mauchline  race,'  or  '  Mauchline  fair.'  Its  minister  was  the 
unfortunate  Daddy  Auld,  whom  he  has  characterised  so  un- 
gently ;  and  one  of  its  elders  was  that  Holy  Willie  into  whose 
mouth  he  has  put  so  remarkable  an  exposition  of  rigid  Calvin- 
ism. And  here  was  the  residence  of  his  friend  Gavin  Hamilton, 
whose  friendship  was  unquestionably  one  of  the  most  important 
circumstances  of  his  early  life. 

Mauchline  is  a  neatly  built  village  of  upwards  of  thirteen 
hundred  inhabitants,  situated  on  the  face  of  a  slope,  about  a 
mile  from  the  Ayr  water.  The  church  which  existed  in  Burns- 
day  was  a  low  ungainly  building,  which  of  late  years  has  been 
supplanted  by  a  handsome  modern  Gothic  edifice.  The  burial 
ground  surrounding  the  old  edifice  was  more  particularly  the 
scene  of  the  Holy  Fair, — in  other  words,  of  the  out-door  preach- 
ings attending  the  ordinary  celebration  of  the  communion. 
The  house  to  the  right  of  the  church,  is  a  plain,  but  not  un- 
comfortable inn,  denominated  the  Whitefoord  Arms.  It  was 
a  favourite  resort  of  Burns,  who,  on  the  back  window  of  one 
of  the  upper  rooms,  scribbled  an  amusing  epitaph  on  the  host, 
John  Do  w,  in  which  he  made  out  the  religion  of  that  worthy  to 
be  a  mere  comparative  appreciation  of  his  various  liquors. 
From  the  same  back  window  he  could  converse  in  the  language 
of  the  eyes  with  his  Jean,  whose  father's  house  was  immediately 
behind,  iu  the  lane  denominated  the  Cowgate.  The  reader  will 
recollect  an  allusion  to  this  lane  in  the  Holy  Fair. 

The  house  ot  Mr  Gavin  Hamilton  was  in  Burns'  time  the  most 
conspicuous  object  in  the  village.  The  taller  part  of  tlie  edifice 
was  a  portion  of  the  castle  formerly  connected  with  the 
Priory  of  Mauchline :  the  rest  of  the  house  was  comparatively 
modern.  Mr  Gavin  Hamilton  was  a  writer,  or  legal  practi- 
tioner, of  highly  respectable  character — a  man  of  spirit  and  in- 
telligence, generous,  affable  and  enlightened.  Unfortunately, 
his  religious  practice  did  not  square  with  the  notions  of  the 
then  minister  of  Mauchline,  the  'Daddy  Auld  '  already  alluded 
to,  who,  in  1785,  is  found  in  the  session-records  to  have  sum- 
moned him  for  rebuke,  on  the  four  following  charges: — 1.  Un- 
necessary absence  from  church,  for  five  consecutive  Sundays 
(apparently  the  result  of  some  dispute  about  a  poor's  rate) ;  2. 
Setting  out  on  a  journey  to  Carrick  on  a  Sunday ;  3.  Habitual, 
if  not  total  neglect  of  family  worship;  4.  Writing  an  abusive 
letter  to  the  session  in  reference  to  some  of  their  former  pro- 
ceedings respecting  him.  Strange  though  this  prosecution  may 
seem,  it  was  strictly  accordant  with  the  right  assumed  by  cler- 
gymen at  that  period  to  inquire  into  the  private  habits  of  par- 


ishioners.    It  was  fortunately,  however,  mixed  up  with  some 


(ili 
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Alias,  Laird  M'Gaun,  1 
Was  here  to  hire  yon  lad  away 
Bout  whom  ye  spak  the  tither  day, 

An'  wad  hae  don't  aff  haii': 
But  lest  he  learn  the  callan  tricks, 

As,  faith,  I  muckle  doubt  him, 
Like  scrapin'  out  auld  crummie's  nicks, 
An'  tellin'  lies  about  them; 
As  lieve,  then  I'd  have  then, 

Your  clerkship  he  should  sair, 
If  sae  be,  ye  may  be 
Not  fitted  otherwhere. 

Altho'  I  say't,  he's  gleg  enough, 
An'  bout  a  house  that's  rude  an'  rough, 
The  boy  might  learn  to  swear ; 
But  then  wi'  you,  hell  be  sae  taught, 
An'  get  sic  fair  example  straught, 

I  haevna  ony  fear. 
Yell  catechize  him  every  quirk, 

An'  shore  him  weel  wi'  hell ; 

An'  gar  him  follow  to  the  kirk 

— Aye  when  ye  gang  yoursel'. 
If  ye  then,  maun  be  then 

Frae  hame  this  comin'  Friday, 
Then  please,  Sir,  to  lea'e,  Sir, 
The  orders  wi'  your  lady. 

My  word  of  honour  I  ha'e  gien, 
In  Paisley  John's,  that  night  at  e'en, 
To  meet  the  warld's  worm; 
To  try  to  get  the  twa  to  gree, 


personal  motives  in  the  members  of  the  session,  which  were  so 
apparent  to  the  Presbytery,  to  which  Mr  Hamilton  appealed, 
that  that  reverend  body  ordered  the  proceedings  to  be  stopped, 
and  all  notice  of  them  expunged  from  the  records.  Prepos- 
sessions of  more  kinds  than  one  induced  Burns  to  let  loose  his 
irreverent  muse  in  satire  against  the  persecutors  of  Mr  Hamil- 
ton: and  the  result  was  several  poems,  in  which  it  is  but  too 
apparent  that  religion  itself  suffers  in  common  with  those  whom 
he  holds  up  as  abusing  it.  About  t»'o  years  after,  when  Burns 
had  commenced  the  Edinburgh  chapter  of  his  life,  a  new  offence 
was  committed  by  Mr  Hamilton.  He  had,  on  a  Sunday  morn- 
ing, ordered  a  servant  to  take  in  some  potatoes  which  happened 
to  have  been  left  out  in  the  garden  after  being  dug.  This  came 
to  the  ears  of  the  minister,  and  Mr  Hamilton  was  summoned  to 
answer  for  the  offence.  Some  ludicrous  details  occur  in  the 
session-records.  It  is  there  alleged  that  two  and  a  half  rows  of 
potatoes  were  dug  on  the  morning  in  question,  by  Mr  Hamilton's 
express  order,  and  carried  home  by  his  daughter :  nay,  so  keen 
had  the  spirit  of  persecution  been,  that  the  rows  had  been  for- 
mally measured,  and  found  to  be  each  eleven  feet  long ;  so  that 
twenty-seven  feet  and  a  half  altogether  had  been  dug.  The 
Presbytery  or  Synod  treated  this  prosecution  in  the  same  way 
as  the  former,  and  Burns  did  not  overlook  it  in  his  poems.  He 
alludes  to  it  in  Holy  \\  illie's  Prayer,  when  he  makes  that  indi- 
vidual implore  a  curse  upon  Mr  Hamilton's 

'basket  and  his  store. 

Kail  and  potatoes ' — 
and  on  several  other  occasions. 

1  '  Master  Tootle  then  lived  in  Mauchline ;  he  was  a  dealer 
in  cows.  It  was  his  common  practice  to  cut  the  nicks  or  mark- 
ings from  the  horns  of  cattle,  to  disguise  their  age. — He  was 


An'  name  the  airles  an'  the  fee, 

In  legal  mode  an'  form: 
I  ken  he  weel  a  sneck  can  draw, 

When  simple  bodies  let  him ; 
An'  if  a  deVil  be  at  a', 

In  faith,  he's  sure  to  get  him. 
To  phrase  you,  an'  praise  you, 
Ye  ken  your  Laureat  scorns : 
The  prayer  still,  you  share  still, 
Of  grateful  Minstrel  Burns. 


MAY,  1786. 

I  LANG  ha'e  thought,  my  youthfu'  friend, 

A  something  to  have  sent  you, 
Tho'  it  should  serve  nae  other  end 

Than  just  a  kind  memento  ; 
But  how  the  subject  theme  may  gang, 

Let  time  and  chance  determine; 
Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  sang, 

Perhaps  turn  out  a  sermon. 

Yell  try  the  world  soon,  my  lad, 

And,  Andrew  dear,  believe  me, 
Ye'll  find  mankind  an  unco  squad, 

And  muckle  they  may  grieve  ye: 
For  care  and  trouble  set  your  thought, 

Ev'n  when  your  end's  attained ; 
And  a'  your  views  may  come  to  nought, 

Where  ev'ry  nerve  is  strained. 

I'll  no  say,  men  are  villains  a'; 

The  real,  harden'd  wicked, 
Wha  ha'e  nae  check  but  human  law, 

Are  to  a  few  restricked : 
But,  och !  mankind  are  unco  weak, 

An'  little  to  be  trusted; 
If  self  the  wavering  balance  shake, 

It's  rarely  right  adjusted! 

Yet  they  wha  fa'  in  fortune's  strife, 

Their  fate  we  should  na  censure, 
For  still  the  important  end  of  life, 

They  equally  may  answer ; 
A  man  may  ha'e  an  honest  heart, 

Tho'  poortith  hourly  stare  him ; 
A  man  may  tak'  a  ncibor's  pnrt, 

Yet  ha'e  nae  cash  to  spare  him. 


2  This  epistle,  in  which  so  much  knowledge  of  the  world  and 
the  human  heart  is  displayed,  was  addressed  to  Andrew  Aiken, 
son  of  Mr  Robert  Aiken,  -writer  in  Ayr,  to  whom  the  Cotter's 
Saturday  Night  is  inscribed.  Mr  Andrew  Aiken  was  successful 
in  life,  according  to  Chambers  as  a  merchant  in  Liverpool,  but 

an  artful  trick-contriving  character;  hence  he  is  called  a  Sneck-  according  to  Allan  Cunningham,  he  rose  to  distinction  and 
drawer.  In  the  Poet's  Address  to  the  Deil,  he  styles  that  an-  affluence  in  the  service  of  his  country.  He  died  in  St  Peters- 
gust  personage  an  auld,  sneck-drawing  dog ! ' — CRUMEK.  1  burgh  a  few  years  ago. 
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Aye  free,  aff  han'  your  story  tell, 

When  wi'  a  bosom  crony; 
But  still  keep  something  to  yoursel', 

Ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony. 
Conceal  yoursel'  as  weel's  ye  can 

Frae  critical  dissection; 
But  keek  thro'  ev'ry  other  man, 

Wi'  sharpen'd,  slee  inspection. l 

The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel-plac'd  love, 

Luxuriantly  indulge  it; 
But  never  tempt  th'  illicit  rove, 

Tho'  naething  should  divulge  it : 
I  wave  the  quantum  o'  the  sin, 

The  hazard  of  concealing; 
But,  och !  it  hardens  a'  within, 

And  petrifies  the  feeling ! 

To  catch  dame  Fortune's  golden  smile, 

Assiduous  wait  upon  her; 
And  gather  gear  by  ev'ry  wile 

That's  justified  by  honour ; 
Not  for  to  hide  it  hi  a  hedge, 

Nor  for  a  train-attendant, 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege 

Of  being  independent. 

The  fear  o'  hell's  a  hangman's  whip 

To  haud  the  wretch  in  order; 
But  where  ye  feel  your  honour  grip, 

Let  that  aye  be  your  border; 
Its  slightest  touches,  instant  pause — 

Debar  a'  side  pretences; 
And  resolutely  keep  its  laws, 

Uncaring  consequences. 

The  great  Creator  to  revere 

Must  sure  become  the  creature ; 
But  still  the  preaching  cant  forbear, 

And  ev'n  the  rigid  feature : 
Yet  ne'er  with  wits  profane  to  range, 

Be  complaisance  extended; 
An  atheist's  laugh's  a  poor  exchange 

For  Deity  offended! 

When  ranting  round  hi  pleasure's  ring, 

Religion  may  be  blinded; 
Or  if  she  gi'e  a  random  sting, 

It  may  be  little  minded ; 
But  when  on  life  we're  tempest-driv'n, 

A  conscience  but  a  canker — 
A  correspondence  fix'd  wi'  heav'n, 

Is  sure  a  noble  anchor! 

Adieu,  dear,  amiable  youth! 

Your  heart  can  ne'er  be  wanting: 

1  This  stanza  we  have  heard  objected  to  as  advising  a  degree 
of  cumiing  unworthy  of  an  ingenuous  mind.  The  spirit  of  it 
is  certainly  very  unlike  Burns. 


May  prudence,  fortitude,  and  truth 

Erect  your  brow  undaunting ! 
In  ploughman's  phrase,  "  God  send  you  speed,' 

Still  daily  to  grow  wiser; 
And  may  you  better  reck  the  rede, 

Than  ever  did  th'  adviser ! 


Co  a  House. 

ON  SEEING  ONE  ON  A  LADY'S  BONNET,  AT  CHURCH. 

HA  !  whare  ye  gaun,  ye  crowlin'  ferlie ! 
Your  impudence  protects  you  sairly : 
I  canna  say  but  ye  struiit  rarely, 

Owre  gauze  and  lace} 
Tho',  faith,  I  fear  ye  dine  but  sparely 

On  sic  a  place. 

Ye  ugly,  creepiu',  blastit  wonner, 
Detested,  shunn'd  by  saunt  and  sinner, 
How  dare  ye  set  your  fit  upon  her, 

Sae  fine  a  lady! 
Gae  somewhere  else,  and  seek  your  dinner 

On  some  puir  body. 

Swith,  in  some  beggar's  haffet  squattle ; 
There  ye  may  creep,  and  sprawl,  and  sprattle 
Wi'  ither  kindred,  jumpin'  cattle, 

In  shoals  and  nations ; 
Whare  horn  nor  bane  ne'er  daur  unsettle 

Your  thick  plantations. 

Now  haud  ye  there,  ye're  out  o'  sight, 
Below  the  fatt'rils,  snug  an'  tight; 
Na,  faith  ye  yet!  ye'll  no  be  right 

Till  ye've  got  on  it, 
The  vera  tapmost,  tow'ring  height 

O'  Miss's  bonnet ! 

My  sooth !  right  bauld  ye  set  your  nose  out, 
As  plump  and  gray  as  ony  grozet; 

0  for  some  rank,  mercurial  rozet, 

Or  fell,  red  smeddum, 
I'd  gi'e  you  sic  a  hearty  doze  o't, 

Wad  dress  your  droddum ! 

1  wad  na  been  surpris'd  to  spy 
You  on  an  auld  wife's  flannen  toy; 
Or  aiblins  some  bit  duddie  boy, 

On's  wyliecoat; 
But  Miss's  fine  Lunardi!3  fie, 

How  dare  ye  do't! 


2  In  1785,  Vincent  Lunardi,  the  celebrated  aeronaut,  visited 
Scotland,  and  made  several  ascents  in  his  balloon.  His  first 
ascent  was  on  the  5th  October  from  Edinburgh.  He  after- 
wards, on  the  23d  of  November,  ascended  from  St  Andrew's 
square,  Glasgow,  before  an  immense  multitude,  and  this 
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O  Jenny,  dinna  toss  your  head, 
An'  set  your  beauties  a'  abread  ! 
Ye  little  ken  what  cursed  speed 

The  blastie's  makin' ! 
Thae  winks  and  finger-ends,  I  dread, 

Are  notice  takiu' ! 

O  wad  some  pow'r  the  giftie  gi'e  us 

To  see  oursels  as  others  see  us! 

It  wad  frae  monie  a  blunder  free  us 

And  foolish  notion : 
What  airs  in  dress  an'  gait  wad  lea'e  us, 

And  ev'n  devotion  1 


S  Sard's 


Is  there  a  whim-inspired  fool, 

Owre  fast  for  thought,  owre  hot  for  rule, 

Owre  blate  to  seek,  owre  proud  to  snool, 

Let  him  draw  near; 
And  owre  this  grassy  heap  sing  dool, 

And  drap  a  tear. 

Is  there  a  bard  of  rustic  song, 

Who,  noteless,  steals  the  crowds  among, 

That  weekly  this  area  throng, 

O,  pass  not  by! 
But,  with  a  frater-feeling  strong, 

Here,  heave  a  sigh. 

Is  there  a  man,  whose  judgment,  clear, 
Can  others  teach  the  course  to  steer, 
Yet  runs,  himself,  life's  mad  career, 

Wild  as  the  wave; 
Here  pause  —  and,  thro'  the  starting  tear, 

Survey  this  grave. 

The  poor  inhabitant  below 

Was  quick  to  learn,  and  wise  to  know, 

And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow, 

And  softer  flame, 
But  thoughtless  follies  laid  him  low, 

And  stain'd  his  name. 


allowed  to  be  one  of  the  most  splendid  balloon  flights  on  record. 
The  balloon  took  a  north-east  direction  for  about  twenty-five 
miles ;  the  wind  then  changing,  Lunardi  was  carried  south- 
east until  he  descended  near  Alemoor,  in  Selkirkshire,  having 
passed  over  a  distance  of  125  miles  in  two  hours  He  made  a 
second  ascent  from  Glasgow  on  the  5th  of  December,  but  on 
this  occasion  went  only  about  twelve  miles  north.  Those  who 
witnessed  Lunardi's  ascents  describe  them  as  very  different 
from  the  slow  ascents  of  the  present  day.  He  literally  went 
up  like  a  sky-rocket!  In  compliment  to  him,  the  Scottish 
ladies  wore  what  they  called  "Lunardi  bonnets,"  to  which 
Burns  alludes  in  the  above  Terse.  They  were  made  of  gauze, 
or  thin  muslin,  extended  on  wire,  the  upper  part  representing 
the  balloon,  and  were  for  some  time  universally  fashionable. 
Lunardi  died  at  Lisbon  in  1806. 


Reader,  attend — whether  thy  soul 
Soars  fancy's  flights  beyond  the  pole 
Or  darkling  grubs  this  earthly  hole, 

In  low  pursuit ; 
Know,  prudent,  cautious  self-control 

la  wisdom's  root.1 


a  Dream.2 


Thoughts,  words,  and  deeds,  the  statute  blames  with  reason ; 
Bat  surely  dreams  were  ne'er  indicted  treason. 


ON  reading,  in  the  public  papers,  the  Laureate's3  Ode,  with 
the  other  parade  of  June  4,  1786,  the  author  was  no  sooner 
dropt  asleep  than  he  imagined  himself  transported  to  the  birth- 
day levee;  and  in  his  dreaming  fancy  made  the  following 
Address. 

GUID-MORNIN'  to  your  Majesty! 

May  Heaven  augment  your  blisses, 
On  every  new  birth-day  ye  see, 

A  humble  bardie  wishes! 
My  bardship  here,  at  your  levee, 

On  sic  a  day  as  this  is, 
Is  sure  an  uncouth  sight  to  see, 

Among  the  birth-day  dresses 

Sae  fine  this  day. 

I  see  ye're  complimented  thrang, 

By  monie  a  lord  and  lady; 
"  God  save  the  king !"  's  a  cuckoo  sang 

That's  unco  easy  said  aye; 
The  poets,  too,  a  venal  gang, 

Wi'  rhymes  weel-turn'd  and  ready, 
Wad  gar  ye  trow  ye  ne'er  do  wrang, 

But  aye  unerring  steady, 

On  sic  a  day. 


1  « Whom  did  the  Poet  intend  should  be  thought  of  as  occu- 
pying that  grave  over  which,  after  modestly  setting  forth  the 
moral  discernment  and  warm  affections  of  the  "  poor  inhabi- 
tant," it  is  supposed  to  be  inscribed  that 

"  Thoughtless  follies  laid  him  low, 

And  stained  his  name  " — 

Who  but  himself— himself  anticipating  the  too  probable  termi- 
nation of  his  own  course?  Here  is  a  sincere  and  solemn 
avowal— a  public  declaration  from  his  own  will— a  confession 
at  once  devout,  poetical,  and  human— a  history  in  the  shape  of 
a  prophecy !  What  more  was  required  of  the  biographer  than 
to  have  put  his  seal  to  the  writing,  testifying  that  the  forebod- 
ing had  been  realized,  and  the  record  was  authentic?'  — 
WORDSWORTH. 

2  It  is  said,  that  this  poem  injured  Burns  at  court— at  least, 
prevented  the  then  existing  administration  from  recommend- 
ing him  to  the  patronage  of  royalty.    Some  of  his  friends, 
fearing  this,  endeavoured  to  persuade  him  to  keep  it  out  of 
the  Edinburgh  edition ;  but  in  vain.     We  cannot  see  why  the 
poem  should  have  giveu  offence  to  any  but  fools.     It  displays 
throughout  an  affectionate  loyalty,  mingled  up  with  the  sound- 
est observation ;  and  this  should  have  gone  far  to  excuse  the 
homeliness  of  its  address. 

3  Thomas  Wharton  was  then  poet-laureate. 
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For  me !  before  a  monarch's  face, 

Ev'n  there  I  winna  flatter; 
For  neither  pension,  post,  nor  place, 

Am  I  your  humble  debtor: 
So,  nae  reflection  on  your  grace, 

Your  kingship  to  bespatter; 
There's  monie  waur  been  o'  the  race, 

And  aiblins  ane  been  better 

Than  you  this  day. 

'Tis  very  true,  my  sov'reign  king, 

My  skill  may  weel  be  doubted : 
But  facts  are  chiels  that  winna  ding, 

An'  downa  be  disputed: 
Your  royal  nest,  beneath  your  wing, 

Is  e'en  right  reft  an'  clouted, 
And  now  the  third  part  of  the  string, 

An'  less,  will  gang  about  it 

Than  did  ae  day. 1 

Far  be't  frae  me  that  I  aspire 

To  blame  your  legislation, 
Or  say,  ye  wisdom  want,  or  fire, 

To  rule  this  mighty  nation : 
But,  faith !  I  muckle  doubt,  my  Siiv, 

Ye've  trusted  ministration 
To  chaps,  wha,  in  a  barn  or  byre, 

Wad  better  fill'd  their  station 

Than  courts  yon  day. 

And  now  ye've  gi'en  auld  Britain  peace, 

Her  broken  shins  to  plaster; 
Your  sair  taxation  does  her  fleece, 

Till  she  has  scarce  a  tester; 
For  me,  thank  God,  my  life's  a  lease, 

Nae  bargain  wearing  faster, 
Or,  faith !  I  fear,  that  wi'  the  geese, 

I  shortly  boost  to  pasture 

I'  the  craft  some  day. 

I'm  no  mistrusting  Willie  Pitt, 

When  taxes  he  enlarges, 
(An'  Will's  a  true  guid  fallow's  gett,2 

A  name  not  envy  spairges,) 
That  he  intends  to  pay  your  debt, 

An'  lessen  a'  your  charges; 
But,  G-d-sake !  let  nae  saving-fit 

Abridge  your  bonnie  barges 

An'  boats  this  day. 3 

Adieu,  my  Liege !  may  freedom  geek 
Beneath  your  high  protection; 


1  Alluding  to  the  loss  of  the  American  colonies,  formally 
given  up  at  the  close  of  the  American  war,  by  the  treaties  of 
1783. 

2  Gett— child ;  William  Pitt  being  the  son  of  the  celebrated 
Earl  of  Chatham. 

3  In  the  spring  of  1786,  a  great  deal  of  discussion  took  place 
in  the  house  of  commons  about  reducing  the  naval  force,  and 
particularly  the  giving  up  of  64-gun  ships. 


An'  may  ye  rax  corruption's  neck, 

An'  gi'e  her  for  dissection ! 
But  sin'  I'm  here,  I'll  no  neglect, 

In  loyal,  true  affection, 
To  pay  your  Queen,  with  due  respect, 

My  fealty  and  subjection 

This  great  birth-day. 

Hail!  Majesty  Most  Excellent! 

While  nobles  strive  to  please  ye, 
Will  ye  accept  a  compliment 

A  simple  bardie  gi'es  ye  ? 
Thae  bonnie  bairntime,  Heav'n  has  lent, 

Still  higher  may  they  heeze  ye 
In  bliss,  till  fate  some  day  is  sent 

For  ever  to  release  ye 

Frae  care  that  day. 

For  you,  young  potentate  of  Wales,4 

I  tell  your  Highness  fairly, 
Down  pleasure's  stream,  wi'  swelling  sails, 

I'm  tauld  ye 're  driving  rarely; 
But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails, 

An'  curse  your  folly  sairly, 
That  e'er  ye  brak  Diana's  pales, 

Or  rattl'd  dice  wi'  Charlie,5 

By  night  or  day. 

Yet  aft  a  ragged  cowt's  been  known 

To  make  a  noble  aiver; 
Sae,  ye  may  doucely  fill  a  throne, 

For  a'  their  clish-ma-claver : 
There,  him6  at  Agincourt  wha  shone, 

Few  better  were  or  braver; 
And  yet,  wi'  funny,  queer  Sir  John, 7 

He  was  an  unco  shaver 

For  monie  a  day. 

For  you,  right  rev'rend  Osnaburg,8 

Nane  sets  the  lawn-sleeve  sweeter, 
Although  a  ribban  at  your  lug 

Wad  been  a  dress  completer : 
As  ye  disown  yon  paughty  dog 

That  bears  the  keys  of  Peter, 
Then,  swith !  an'  get  a  wife  to  hug, 

Or,  troth!  ye '11  stain  the  mitre 

Some  luckless  day. 

Young,  royal  Tarry  Breeks, 9  I  learn, 
Ye've  lately  come  athwart  her ; 

A  glorious  galley, 10  stem  an'  stern, 
Weel  rigg'd  for  Venus'  barter; 


4  George  IV.,  then  Prince  of  Wales. 

5  Charles  James  Fox,  with  whom  and  other  distinguished 
Whigs  the  Prince  of  Wales  then  associated. 

6  King  Henry  V.]— B. 

7  Sir  John  Falstaff :  vide  Shakspeare.] — B. 

8  The  late  Duke  of  York,  titular  bishop  of  Osnaburg. 

9  William  IV.,  then  post-captain  in  the  royal  navy. 

10  Alluding  to  the  newspaper  account  of  a  certain  royal 
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But  first  hang  out,  that  she'll  discern 

Your  hymeneal  charter, 
Then  heave  aboard  your  grapple  aim, 

An',  large  upon  her  quarter, 

Come  full  that  day. 

Ye,  lastly,  bonnie  blossoms  a', 

Ye  royal  lasses  dainty, 
Heav'n  mak'  you  guid  as  weel  as  braw, 

An'  gi'e  you  lads  a-plenty: 
But  sneer  na  British  boys  awa', 

For  kings  are  unco  scant  aye ; 
An'  German  gentles  are  but  sma', 

They're  better  just  than  want  aye, 
On  onie  day. 

God  bless  you  a' !  consider  now, 

Ye're  unco  muckle  dautet ; 
But,  ere  the  course  o'  life  be  thro*, 

It  may  be  bitter  sautet: 
An'  I  ha'e  seen  their  coggie  fou, 

That  yet  ha'e  tarrow't  at  it; 
But  or  the  day  was  done,  I  trow, 

The  laggen  they  ha'e  clautet 

Fu'  clean  that  day. 1 


jfaretoell.2 


The  valiant  in  himself,  what  ran  he  suffer? 

Or  what  does  he  regard  his  single  woes? 

Bat  when,  alas !  he  multiplies  himself, 

To  dearer  selves,  to  the  lov'd  tender  fair. 

To  those  whose  bliss,  whose  beings  hang  npon  him, 

To  helpless  children !  then,  O  then !  he  feels 

The  point  of  misery  fest'ring1  in  his  heart, 

And  weakly  weeps  his  fortune  like  a  coward. 

Such,  such  am  I !  undone  ! 

THOMSON'S  Edward  and  Eleanora. 


FAREWELL,  old  Scotia's  bleak  domains, 
Far  dearer  than  the  torrid  plains 
Where  rich  ananas  blow ! 


Farewell,  a  mother's  blessing  dear! 
A  brother's  sigh !  a  sister's  teaH 

My  Jean's  heart-rending  throe ! 
FareweD,  my  Bess ! 3  tho'  thou'rt  bereft 

Of  my  parental  care ; 
A  faithful  brother  I  have  left, 
My  part  in  him  thoult  share ! 
Adieu  too,  to  you  too, 

My  Smith,4  my  bosom  frien'; 
When  kindly  you  mind  me, 
Oh  then  befriend  my  Jean! 

What  bursting  anguish  tears  my  heart ! 
From  thee,  my  Jeannie,  must  I  part ! 
Thou,  weeping,  answ'rest,  "No!" 
Alas!  misfortune  stares  my  face, 
And  points  to  ruin  and  disgrace, 

I,  for  thy  sake,  must  go ! 
Thee,  Hamilton  and  Aiken5  dear, 

A  grateful,  warm  adieu ! 
I,  with  a  much-indebted  tear, 
Shall  still  remember  you ! 
All-hail  then,  the  gale  then, 

Wafts  me  from  thee,  dear  shore! 
It  rustles,  and  whistles — 
I'll  never  see  thee  more! 


a  $raser, 

LBrr,  BY  THB  AUTHOR,  AT  A  REVEREND  FRIEND'S  HOUSE, 
IN  THB  ROOM  WHERE  HE  SLEPT.  6 

O  THOU  dread  Pow'r,  who  reign'st  above ! 

I  know  thou  wilt  me  hear, 
When,  for  this  scene  of  peace  and  love, 

I  make  my  pray'r  sincere. 

3  The  Poet's  illegitimate  daughter. 

4  James  Smith,  merchant,  in  Mauchline— the  same  person  to 
whom  one  of  the  Poet's  best  Epistles  is  addressed. 

5  Gavin  Hamilton,  Esq.,  and  Robert  Aiken,  Esq.    These 
gentlemen  were  at  this  period  the  chief  advisers  and  patrons  of 
the  Poet. 

6  The  reverend  friend  here  meant  was  Dr  George  Lawrio, 
minister  of  Loudonn  in  Ayrshire,  who  was  so  instrumental, 


1  -Few  of  the  commentators  have  ventured  to  discuss  the  in  ,729j  ordained  minister  of  Loudoun  in  1764,  and  died  in  1799. 

nerits  of  "  The  Dream."    They  are  of  a  high  order— the  gaiety  He  wag  distinguished  as  an  able  and  eloquent  preacher,  an  ao- 

ns  well  as  tho  keenness  of  the  satire,  and  the  vehement  rapidity  j  tive  KoA  influential  member  of  the  church  courts,  and  as  an 

of  the  verse,  are  not  the  only  attractions.    Even  the  prose  in-  j  affectionate  pastor,  unceasing  in  his  endeavours  to  promote  thp 

troduction  is  sarcastic:  the  Poet,  on  reading  the  laureate's  Ode,  temporal  and  spiritual  interests  of  his  numerous  flock.    He  had 


fell  asleep— a  likely  consequence,  for  the  birth-day  strains  of     a  fine  ^ste  in  polite  literature,  and  had  studied  in  a  particular 
these  times  were  something  of  the  dullest.'— ALLAN  C  INNING-  i  manner  the  early  poetry  and  music  of  the  Celtic  tribes  residing 

in  Scotland  and  Ireland.  He  was  an  intimate  friend  of  Prin- 
cipal Robertson,  Dr  Hugh  Blair,  Dr  James  Macknight,  Dr 
Blacklock,  and  several  other  eminent  members  of  the  republic 
of  letters  in  his  own  day,— in  itself  no  equivocal  criterion  of  his 
talents  and  acquirements,  as  well  as  of  his  principles  and  tastes. 
DrLawrie  married  Mary,  daughter  of  the  learned  Dr  Archi- 
bald Campbell,  Professor  of  Church  History  in  the  Mew  College 


HAM. 

2  '  The  Farewell"  bears  internal  evidence  of  the  period  of  its 
composition.  The  darkening  fortunes  of  the  Poet  pointed  to 
the  West  Indies  as  the  only  means  of  escape.  It  appears  to 
have  been  written  among  the  earliest  of  the  series  of  heart- 
stirring  poems  relating  to  his  West  Indian  scheme.  The  affec- 
tionate reference  to  Jean  Armour,  and  to  Aiken — who,  the 

Poet  thought,  interfered  more  in  his  quarrel  with  the  Armours  '  of  St  Andrews.     A  numerous  offspring  blessed  the  union,  and 
than  became  him— sufficiently  attest  this.  I  the  manse  at  St  Margaret's  Hill  was  the  home  of  one  of  the 
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Tlie  hoary  sire — the  mortal  stroke, 
Long,  long,  be  pleas'd  to  spare ! 

To  bless  his  little  filial  flock, 
And  show  what  good  men  are. 

She,  who  her  lovely  offspring  eyes 

With  tender  hopes  and  fears, 
O,  bless  her  with  a  mother's  joys, 

But  spare  a  mother's  tears! 

Their  hope,  their  stay,  their  darling  youth, 

In  manhood's  dawning  blush; 
Bless  him,  thou  God  of  love  and  truth, 

Up  to  a  parent's  wish! 

The  beauteous,  seraph  sister-band, 

With  earnest  tears  I  pray, 
Thou  know'st  the  snares  on  ev'ry  hand, 

Guide  thou  their  steps  alway ! 

When  soon  or  late  they  reach  that  coast, 
O'er  life's  rough  ocean  driven, 

May  they  rejoice,  no  wand'rer  lost, 
A  family  in  Heaven ! 


&  Drtrfrntfon. 

TO  GAVIN  HAMILTON,  ESQ.1 

EXPECT  na,  Sir,  in  this  narration, 
A  fleechin,  fleth'rin  dedication, 
To  roose  you  up,  an'  ca'  you  guid, 
An'  sprung  o'  great  an'  noble  bluid, 
Because  ye're  surnam'd  like  his  grace, 
Perhaps  related  to  the  race ; 


happiest  of  families.  Burns,  chancing  to  become  acquainted 
with  DrLawrie,  here  first  saw  and  tasted  the  more  refined  in- 
tellectual and  elegant  enjoyments  of  social  life,  and  here  some 
of  the  finer  susceptibilities  of  his  extraordinary  mind  were  first 
awakened  and  indulged.  Gilbert  Burns  says — '  The  first  time 
Robert  heard  the  spinnet  played  was  at  the  house  of  DrLawrie, 
minister  of  Loudoun.  .  .  Dr  Lawrie  has  several  accom- 
plished daughters ;  one  of  them  played  the  spinnet ;  the  father 
and  mother  led  down  the  dance ;  the  rest  of  the  sisters,  the 
brother,  the  poet,  and  the  other  guests,  mixed  in  it.  It  was  a 
delightful  family  scene  for  our  poet,  then  lately  introduced  to 
the  world.  His  mind  was  roused  to  a  poetic  enthusiasm,  and 
the  stanzas  were  left  in  the  room  where  he  slept.' 

Dr  Archibald  Lawrie,  the  son  of  DrLawrie,  who  succeeded 
Jiis  father  as  minister  of  Loudoun,  remembered  the  morning 
following  the  evening  described  by  Gilbert  Burns.  The  family 
were  waiting  breakfast:  Burns  had  not  come  down.  Young 
Mr  Lawrie  was  sent  up  stairs  to"  see  what  detained  him.  He 
met  him  coming  down  'Well,  Mr  Burns,  how  did  you  sleep 
last  night?'  •  Sleep,  my  young  friend !  I  have  scarcely  slept 
at  all —  I  have  been  praying  all  night.  If  you  go  up  to  the  room, 
you  will  find  my  prayers  on  the  table.'  Mr  Lawrie  did  so,  and 
found  the  •  Verses  left  at  the  house  of  a  Reverend  Friend,'  the 
original  of  which  is  now  regarded  as  an  heir-loom  in  the  family, 
and  is  at  present  carefully  kept  by  Dr  ArchibaldLawrie's  eldest 
daughter. 

1  See  a  previous  Note  (p.  C6.),  in  which  an  account  of  this 
early  friend  of  Burns  is  given. 

2  The  Duke  of  Hamilton. 


Then  when  I'm  tir'd — and  sae  are  ye, 
Wi'  mony  a  fulsome,  sinfu'  lie, 
Set  up  a  face,  how  I  stop  short, 
For  fear  your  modesty  be  hurt. 

This  may  do — maun  do,  Sir,  wi'  them  wha 
Maun  please  the  great  folk  for  a  wamefou; 
For  me !  sae  laigh  I  needna  bow, 
For,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  plough; 
And  when  I  downa  yoke  a  naig, 
Then,  Lord  be  thankit,  I  can  beg; 
Sae  I  shall  say,  an'  that's  nae  flatt'rin, 
It's  just  sic  poet,  an'  sic  patron. 

The  Poet,  some  guid  angel  help  him, 
Or  else,  I  fear  some  ill  ane  skelp  him, 
He  may  do  weel  for  a'  he's  done  yet, 
But  only  he's  no  just  begun  yet. 

The  Patron,  (Sir,  ye  maun  forgi'e  me, 
I  winna  lie,  come  what  will  o'  me) 
On  ev'ry  hand  it  will  allow'd  be, 
He's  just — nae  better  than  he  should  be. 

I  readily  and  freely  grant, 

He  downa  see  a  poor  man  want ; 

What's  no  his  ain  he  winna  tak'  it, 

What  ance  he  says  he  winna  break  it; 

Ought  he  can  lend  he'll  no  refus't, 

Till  aft  his  guidness  is  abus'd; 

And  rascals  whyles  that  do  him  wrang, 

Ev'n  that,  he  does  na  mind  it  lang : 

As  master,  landlord,  husband,  father, 

He  does  na  fail  Ms  part  in  either. 

But  then,  nae  thanks  to  him  for  a'  that; 
Nae  godly  symptom  ye  can  ca'  that; 
It's  naething  but  a  milder  feature, 
Of  our  poor,  sinfu',  corrupt  nature : 
Yell  get  the  best  o'  moral  works, 
'Mang  black  Gentoos  and  pagan  Turks, 
Or  hunters  wild  on  Ponotaxi, 
Wha  never  heard  of  orthodoxy. 
That  he's  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 
The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed, 3 
It's  no  thro'  terror  of  d-mn-tion; 
It's  just  a  carnal  inclination. 

Morality,  thou  deadly  bane, 
Thy  tens  o'  thousands  thou  hast  slain ! 
Vain  is  his  hope,  whose  stay  and  trust  is 
In  moral  mercy,  truth,  and  justice ! 

No — stretch  a  point  to  catch  a  plack; 
Abuse  a  brother  to  his  back; 


3  See  him  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need 
The  gentleman  in  word  an'  deed- 

Epis 
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Steal  thro'  a  winnock  frae  a  wh-rc, 
But  point  the  rake  that  taks  the  door; 
Be  to  the  poor  like  onie  whunstane, 
And  haud  their  noses  to  the  grunstane; 
Ply  ev'ry  art  o'  legal  thieving ; 
No  matter — stick  to  sound  believing ! 

Learn  three-mile  pray'rs,  and  lialf-mile  graces, 
Wi'  weel-spread  looves,  an'  laug  wry  faces ; 
Grunt  up  a  solemn,  lengthen 'd  groan, 
And  damn  a'  parties  but  your  own; 
111  warrant  then,  ye 're  nae  deceiver, 
A  steady,  sturdy,  staunch  believer. 

0  ye  wha  leave  the  springs  of  Calvin, 
For  gumlie  dubs  of  your  ain  delvin ! 
Ye  sons  of  heresy  and  error, 

Ye'll  some  day  squeel  in  quaking  terror ! 
When  Vengeance  draws  the  sword  in  wrath, 
And  in  the  fire  throws  the  sheath; 
When  Ruin,  with  his  sweeping  besom, 
Just  frets  till  Heaven  commission  gie's  him : 
While  o'er  the  harp  pale  Mis'ry  moans, 
And  strikes  the  ever-deep'ning  tones, 
Still  louder  shrieks,  and  heavier  groans ! 

Your  pardon,  Sir,  for  this  digression, 

1  maist  forgat  my  dedication ; 
But  when  divinity  comes  cross  me, 
My  readers  still  are  sure  to  lose  me. 

So,  Sir,  ye  see  'twas  nae  daft  vapour, 
But  I  maturely  thought  it  proper, 
When  a'  my  works  I  did  review, 
To  dedicate  them,  Sir,  to  you : 
Because  (ye  need  na  tak"  it  ill) 
I  thought  them  something  like  yourseP. 

Then  patronise  them  wi'  your  favour, 

And  your  petitioner  shall  ever — 

I  had  amaist  said,  ever  pray, 

But  that's  a  word  I  need  na  say : 

For  prayin'  I  ha'e  little  skill  o't; 

I'm  baith  dead-sweer,  an'  wretched  ill  o't ; 

But  I'se  repeat  each  poor  man's  pray'r, 

That  kens  or  hears  about  you,  Sir — 

"  May  ne'er  misfortune's  gowling  bark, 
Howl  tliro'  the  dwelling  o'  the  Clerk ! 
May  ne'er  his  gen'rous,  honest  heart, 
For  that  same  gen'rous  spirit  smart ! 
May  Kennedy's  far-honour 'd  name ' 
Lang  beet  his  hymeneal  flame, 
Till  Hamiltons,  at  least  a  dizen, 
Are  frae  their  nuptial  labours  risen: 


1  Mr  Hamilton's  wife  was  a  daughter  of  Kennedy  of  Daljer- 
rok :  his  own  father  wa»  a  son  of  Hamilton  o»  Kype,  in  Lanark- 
eliire. 


Five  bonnie  lasses  round  their  table, 
And  seven  braw  fellows,  stout  an'  able 
To  serve  their  king  and  country  weel, 
By  word,  or  pen,  or  pointed  steel ! 
May  health  and  peace,  with  mutual  rays, 
Shine  on  the  evening  o'  his  days; 
Till  his  wee  curlie  John's  ier-oe, 
When  ebbing  life  nae  mair  shall  flow, 
The  last,  sad,  mournful  rites  bestow ! " 

I  will  not  wind  a  lang  conclusion, 

Wi'  complimentary  effusion: 

But  whilst  your  wishes  and  endeavours 

Are  blest  with  fortune's  smiles  and  favours, 

I  am,  dear  Sir,  with  zeal  most  fervent, 

Your  much  indebted,  humble  servant. 

But  if  (which  Pow'rs  above  prevent!) 

That  iron-hearted  carl,  Want, 

Attended  in  his  grim  advances, 

By  sad  mistakes,  and  black  mischances, 

While  hopes,  and  joys,  and  pleasures  fly  him, 

Make  you  as  poor  a  dog  as  I  am, — 

Your  humble  servant  then  no  more ; 

For  who  would  humbly  serve  the  poor  ? 

But,  by  a  poor  man's  hopes  in  Heaven ! 

While  recollection's  power  is  given, 

If,  in  the  vale  of  humble  life, 

The  victim  sad  of  fortune's  strife, 

I,  thro'  the  tender  gushing  tear, 

Should  recognize  my  master  dear, 

If  friendless,  low,  we  meet  together, 

Then,  Sir,  your  hand — my  friend  and  brother.2 


Cfie 


OCCASIONED  BY  THR  rNFORTTNATB  ISSUE  OF  A 
FRIEND'S  AMOUR. 


Alas !  how  oft  does  goodness  wound  itself. 
And  sweet  affection  prove  the  spring  of  woe. 

HOME. 


O  THOU  pale  orb,  that  silent  sliines, 

While  care-untroubled  mortals  sleep ! 
Thou  seest  a  wretch  that  inly  pines, 

And  wanders  here  to  wail  and  weep! 
With  woe  I  nightly  vigils  keep, 

Beneath  thy  wan  unwarming  beam ; 
And  mourn,  in  lamentation  deep, 

How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dream. 


2  '  The  epistles  of  Bums,  in  which  may  be  included  his  dedica. 
tion  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  Esq.,  discover  like  his  other  writings 
the  powers  of  his  superior  understanding.  They  display  deep 
insight  into  human  nature,  a  g«y  and  happy  strain  of  reflerti"ii, 
great  independence  of  sentiment,  and  generosity  of  heart.'— 
CDRKIE. 
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I  joyless  view  thy  rays  adorn 

The  faintly-marked  distant  hill : 
I  joyless  view  thy  trembling  horn, 

Reflected  in  the  gurgling  rill : 
My  fondly-fluttering  heart,  be  still ! 

Thou  busy  pow'r,  Remembrance,  cease ! 
Ah !  must  the  agonizing  thrill 

For  ever  bar  returning  peace ! 

No  idly-feign'd  poetic  pains 

My  sad,  lore-lorn  lamentings  claim ; 
No  shepherd's  pipe — Arcadian  strains ; 

No  fabled  tortures,  quaint  and  tame : 
The  plighted  faith;  the  mutual  flame; 

The  oft-attested  pow'rs  above; 
The  promis'd  Father's  tender  name: 

These  were  the  pledges  of  my  love ! 

Encircled  in  her  clasping  arms, 

How  have  the  raptur'd  moments  flown ! 
How  have  I  wish'd  for  fortune's  charms, 

For  her  dear  sake,  and  hers  alone ! 
And  must  I  think  it  ? — is  she  gone, 

My  secret  heart's  exulting  boast  ? 
And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groan  ? 

And  is  she  ever,  ever  lost  ? 

Oh!  can  she  bear  so  base  a  heart, 

So  lost  to  honour,  lost  to  truth, 
As  from  the  fondest  lover  part, 

The  plighted  husband  of  her  youth! 
Alas!  life's  path  may  be  unsmooth, 

Her  way  may  lie  thro'  rough  distress ! 
Then  who  her  pangs  and  pains  will  soothe, 

Her  sorrows  share,  and  make  them  less  ? 

Ye  winged  hours  that  o'er  us  past, 

Enraptur'd  more,  the  more  enjoy'd, 
Your  dear  remembrance  in  my  breast, 

My  fondly-treasur'd  thoughts  employ'd. 
That  breast  how  dreary  now,  and  void, 

For  her  too  scanty  once  of  room ! 
Ev'n  ev'ry  ray  of  hope  destroy'd, 

And  not  a  wish  to  gild  the  gloom ! 

The  morn,  that  warns  th'  approaching  day, 

Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  woe : 
I  see  the  hours  in  long  array, 

That  I  must  suffer,  lingering,  slow. 
Full  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  throe, 

Keen  recollection's  direful  train, 
Must  wring  my  soul,  ere  Phoebus,  low, 

Shall  kiss  the  distant,  western  main. 

And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 
Sore-harass'd  out  with  care  and  grief, 

My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-worn  eye, 
Keep  watchings  with  the  nightly  thief: 


Or  if  I  slumber,  fancy,  chief, 

Reigns  haggard-wild,  in  sore  affright : 
Ev'n  day,  all-bitter,  brings  relief, 

From  such  a  horror-breathing  night. 


O !  thou  bright  queen,  who  o'er  th'  expanse, 

Now  highest  reign'st,  with  boundless  sway ! 
Oft  has  thy  silent-marking  glance 

Observ'd  us,  fondly-wand'ring,  stray ! 
The  tune,  unheeded,  sped  away, 

While  love's  luxurious  pulse  beat  high, 
Beneath  thy  silver-gleaming  ray, 

To  mark  the  mutual  kindling  eye. 

Oh !  scenes  in  strong  remembrance  set ! 

Scenes,  never,  never,  to  return ! 
Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget, 

Again  I  feel,  again  I  burn! 
From  ev'ry  joy  and  pleasure  torn, 

Life's  weary  vale  I'll  wander  thro' : 
And  hopeless,  comfortless,  I'll  mourn 

A  faithless  woman's  broken  vow. ! 


1  This  poem,  though  said  to  be  written  on  the  unfortunate 
issue  of  a  friend's  amour,  was  in  reality  the  result  of  the  poet's 
own  personal  feelings,  during  that  most  unhappy  passage  of  his 
life,  in  the  early  part  of  178C,  when  Jean  Armour  was  forced 
by  her  parents  to  discard  him,  and  to  destroy  the  private  nup- 
tial engagement  or  marriage  lines  that  had  passed  between 
them.  The  misery  into  which  this  plunged  the  poet  exceeded 
any  thing  he  suffered  in  after  life,  as  may  be  abundantly  shown 
from  his  poems  and  letters ;  and  it  is  curious  to  reflect,  that  his 
works  were  passing  through  the  Kilmarnock  press  at  this  very 
time,  in  the  midst  of  his  affliction,  with  no  other  view  or  ambi- 
tion on  his  part,  than  that  of  obtaining  a  small  sum  of  money 
to  carry  him  to  the  West  Indies.  In  one  of  his  letters  to  Mr 
David  Bryce  of  Glasgow,  dated  June  12th,  178G,  he  says:  'I 
am  still  in  the  land  of  the  living,  though  I  can  scarcely  say  in 
the  place  of  hope.  What  poor  ill-advised  Jean  thinks  of  her 
conduct,  I  don't  know,  but  one  thing  I  do  know — she  has  made 
me  completely  miserable.  Never  a  man  loved,  or  rather 
adored,  a  woman  more  than  I  did  her ;  and.  to  confess  a  truth 
between  you  and  me,  I  do  still  love  her  to  distraction  after  all. 
My  poor  dear  unfortunate  Jean !  May  Almighty  God  forgive 
her  ingratitude  and  perjury  to  me,  as  I  from  my  very  soul  for- 
give her;  and  may  his  grace  be  with  her  and  bless  her  in  all  her 
future  life !  I  can  have  no  nearer  idea  of  the  place  of  eternal 
punishment  than  what  I  have  felt  in  my  own  breast  on  her  ac- 
count. .  .  And  now  for  a  grand  cure :  the  ship  is  on  her  way 
home  that  is  to  take  me  out  to  Jamaica :  and  then,  farewell, 
dear  old  Scotland  !  and  farewell,  dear  ungrateful  Jean !  for 
never,  never  will  I  see  you  more'.'  Burns  afterwards,  it  is 
pleasing  to  know,  was  fully  assured,  that  his  own  Jean,  though 
yielding  for  a  time  to  the  dictation  of  her  stern  and  bigotted 
parents,  was  never  unfaithful  in  her  heart  to  the  poet,  nor  in- 
deed can  we  conceive  how  she  could  be  towards  one  whose 
powers  of  fascination  over  the  female  sex  were  never  surpassed, 
and  who  had  already  sung  her  praise  in  such  undying  strains. 

Many,  we  believe,  hold  an  opinion,  that  Burns's  attachment 
to  '  Highland  Mary'  was  of  a  stronger  kind  than  that  which  ho 
entertained  towards  the  wife  of  his  bosom.  But  the  earlier, 
we  rather  think,  though  more  sentimental,  was  less  passionate 
than  the  later  attachment ;  and,  not  to  speak  of  many  passages 
in  his  letters  which  go  to  prove  this,  'The  Lament,'  given 
above,  shows  a  reality,  an  intensity,  an  earnestness  of  affection 
beyond  any  thing  he  has  written — beyond  even  his  own  exquisite 
Address  to  Mary  in  Heaven. 


74 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


Co  Ixttin. 

ALL  hail!  inexorable  lord! 

At  whose  destruction-breathing  word, 

The  mightiest  empires  fall! 
Thy  cruel  woe-delighted  train, 
The  ministers  of  grief  and  pain, 

A  sullen  welcome,  all ! 
With  stern-resolv'd,  despairing  eye, 

I  see  each  aimed  dart; 
For  one  has  cut  my  dearest  tie, 
And  quivers  in  my  heart. 
Then  low'ring,  and  pouring, 

The  storm  no  more  I  dread; 
Tho'  thick'ning  and  black'ning, 
Round  my  devoted  head. 

And,  thou  grim  pow'r,  by  life  abhorr'd, 
While  life  a  pleasure  can  afford, 

Oh !  hear  a  wretch's  pray'r ! 
No  more  I  shrink  appall'd,  afraid; 
I  court,  I  beg  thy  friendly  aid, 
To  close  this  scene  of  care ! 
When  shall  my  soul  in  silent  peace, 

Resign  life's  joyless  day; 
My  weary  heart  its  throbbing  cease, 
Cold  mould 'ring  in  the  clay  ? 
No  fear  more,  no  tear  more, 
To  stain  my  lifeless  face; 
Enclasped,  and  grasped 
Within  thy  cold  embrace  ? l 


Hinrs  torttten  on  a  Eanfe  Note 

WAE  worth  thy  power,  thou  cursed  leaf, 

Fell  source  o'  a'  my  woe  and  grief: 

For  lack  o'  thee  I've  lost  my  lass, 

For  lack  o'  thee  I  scrimp  my  glass. 

I  see  the  children  of  affliction 

Unaided,  through  thy  curs'd  restriction. 

I've  seen  the  oppressor's  cruel  smile 

Amid  his  hapless  victim's  spoil, 

And,  for  thy  potence,  vainly  wish'd 

To  crush  the  villain  in  the  dust. 

For  lack  o'  thee  I  leave  this  much  loved  shore, 

Never,  perhaps,  to  greet  old  Scotland  more. 


1  « The  views  of  human  life  which  Burns  habitually  indulged 
were  dark  and  cheerless  ;  and  in  those  hours  of  depression  to 
which  all  are  occasionally  subject,  or  under  the  pressure  of 
misfortunes,  of  which  we  are  always  ready  to  shift  the  blame 
from  ourselves  by  charging  it  to  the  treachery  or  injustice  of 
the  world,  we  shall  acknowledge  the  fidelity  with  which  our 
feelings  have  been  expressed  by  the  bard  in  the  "  Lament,"  in 
"  Despondency,"  and  in  those  pathetic  reflections  on  the  fuga- 
city  of  pleasure  which  are  scattered  through  his  writings,  and 
which  he  is  unable  to  suppress  even  in  the  liveliest  posies  of  his 
genius.'— PROFESSOR  WALKER. 


©n  a  Scotclj 


GONE  TO  THE  WEST  INDIES. 

A'  YE  wha  live  by  sowps  o'  drink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  by  crambo-clink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  and  never  think, 

Come  mourn  wi'  me! 
Our  billie's  gi'en  us  a'  a  jink, 

An*  owre  the  sea- 

Lament  him  a'  ye  rantin'  core, 
Wha  dearly  like  a  random  splore, 
Nae  mair  hell  join  the  merry  roar, 

In  social  key; 
For  now  he's  ta'en  anither  shore, 

An'  owre  the  sea. 

The  bonnie  lasses  weel  may  wiss  him, 
And  hi  their  dear  petitions  place  him, 
The  widows,  wives,  an'  a'  may  bless  him, 

Wi'  tearfu'  e'e; 
For  weel  I  wat  theyll  sairly  miss  him 

That's  owre  the  sea. 

O  Fortune,  they  ha'e  room  to  grumble  ! 
Hadst  thou  ta'en  aff  some  drowsy  bummle, 
Wha  can  do  nought  but  fyke  an'  fumble, 

'Twad  been  nae  plea; 
But  he  was  gleg  as  ony  wumble, 

That's  owre  the  sea. 

Auld  cantie  Kyle  may  weepers  wear, 
An'  stain  them  wi'  the  saut,  saut  tear; 
'Twill  mak'  her  poor  auld  heart,  I  fear, 

In  flinders  flee  ; 
He  was  her  laureate  monie  a  year, 

That's  owre  the  sea. 

He  saw  misfortune's  cauld  nor-wast 
Lang  mustering  up  a  bitter  blast; 
A  jillet  brak  his  heart  at  last, 

111  may  she  be  ! 
So  took  a  berth  afore  the  mast, 

An'  owre  the  sea. 

To  tremble  under  Fortune's  cummock, 
On  scarce  a  bellyfu'  o'  drummock, 
Wi'  his  proud,  independent  stomach, 

Could  ill  agree  ; 
So,  row't  his  hurdies  in  a  hammock, 

An'  owre  the  sea. 


3  This  was  written  on  himself  in  1786,  in  anticipation  of  his 
departure  for  the  West  Indies.  In  one  MS.  copy  in  the  au- 
thor's hand-writing,  the  line  in  the  first  verse, 

•  Our  billie's  gi'en  us  a'  a  jink,' 
stands  thus : 

•  Our  billie,  Rob,  has  ta'en  a  jink.' 
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He  ne'er  was  gi'en  to  great  misguiding, 
Yet  coin  his  pouches  wad  na  bide  in; 
Wi'  him  it  ne'er  was  under  hiding; 

He  dealt  it  free: 
The  muse  was  a'  that  he  took  pride  in, 

That's  owre  the  sea. 

Jamaica  bodies,  use  him  weel, 

An'  hap  him  in  a  cozie  biel : 

Ye '11  find  him  aye  a  dainty  chiel, 

And  fou'  o'  glee; 
He  wad  na  wrang  the  vera  deil, 

That's  owre  the  sea. 

Fareweel,  my  rhyme-composing-billie ! 
Your  native  soil  was  right  ill-willie ; 
But  may  you  flourish  like  a  lily, 

Now  bonnilie ! 
I'll  toast  ye  in  my  hindmost  gillie, 

Tho'  owre  the  sea. 


to  an  ©ttr 


AFTER  HER  MARRIAGE. 

WRITTEN  ON  THE  BLANK  LEAF  OF  A  COPY  OF  HIS  POEMS, 
PRESENTED  TO  THE  LADY. 

ONCE  fondly  lov'd,  and  still  remember'd  dear; 

Sweet  early  object  of  my  youthful  vows  ! 
Accept  this  mark  of  friendship,  warm,  sincere,— 

Friendship  !  'tis  all  cold  duty  now  allows. 

And  when  you  read  the  simple,  artless  rhymes, 
One  friendly  sigh  for  him  —  he  asks  no  more,- 

Who  distant  burns  in  flaming  torrid  climes, 
Or  haply  lies  beneath  th'  Atlantic  roar. 


TO  THE  REV.  JAMES  STEVEN, 

On  his  text,  Malachi  ch.  iv.  2.    "  And  they  shall  go  forth,  and 
grow  up,  like  calves  of  the  stall."  1 

RIGHT,  Sir !  your  text  I'll  prove  it  true, 

Though  heretics  may  laugh ; 
For  instance,  there's  yourseF  just  now, 

God  knows,  an  unco  calf! 


I  The  Rev.  Hamilton  Paul  seems  to  think,  that  the  clergy- 
man who  should  choose  such  an  out-of-the-way  text  for  a 
sermon  deserved  the  lash  of  the  satirist.  '  The  Bible,'  he  says, 
'contains  such  a  variety  of  sublime,  beautiful,  and  pathetic 
passages,  that  preachers  can  never  be  at  a  loss  for  unexception- 
able texts ;  and  to  choose  a  queer  text,  out  of  affectation  of 
singularity,  a  love  of  popular  admiration,  or  a  desire  of  display- 
ing great  talents  by  bringing  the  gospel  out  of  any  thing,  is  to 
expose  themselves  to  ridicule,  and  bring  religion  into  disgrace. 
We  can  by  no  means  commend  the  honest  Dissenter,  who,  at 
the  dispensation  of  the  most  solemn  service  of  our  holy  reli- 


And  should  some  patron  be  so  kind, 

As  bless  you  wi'  a  kirk, 
I  doubt  na,  Sir,  but  then  we'll  find, 

Ye 're  still  as  great  a  stirk. 

But,  if  the  lover's  raptur'd  hour 

Shall  ever  be  your  lot, 
Forbid  it,  ev'ry  heavenly  power, 

You  e'er  should  be  a  stot! 

Tho',  when  some  kind,  connubial  dear, 

Your  but-and-ben  adorns, 
The  like  has  been  that  you  may  wear 

A  noble  head  of  horns. 

And  in  your  lug,  most  reverend  James, 

To  hear  you  roar  and  rowte, 
Few  men  o'  sense  will  doubt  your  claims 

To  rank  amang  the  nowte. 

And  when  ye're  number'd  wi'  the  dead, 

Below  a  grassy  hillock, 
Wi'  justice  they  may  mark  your  head — 

"Here  lies  a  famous  bullock!"2 

gion,  chose,  as  the  ground  of  his  action-sermon,  the  following 
passage :  "  A  bell  and  a  pomegranate — a  bell  and  a  pomegra- 
nate round  about  the  hem  of  the  robe."    One  of  his  elders 
afterwards  thus  addressed  him :  "  Sir,  yon  was  a  droll  text,  but 
you  brought  the  gospel  out  o't."    Such  instances  of  vicious 
taste  are  fair  game  for  poetical  reprehension,  for,  says  the  bard, 
"Whether  the  charmer  sinner  it  or  saint  it, 
If  folly  grows  romantic,  I  must  paint  it." ' 

2  The  poem  of '  The  Calf,'  though  written  almost  extempore, 
is  perhaps  the  most  finished  of  all  the  author's  productions. 
Nothing  could  be  added  to  it,  and  nothing  taken  away. 
Although  the  satire  is  merciless  to  the  last  degree,  it  was  pro- 
duced under  accidental  circumstances,  without  any  personal 
feeling.  Gilbert  Burns  tells  us,  that  '  the  Poet  had  been  with 
Mr  Gavin  Hamilton  in  the  morning,  who  said  jocularly  to  him, 
when  he  was  going  to  church,  in  allusion  to  the  injunction  of 
some  parents  to  their  children,  that  he  must  be  sure  to  bring 
him  a  note  of  the  sermon  at  mid-day :  this  address  to  the  rev- 
erend gentleman  on  his  text  was  accordingly  produced."  The 
Poet's  own  account  is  somewhat  different:  'The  poem  was 
nearly  an  extemporaneous  production  on  a  wager  with  Mr 
Hamilton,  that  I  would  not  produce  a  poem  on  the  subject  in 
a  given  time.'  The  preacher  was  afterwards  minister  of  the 
Scots  church.  Crown  court,  Covent  Garden,  London;  and 
ultimately  minister  of  Kihvinning  in  Ayrshire.  A  portrait  of 
him  will  be  found  in  the  Evangelical  Magazine  for  May,  1794. 
The  name  of '  The  Calf  stuck  to  him  through  life.  In  a  letter 
to  Burns  from  his  younger  brother,  who  died  in  London,  we 
find  this  passage,  dated  21st  March,  1790: — 'We  were  at 
Covent  Garden  chapel  this  forenoon  to  hear  the  Calf  preacli : 
he  is  grown  very  fat,  and  is  as  boisterous  as  ever.' 
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Cam  Samson's 


An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God. 

POPB. 

HAS  auld  Kilmarnock2  seen  the  deil? 
Or  great  Mackiiilay 3  thrawn  his  heel  ? 
Or  Robinson4  again  grown  weel, 

To  preach  an'  read  ? 
"Na,  waur  than  a'!"  cries  ilka  cliiel, 

Tam  Samson's  •>  dead! 

Kilmarnock  lang  may  grunt  an'  grane, 

An'  sigh,  an'  sab,  an'  greet  her  lane, 

An'  deed  her  bairns,  man,  wife,  an'  weau, 

In  mourning  weed ; 
To  death,  she's  dearly  paid  the  kane, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 


1  Mr  Thomas  Samson,  one  of  the  early  friends  of  Burns,  was 
n  respectable  nurseryman  and  seedsman  in  Kilmarnork,  much 
addicted  to  sporting  with  the  gun.  The  origin  of  the  elegy  is 
explained  by  Burns  himself  in  a  note.  Mr  Samson  died  in 
reality  on  the  12th  December,  1795,  aged  seventy-two — nearly 
ten  years  after  his  elegy  was  written.  On  his  grave-stone  at 
the  west  end  of  the  church  at  Kilmarnock,  is  inscribed,  verba- 
tim, the  Epitaph  which  Burns  had  prepared  for  him  so  long 
before. 


The  brethren  of  the  mystic  level 
May  hing  their  head  in  woefu'  bevel, 
While  by  their  nose  the  tears  will  revel, 

Like  ony  bead; 
Death's  gi'en  the  lodge  an  unco  devel : 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

When  winter  muffles  up  his  cloak, 
And  binds  the  mire  up  like  a  rock ; 
When  to  the  loughs  the  curlers  flock, 

Wi'  gleesome  speed, 
Wha  will  they  station  at  the  cock  ? 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

He  was  the  king  o'  a'  the  core, 
To  guard,  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bore, 
Or  up  the  rink  like  Jehu  roar 

In  time  of  need ; 
But  now  he  lags  on  death's  hog-score, 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

Now  safe  the  stately  sawmont  sail, 
And  trouts  bedropp'd  wi'  crimson  hail, 
And  eels  weel  kenn'd  for  souple  tail, 

And  geds  for  greed, 
Since  dark  in  death's  fish-creel  we  wail 

Tam  Samson  dead ! 


2  KILMARNOCK,  the  principal  seat  of  population  in  the  county 


ot  the  family,  close  beside  the  village  of  Riccarton,  has  disap- 

peared,  and  the  site  is  understood  to  be  now  occupied  by  the 

of  Ayr,  and  one  of  the'most'active  and'successful  of  the  manu-  !  farm-steading  of  Yardsides.  In  the  engraving,  Vardsides  is 
facturing  towns  of  Scotland,  is  connected  with  the  history  of  placed  in  the  foreground,  to  the  left,  and  the  green  is  appropri- 
Burns— from  whose  residence  at  Mossgiel  it  is  twelve  miles  [  ate'y  occupied  by  a  set  of  boys  engaged  in  the  game  of  the 

Scots  and  the  English.  According  to  Blind  Harry,  William 
Wallace  was  sent  to  reside  quietly  here  with  his  uncle.  Sir 
Richard,  in  order  to  elude  the  vengeance  of  the  English  for 


distant — by  its  being  the  scene  alluded  to  in  one  of  his  principal 
satirical  poems,  the  residence  of  his  sporting  hero  Tam  Samson, 
and  the  place  where  his  poems  were  first  printed. 


Erected,  in  1591,  into  a  burgh  of  barony,  under  the  family  of 
Boyd,  subsequently  Earls  of  Kilmarnock— whose  chief  resi- 
dence, named  Dean  Castle,  is  in  the  neighbourhood — this  town 
was  distinguished  early  in  f  he  seventeenth  century  for  efforts  of 
a  humble  kind  in  the  woollen  manufacture.  In  the  days  of 
Burns,  the  making  of  blue  bonnets  for  the  peasantry,  of  carpets, 
and  of  boots  and  shoes,  was  practised  in  it  to  a  considerable 
extent,  which  will  enable  the  reader  to  comprehend  the  more 
obscure  than  elegant  distich  with  which  the  poem  of  the 
Ordination  commences.  The  town  then  consisted  chiefly  of  a 
cluster  of  mean  streets  and  lanes,  the  houses  of  which  were 
small,  and  mostly  covered  with  thatch ;  the  population  was 
not  much  above  3,000,  and  the  carpet-weaving  brought  about 
£20,000  annually  into  the  place.  Now,  Kilmarnock  is  a  large 
and  elegantly  built  town,  of  above  22,000  inhabitants,  carrying 
on  the  carpet  manufacture,  according  to  calculations  made  in 
1832,  to  the  amount  of  about  £150,000  annually,  and  the  manu- 
facture of  shawls  to  the  amount,  for  the  same  period,  of  about 
£200,000,  while  the  trade  in  leather  and  its  manufactured  pro- 
ducts has  also  made  a  steady  advance. 

The  rare  merit  of  Burns  was  first  discovered  and  patronised 
by  some  of  the  more  affluent  citizens  of  Kilmarnock,  Messrs 
Muir  and  Parker,  merchants,  Mr  Brown,  manufacturer,  Mr 
Samson,  seed  merchant,  John  Goldie,  and  a  few  others.  See 
an  account  of  John  Goldie  in  a  previous  Note. 

One  of  the  views  given  of  Kilmarnock  in  the  present  work  is 
taken  from  a  spot  near  Riccarton.  The  village  of  Riccarton 
lies  about  a  mile  from  Kilmarnock,  on  the  south  side  of  the 
Irvine  water.  Riccarton  is  understood  to  derive  its  name 
from  Sir  Richard  Wallace,  brother  to  the  father  of  the  immor- 
tal saviour  of  Scottish  independence,  whose  property  lay  in 
this  neighbourhood.  The  castle  of  Craigie,  the  chief  seat  of 
the  Wallaces,  still  stands,  a  gaunt  ruin,  amidst  the  moorish 
high  grounds  between  Kilmaniock  and  Ayr.  Another  house 


his  first  outrage,  the  killing  of  Selby  at  Dundee.  See  p.  14- 

Another  view  is  that  of  the  Market-Cross  of  KUmatnock. 
The  spectator  looks  southward  along  a  handsome  street, 
through  which  proceeds  the  road  to  Ayr.  A  conspicuous 
shop  on  the  left  hand  side  of  the  opening  of  this  street,  now 
occupied  by  Mr  Crawford,  bookseller,  was  formerly  in  the  pos- 
session of  John  Wilson,  the  printer  and  publisher  of  the  first 
edition  of  Burns's  poems.  The  office  in  which  the  poems  were 
printed  is  in  a  lane  to  the  left.  In  a  narrow  street  to  the 
right,  appear  the  church  and  steeple  of  the  Laigh  Kirk,  men- 
tioned in  the  poem  entitled  '  The  Ordination.'  To  the  right  of 
the  opening  of  this  street,  we  have  the  shop  of  the  famous 
'  Tam  Samson,'  which  is  still  in  the  possession  of  his  son,  who 
carries  on  his  father's  business  of  nurseryman  and  seedsman  in 
the  same  place. 

3  A  certain  preacher,  a  great  favourite  with  the  million. 
Vide  the  Ordination,  stanza  II.]— B. 

4  Another  preacher,  an  equal  favourite  with  the  few,  who 
was  at  that  time  ailing.    For  him,  see  also  the  Ordination, 
stanza  IX.]— B.     Notices  of  these  preachers  will  be  found  in 
previous  Notes. 

This  opening  stanza  of  Tam  Samson's  elegy  we  have  always 
considered  to  be  in  Burns's  very  happiest  vein.  What  a  master- 
stroke of  satiric  humour  lies  in  the  doubt,  that  scarcely  a  greater 
calamity  could  be  conceived  to  befall  the  terror-stricken  inha- 
bitants of  Kilmarnock,  than  that  of  a  certain  popular  clergyman 
« throwing  his  heel,'  or  of  a  certain  unpopular  one  getting  weel, 
*  to  preach  and  read ! ' 

5  When  this  worthy  old  sportsman  went  out  last  mnir-fowl 
season,  he  supposed  it  was  to  be,  in  Ossian's  phrase,  •  the  last  of 
his  fields ;'  and  expressed  an  ardent  wish  to  die  and  be  buried 
iu  the  muirs.    On  this  hint  the  author  composed  his  elegy  and 
epitaph.]— B. 
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Rejoice,  ye  birring  paitrioks  a' ; 

Ye  cootie  moorcocks,  crousely  craw; 

Ye  maukins,  cock  your  fud  fu'  braw, 

Withouten  dread; 
Your  mortal  fae  is  now  awa', 

Tarn  Samson's  dead! 

That  woefu'  morn  be  ever  mourn'd, 
Saw  him  in  shootin'  graith  adorn'd, 
While  pointers  round  impatient  burn'd 

Frae  couples  freed ; 
But,  och!  he  gaed  and  ne'er  returned! 

Tarn  Samson's  dead! 

Ill  vain  auld  age  his  body  batters; 
In  vaiu  the  gout  his  ancles  fetters; 
In  vain  the  burns  came  down  like  waters, 

An  acre  braid! 
No  AT  ev'ry  auld  wife,  greetin',  clatters, 

Tarn  Samson's  dead ! 

Owre  many  a  weary  hag  he  limpit, 
An  aye  the  tither  shot  he  thumpit, 
Till  coward  death  behind  him  jumpit, 

Wi'  deadly  feide; 
Now  he  proclaims,  wi'  tout  o'  trumpet, 

Tarn  Samson's  dead. 

When  at  his  heart  he  felt  the  dagger, 
He  reel'd  Ms  wonted  bottle-swagger, 
But  yet  he  drew  the  mortal  trigger 

Wi'  weel  aim'd  heed; 
"I; — dj  five!"  he  cried,  an'  owre  did  stagger; 

Tarn  Samson's  dead! 

Ilk  hoary  hunter  mourn'd  a  brither; 
Ilk  sportsman  youth  bemoan'd  a  father ; 
Yon  auld  gray  stane,  amang  the  heather, 

Marks  out  his  head, 
Whare  Burns  has  wrote,  in  rhyming  blether, 

Tarn  Samson's  dead! 

There  low  he  lies,  in  lasting  rest ; 
Perhaps  upon  Ms  mould'ring  breast 
Some  spitefu'  muirfowl  bigs  her  nest, 

To  hatch  an'  breed; 
Alas !  nae  mair  he'll  them  molest ! 

Tarn  Samson's  dead! 

When  August  winds  the  heather  wave, 
And  sportsmen  wander  by  yon  grave,      * . 
Three  volleys  let  his  mem'ry  crave, 

O'  pouther  an' -lead, 
Till  Echo  answer  frae  her  cave, 

Tarn  Samson's  dead ! 

Heav'n  rest  his  saul,  whare'er  he  be ! 

Is  th'  wish  o'  monie  mae  than  me-  »  ' *" 


He  had  twa  faults,  or  may  be  three, 
Yet  what  remead! 

Ae  social,  honest  man  want  we : 

Tarn  Samson's  dead! 

THE  EPITAPH. 

TAM  SAMSON'S  weel-worn  clay  here  lies, 
Ye  canting  zealots,  spare  him! 

If  honest  worth  in  heaven  rise, 
Ye'll  mend  or  ye  win  near  him. 

PER  CONTRA. 

Go,  fame,  an'  canter  like  a  filly 

Thro'  a'  the  streets  an'  neuks  o'  Killie, ' 

Tell  ev'ry  social,  honest  billie 

To  cease  Ms  grievin', 
For  yet,  unskaith'd  by  death's  gleg  gullie, 

Tarn  Samson's  livin'. 2 


ISrigs  of 


INSCRIBED  TO  J.  BALLANTYNE,  ESQ.,  AYR. 

THE  simple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rustic  plough, 
Learning  Ms  tuneful  trade  from  every  bough ; 
The  chanting  linnet,  or  the  mellow  thrush, 
Hailing  the  setting  sun,  sweet,  hi  the  green  thorn 
bush; 

•  1   Killie  is  a  phrase  the  country-folks  sometimes  use  for 
Kilmarnock .  ] — B . 

2  Burns,  it  is  said,  recited  the  elegy  to  the  worthy  old  sports- 
man whose  name  it  bears.     He  exclaimed  vigorously  against 
being  thus  prematurely  conveyed  to  the  tomb.    The  Poet, 
willing  to  gratify  the  '  game  old  cock,'  retired  to  the  window 
and  added  the  per  contra. 

3  The  '  Auld  Brig '  over  the  Ayr,  which  connects  the  burgh 
with  the  district  termed  the   Newton,  was  erected  in  the 
fourteenth  century.    It  consists  of  four  lofty  arches  of  solid 
architecture,  but  being  steep  and  narrow,  a  new  bridge  was 
raised  in  1786-88,  about  a  hundred  yards  below  it.    For  any 
public  advantages  derived  from  this  structure,  the  community 
was  chiefly  indebted  to   Mr  Ballantyne,   who  was  Provost 
during  the  time  of  its  erection,  and  who  died  so  recently  as 
1812.    To  this  gentleman,  a  banker  by  profession,  Burns  had 
been  introduced  by  Mr  Robert  Aiken,  his  earliest  Ayr  patron: 
and  Mr  Ballantyne  proved  his  sense  of  the  Poet's  personal  and 
poetical  merits  by  generously  offering  to  advance  the  sum 
necessary  for  printing  the  second  edition  of  his  poems.     It  was 
therefore  for  more  than  one  reason  that  Burns  inscribed  to 
him  'The  Twa  Brigs."    The  new  bridge  was  designed  by 
Robert  Adam.     It  has  five  arches.    On  the  two  central  span- 
drils,  on  either  side,  are  displayed  the  armorial  bearings  of  the 
town.    The  other  spandrils,  on  either  side,  contain  niches,  in 
which  are  placed  statues  of  heathen  deities  in  lead,  said  to  have 
been  brought  from  the  park  of  Duddingston  House,  in  the  county 
of  Edinburgh,  and  to  have  cost  the  town  the  sum  of  three  hun- 
dred pounds.    Since  the  erection  of  this  bridge,  the  Ayr  has  been, 
times  without  number,  one  lengthened  tumbling  sea ;  but  as  yet 
the  building  stands  firm,  and  seems  likely  to  do  so  for  ages 
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The  soaring  lark,  the  perching  red-breast  shrill, 
Or  deep-ton'd  plovers,  gray,  wild- whistling  o'er 

the  hill; 

Shall  he,  nurs'd  in  the  peasant's  lowly  shed, 
To  hardy  independence  bravely  bred, 
By  early  poverty  to  hardship  steel'd, 
And  train'd  to  arms  in  stern  misfortune's  field, 
Shall  he  be  guilty  of  their  hireling  crimes, 
The  servile  mercenary  Swiss  of  rhymes  ? 
Or  labour  hard  the  panegyric  close, 
With  all  the  venal  soul  of  dedicating  prose  ? 
No !  though  his  artless  strains  he  rudely  sings, 
And  throws  his  hand  uncouthly  o'er  the  strings, 
He  glows  with  all  the  spirit  of  the  bard, 
Fame,  honest  fame,  his  great,  his  dear  reward !  1 
StDl,  if  some  patron's  gen'rous  care  he  trace, 
Skill'd  in  the  secret,  to  bestow  with  grace ; 
When  1  Julia  ntync  befriends  his  humble  name, 
And  hands  the  rustic  stranger  up  to  fame, 
With  heartfelt  throes  liis  grateful  bosom  swells, 
The  godlike  bliss,  to  give,  alone  excels. 


'Twas  when  the  stacks  get  on  their  winter-hap, 
And  thack  and  rape  secure  the  toil- won  crap ; 


to  come.  In  the  meantime,  the  magistrates  have  made  a  sad 
commentary  upon  the  manful  boastings  of  the  ancient  edifice, 
by  shutting  it  up  as  a  means  of  passage  for  carriages,  and 
condemning  it  to  the  restricted  load  imposed  by  occasional 
pedestrians. 

The  Dungeon  Clock,  alluded  to  in  the  poem,  was  placed  at 
the  top  of  an  old  steeple  which  stood  till  the  year  18J5,  in  the 
Sandgate,  the  street  which  is  seen  in  the  print  opening  from 
the  farther  end  of  the  new  bridge.  Its  connection  with  an 
ancient  jail  of  the  burgh,  removed  at  an  earlier  period,  was 
what  conferred  upon  the  clock  this  ominous  appellation, — 
•  The  drowsy  dungeon  clock  had  numbered  two, 
And  Wallace  tower  had  sworn  the  fact  was  true.' 
The  Wallace  tower  was  an  anomalous  piece  of  old  masonry 
which  stood  in  the  eastern  part  of  the  High  street  of  Ayr,  at 
the  head  of  a  lane  named  the  Mill  vennel,  which  leads  to  the 
Doocote  stream.  The  lower  part  was  in  reality  one  of  those 
towers  or  peels  which  formerly  stood  at  the  entrances  of  many 
Scottish  towns,  for  defence;  and  the  wooden  steeple  above, 
containing  a  clock,  and  surmounted  by  a  vane,  had  been,  ns 
appeared  from  indubitable  circumstances,  the  addition  of  a 
comparatively  recent  era.  Tradition  represented  this  tower 
as  the  place  in  which  William  Wallace  was  confined,  as  stated 
by  Blind  Harry ;  but  it  is  possible  that  the  name,  derived  from 
some  other  circumstance,  may  be  the  sole  origin  of  this  dubious  | 
statement.  Another  popular  report,  scarcely  more  deserving 
of  credit,  assigns  the  Wallace  tower  as  the  town  mansion  of  the 
Wallaces  of  Craipie.  Having  become  ruinous,  an  attempt  was 
made  in  1830,  to  repair  it,  which  ended  in  the  complete  demoli- 
tion of  the  ancient  structure,  and  the  erection  of  a  new  one  on 
the  same  site,  the  top  of  which  is  seen  immediately  over  the  end 
of  the  old  Bridge.  The  new  Wallace  to«  or  is  a  gothic  build- 
ing, 113  feet  high,  containing  at  the  top  the  clock  and  bells  of 
the  dungeon  steeple,  and  ornamented  in  front  with  a  statue  of 
William  Wallace,  executed,  in  consequence  of  a  subscription 
among  the  gentlemen  of  Ayr,  by  Mr  Thorn,  the  well-known 
self-taught  sculptor. 

The  poem  of  the  Twa  Brigs  was  one  of  those  added  in  the 
second  edition  of  the  poet's  works,  published  in  Edinburgh. 

1  '  Burns  possesses  the  spirit  as  well  as  the  fancy  of  a  poet. 
The  honest  pride  and  independence  of  soul  which  are  some- 
times the  Muses'  only  dower,  breaks  forth  on  every  occasion  in 
his  works.'— HENRY  MACKENZIE. 


Potatoe-bings  are  snugged  up  frae  skaith 
Of  coming  winter's  biting,  frosty  breath ; 
The  bees,  rejoicing  o'er  their  summer  toils, 
Unnumber'd  buds  an'  flow'rs'  delicious  spoils, 
Seal'd  up  with  frugal  care  hi  massive  waxen  piles, 
Are  doom'd  by  man,  that  tyrant  o'er  the  weak, 
The  death  o'  devils  smoor'd  wi'  brimstone  reek : 
The  thundering  guns  are  heard  on  every  side, 
The  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  scatter  wide ; 
The  feather'd  field-mates,  bound  by  Nature's  tie, 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  in  one  carnage  lie: 
(What  warm,  poetic  heart,  but  inly  bleeds, 
And  execrates  man's  savage,  ruthless  deeds !) 
Nae  mair  the  flower  in  field  or  meadow  springs ; 
Nae  mair  the  grove  with  airy  concert  rings, 
Except  perhaps  the  Robin's  whistling  glee, 
Proud  o'  the  height  o'  some  bit  half-lang  tree : 
The  hoary  morns  precede  the  sunny  days, 
Mild,  calm,  serene,  wide-spreads  the  noon-tide 

blaze, 
While  thick  the  gossamour  waves  wanton  in  the 


'Twas  in  that  season,  when  a  simple  Bard, 
Unknown  and  poor,  simplicity's  reward; 
Ae  night,  within  the  ancient  brugh  of  Ayr, 
By  whim  inspir'd,  or  haply  press'd  wi'  care ; 
He  left  his  bed,  and  took  his  wayward  route, 
And  down  by  Simpson's2  wheel'd  the  left  about: 
(Whether  impell'd  by  all-directing  Fate, 
To  witness  what  I  after  shall  narrate ; 
Or  whether,  rapt  in  meditation  high, 
He  wander'd  out  he  knew  not  where  or  why.) 
The  drowsy  Dungeon -clock  had  number 'd  two, 
And  Wallace  Tower3  had  sworn  the  fact  was  true: 
The  tide-swoln  firth,  with  sullen-sounding  roar, 
Thro'  the  still  night  dash'd  hoarse  along  the  shore: 
All  else  was  hush'd  as  Nature's  closed  e'e: 
The  silent  moon  shone  high  o'er  tower  and  tree : 
The  chilly  frost,  beneath  the  silver  beam, 
Crept,  gently-crusting,  o'er  the  glittering  stream. — 

When,  lo!  on  either  hand  the  list'ning  Bard, 
The  clanging  sugh  of  whistling  wings  is  heard ; 
Two  dusky  forms  dart  thro'  the  midnight  air, 
Swift  as  the  gos4  drives  on  the  wheeling  hare: 
Ane  on  th'  Auld  Brig  his  airy  shape  uprears, 
The  ither  flutters  o'er  the  rising  piers: 
Our  warlock  Rhymer  instantly  descry 'd 
The  Sprites  that  owre  the  Brigs  of  Ayr  preside, 
(That  bards  are  second-sighted  is  nae  joke, 
And  ken  the  lingo  of  the  sp 'ritual  folk; 
Fays,  spunkies,  kelpies,  a',  they  can  explain  them, 
And  ev'n  the  very  deils  they  brawly  ken  them.) 
Auld  Brig  appear'd  of  ancient  Pictish  race, 
The  vera  wrinkles  gothic  in  his  face : 


2  A  noted  tavern  at  the  Auld  Brig  end.]— B. 

3  The  two  steeples  ]— B. 

4  The  gos-hawk,  or  falcon.]— B. 
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He  seem'd  as  he  wi'  Time  had  warstl'd  lang, 
Yet  teuglily  doure,  he  bade  an  unco  bang. 
New  Brig  was  buskit  in  a  braw  new  coat, 
That  he,  at  Lon'on,  frae  ane  Adams  got; 
In's  hand  five  taper  staves  as  smooth's  a  bead, 
Wi'  virls  and  whirlygigums  at  the  head. 
The  Goth  was  stalking  round  with  anxious  search, 
Spying  the  time-worn  flaws  in  ev'ry  arch ; 
It  chanc'd  his  new-come  neebor  took  his  e'e, 
And  e'en  a  vex'd  and  angry  heart  had  he ! 
Wi'  thieveless  sneer  to  see  his  modish  mien, 
He,  down  the  water,  gi'es  him  this  guid-e'en : — 

AULD  BRIO. 

I  doubt  na,  frien',  ye 'II  think  ye're  nae  sheep  shank, 
Ance  ye  were  streekit  o'er  frae  bank  to  bank ! 
But  gin  ye  be  a  brig  as  auld  as  me, 
Tho',  faith,  that  date,  I  doubt,  yell  never  see, 
There'll  be,  if  that  day  come,  I'll  wad  a  boddle, 
Some  fewer  whigmaleeries  in  your  noddle. 

NEW  BRIG. 

Auld  Vandal,  ye  but  show  your  little  mense, 
Just  much  about  it  wi'  your  scanty  sense; 
Will  your  poor,  narrow  foot-path  of  a  street, 
Where  twa  wheel-barrows  tremble  when  they 

meet, 

Your  ruin'd,  formless  bulk  o'  stane  and  lime, 
Compare  wi'  bonnie  brigs  o'  modern  time  ? 
There's  men  o'  taste  would  tak  the  Ducat-stream,1 
Tho'  they  should  cast  the  very  sark  an1  swim, 
Ere  they  would  grate  their  feelings  wi'  the  view 
Of  sic  an  ugly  gothic  hulk  as  you. 

AULD  BRIG. 

Conceited  gowk!  puff'd  up  wi'  windy  pride! 
This  mony  a  year  I've  stood  the  flood  an'  tide; 
And  tho'  wi'  crazy  eild  I'm  sair  forfairn, 
I'll  be  a  Brig,  when  ye're  a  shapeless  cairn ! 
As  yet  ye  little  ken  about  the  matter, 
But  twa-three  winters  will  inform  you  better. 
When  heavy,  dark,  continued,  a'-day  rains, 
Wi'  deepening  deluges  o'erflow  the  plains; 
When  from  the  hills  where  springs  the  brawling 

Coil, 

Or  stately  Lugar's  mossy  fountains  boil, 
Or  where  the  Greenock  winds  his  moorland  course, 
Or  haunted  Garpal2  draws  his  feeble  source, 
Arous'd  by  blust'ring  winds  an'  spotting  thowes, 
In  mony  a  torrent  down  his  snaw-broo  rowes; 


1  A  noted  ford,  just  above  the  Auld  Brig1.]— B. 

•2  The  banks  of  Garpal  Water  is  one  of  the  fe\v  places  in  the 
West  of  Scotland,  where  those  fancy-scaring  beings,  known  by 
the  name  of  Ohaitts,  still  continue  pertinaciously  to  inhabit.]— B. 


Wliile  crashing  ice,  borne  on  the  roaring  speat, 
Sweeps  dams,  an'  mills,  an'  brigs,  a'  to  the  gate; 
And  from  Glenbuck, 3  down  to  the  Ratton-key,4 
Auld  Ayr  is  just  one  lengthen'd,  tumbling  sea; 
Then  down  yell  hurl,  deil  nor  ye  never  rise! 
And  dash  the  gumlie  jaups  up  to  the  pouring  skies : 
A  lesson  sadly  teaching,  to  your  cost, 
That  Architecture's  noble  art  is  lost ! 

NEW  BRIG. 

Fine  Architecture,  trowth,  I  needs  must  say  o't! 
The  L — d  be  thankit  that  we've  tint  the  gate  o't ! 
Gaunt,  ghastly,  ghaist-alluring  edifices, 
Hanging  with  threat 'ning  jut,  like  precipices ; 
O'er  arching,  mouldy,  gloom-inspiring  coves 
Supporting  roofs  fantastic,  stony  groves: 
Windows  and  doors,  in  nameless  sculptures  drest, 
With  order,  symmetry,  or  taste  unblest : 
Forms  like  some  bedlam  statuary's  dream, 
The  craz'd  creations  of  misguided  whim ; 
Forms  might  be  worshipp'd  on  the  bended  knee, 
And  still  the  second  dread  command  be  free, 
Their  likeness  is  not  found  on  earth,  in  air,  or  sea. 
Mansions  that  would  disgrace  the  building  taste 
Of  any  mason,  reptile,  bird,  or  beast ; 
Fit  only  for  a  doited  monkish  race, 
Or  frosty  maids  forsworn  the  dear  embrace, 
Or  cuifs  of  later  times,  wha  held  the  notion 
That  sullen  gloom  was  sterling  true  devotion ; 
Fancies  that  our  guid  Brugh  denies  protection, 
And  soon  may  they  expire,  unblest  with  resur- 
rection ! 

AULD  BRIG. 

O  ye,  my  dear-remember'd,  ancient  yealings, 

Were  ye  but  here  to  share  my  wounded  feelings ! 

Ye  worthy  Proveses,  an'  mony  a  Bailie, 

Wha  in  the  paths  o'  righteousness  did  toil  aye ; 

Ye  dainty  Deacons,  and  ye  douce  Conveners, 

To  whom  our  moderns  are  but  causey-cleaners ; 

Ye  godly  Councils  wha  hae  blest  this  town ; 

Ye  godly  Brethren  of  the  sacred  gown, 

Wha  meekly  ga'e  your  hurdies  to  the  smiters ; 

And   (what  would  now  be   strange)   ye   godly 

Writers : 

A'  ye  douce  folk  I've  borne  aboon  the  broo, 
Were  ye  but  here,  what  would  ye  say  or  do  ? 
How  would  your  spirits  groan  in  deep  vexation, 
To  see  each  melancholy  alteration; 
And,  agonizing,  curse  the  time  and  place 
When  ye  begat  the  base,  degen'rate  race ! 
Nae  langer  Rev'rend  Men,  their  country's  glory, 
In  plain  braid  Scots  hold  forth  a  plain  braid  story : 


3  The  source  of  the  river  Ayr.] — B. 

4  A  small  landing  place  above  the  largp  quay.] — B. 
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Nae  langer  tlirifty  Citizens,  an'  douce, 
Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  hi  the  Council-house ; 
But  staumrel,  corky-headed,  graceless  Gentry, 
The  herrymcnt  and  ruin  of  the  country ; 
Men,  three-parts  made  by  Tailors  and  by  Barbers, 
Wlia  waste  your  well-hain'd  gear  on  d — d  new 
Brigs  and  Harbours ! 

NEW  BRIO. 

Now  haud  you  there!  for,  faith,  ye've  said  enough, 

And  muckle  mair  than  ye  can  mak'  to  through : 

As  for  your  priesthood,  I  shall  say  but  little, 

Corbies  and  Clergy  are  a  shot  right  kittle: 

But  under  favour  o'  your  langer  beard, 

Abuse  o'  Magistrates  might  weel  be  spar'd : 

To  liken  them  to  your  auld-warld  squad, 

I  must  needs  say,  comparisons  are  odd. 

In  Ayr,  Wag- wits  nae  mair  can  ha'e  a  handle 

To  mouth  'a  Citizen,'  a  term  o'  scandal: 

Nae  mair  the  Council  waddles  down  the  street, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  ignorant  conceit ; 

Men  wha  grew  wise  priggin  owre  hops  an'  raisins, 

Or  gather'd  lib'ral  views  In  Bonds  and  Seisins. 

If  haply  Knowledge,  on  a  random  tramp, 

Had  shor'd  them  with  a  glimmer  of  his  lamp, 

And  would  to  Common-sense,  for  once  betray'd 

them, 
Plain,  dull  Stupidity  stept  kindly  in  to  aid  them. 


What  farther  clishmaclaver  might  been  said, 
What  bloody  wars,  if  Sprites  had  blood  to  shed, 
No  man  can  tell;  but  all  before  their  sight, 
A  fairy  train  appear 'd  hi  order  bright: 
Adown  the  glittering  stream  they  featly  danc'd ; 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  various  dresses  glanc'd : 
They  footed  o'er  the  wat'ry  glass  so  neat, 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet : 
While  arts  of  Minstrelsy  among  them  rung, 
And  soul-ennobling  Bards  heroic  ditties  sung. 
O  had  M'Lauchlan, !  thairm-inspiring  Sage, 
Been  there  to  hear  this  heavenly  band  engage, 
When  thro'  his  dear  Strathspeys  they  bore  with 

Highland  rage ; 

Or  when  they  struck  old  Scotia's  melting  airs, 
The  lover's  raptur'd  joys  or  bleeding  cares ; 
How  would  his  Highland  lug  been  nobler  fir'd, 
And  ev'n  his  matchless  hand  with  finer  touch  in- 

spir'd ! 

No  guess  could  tell  what  instrument  appcar'd, 
But  all  the  soul  of  Music's  self  was  heard; 
Harmonious  concert  rung  in  every  part, 
While  simple  melody  pour'd  moving  on  the  heart. 


1  A  well  known  performer  of  Scottish  music  on  the  vio- 
lin.]—B. 


The  Genius  of  the  Stream  in  front  appears, 
A  venerable  Chief  advanc'd  in  years ; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lilies  crown'd, 
His  manly  leg  with  garter  tangle  bound. 
Next  came  the  loveliest  pair  hi  all  the  ring, 
Sweet  Female  Beauty  hand  in  hand  with  Spring ; 
Then,  crown'd  with  flow'ry  hay,  caine  rural  Joy, 
And  Summer,  with  his  fervid-beaming  eye:    ' 
All-cheering  Plenty,  with  her  flowing  horn, 
Led  yellow  Autumn  wreath'd  with  nodding  corn ; 
Then  Winter's  time-bleach 'd  locks  did  hoary  show, 
By  Hospitality  with  cloudless  brow. 
Next  follow'd  Courage  with  his  martial  stride, 
From  where  the  Feal2  wild-woody  coverts  hide; 
Benevolence,  with  mild,  benignant  air, 
A  female  form,  came  from  the  tow'rs  of  Stair : 3 
Learning  and  Worth  hi  equal  measures  trode 
From  simple  Catrine,  *  their  long-lov'd  abode : 
Last,  white-rob'd  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  hazel 

wreath, 

To  rustic  Agriculture  did  bequeath 
The  broken  iron  instruments  of  death ; 
At  sight  of  whom  our  Sprites  forgat  their  kind- 
ling wrath.8 

2  •  Feal  is  a  small  stream  which  runs  near  Coilsfield,  tlien  the 
seat  of  Colonel  Montgomery.'— GILBERT  BURNS. 

3  '  The  poet  alludes  here  to  Mrs  Stewart  of  Stair. — Stair  was 
then  in  her  possession.     She  removed  to  Afton- Lodge,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Afton,  a  stream  which  he  afterwards  celebrated 
in  a  song,  entitled  "  Afton  Water." ' — CURRIB. 

4  •  A  sweet  little  place  on  the  banks  of  the  Ayr,  belonging  to 
Professor  Dug-aid  Stewart,  where  he  used  to  reside  during  the 
interval  of  his  labours  in  the  University,  (as  his  father  had  done 
before  him)  till  banished  from  it  by  the  erection  of  a  cotton- 
mill  village  immediately  adjoining.' — GILBERT  BURNS. 

5  '  Ferguson  wrote  a  dialogue  between  the  "  Causeway  and 
the  Plainstones "  of  Edinburgh.     This  probably  suggested   to 
Burns  his  dialogue  between  the  Old  and  New  bridge  over  th« 
river  Ayr.    The  nature  of  such  subjects  requires  that  they  shall 
be  treated  humorously,  and  Ferguson  has  attempted  nothing 
beyond  this.    Though  the  Causeway  and  the  Plainstones  talk 
together,  no  attempt  is  made  to  personify  the  speakers.    A  cadie 
heard  the  conversation,  and  reported  it  to  the  poet.    In  the  dia- 
logue between  the  "  Brigs  of  Ayr,"  Burns  himself  is  the  auditor, 
and  the  time  and  occasion  in  which  it  occurred  is  related  with 
great  circumstantiality.    The  poet  "  pressed  by  care,"  or  "  in- 
spired by  whim,"  had  left  his  bed  in  the  town  of  Ayr,  and  wan- 
dered out  alone  in  the  darkness  and  solitude  of  a  winter-night, 
to  the  mouth  of  the  river,  where  the  stillness  was  interrupted 
only  by  the  rushing  sound  of  the  conflux  of  the  tide.     It  was 
after  midnight.    The  Dungeon  clock  had  been  repeated  by  the 
Wallace-tower.  All  else  was  hushed    The  moon  shone  brightly, 

and 

"The  chilly  frost  beneath  the  silver  beam 

Crept,  gently  crusting,  o'er  the  glittering  stream." 
In  this  situation,  the  listening  bard  hears  the  •'  clanging  sugh  " 
of  wings  moving  through  the  air,  and  speedily  he  perceives  two 
beings  reared  the  one  on  the  Old,  the  other  on  the  New  bridge, 
whose  form  and  attire  he  describes,  and  whose  conversation 
with  each  other  he  rehearses.  These  genii  enter  into  a  com- 
parison of  the  respective  edifices  over  which  they  preside,  and 
afterwards,  as  is  usual  between  the  old  and  the  young,  compare 
modern  characters  and  manners  with  those  of  past  times.  They 
differ,  as  may  be  expected,  and  taunt,  and  scold  each  other  in 
broad  Scotch.  This  conversation,  which  is  certainly  humorous, 
may  be  considered  as  the  proper  business  of  the  poem.  As  the 
debate  runs  high  and  threatens  serious  consequences,  all  at  onra 
it  is  interrupted  by  a  new  scene  of  wonders : 

"  A  fairy  train  appear'd  in  order  bright ; " 
I  L 
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on  meeting  Uortr  Daer. 


THIS  wot  ye  all  whom  it  concerns, 
I,  Rhymer  Robin,  alias  Burns, 

October  twenty  -third, 
A  ne'er-to-be  forgotten  day, 
Sae  far  I  sprachlcd  up  the  brae, 

I  dinuer'd  wi'  a  Lord. 

I've  been  at  drucken  writers'  feasts, 
Nay,  been  bitch-fou  'mang  godly  priests, 

Wi'  rev'rence  be  it  spoken; 
I've  even  join'd  the  honourd  jorum, 
When  mighty  Squireships  of  the  quorum, 

Their  hydra  drouth  did  sloken. 

But  wi'  a  Lord!  —  stand  out,  my  shin! 
A  Lord  —  a  peer  —  an  Earl's  son  ! 

Up  higher  yet  my  bonnet  ! 
An'  sic  a  Lord!  —  lang  Scotch  ells  twa, 
Our  Peerage  he  o'erlooks  them  a', 

As  I  look  o'er  my  sonnet. 

But,  oh!  for  Hogarth's  magic  pow'r! 
To  show  Sir  Bardie's  willyart  glow'r, 

And  how  he  star'd  and  stammer'd, 
When  goavan,  as  if  led  wi'  branks, 
An'  stumpin'  on  his  ploughman  shanks, 

He  in  the  parlour  hammer'd. 

I  sidling  shelter'd  in  a  nook, 
An'  at  his  Lordship  steal't  a  look, 

Like  some  portentous  omen; 
Except  good-sense  and  social  glee, 
An'  (what  surprised  me)  modesty, 

I  marked  nought  uncommon. 

I  watch'd  the  symptoms  o'  the  great, 
The  gentle  pride,  the  lordly  state, 

The  arrogant  assuming; 
The  feint  a  pride,  nae  pride  had  he,  l 
Nor  sauce,  nor  state  that  I  could  see, 

Mair  than  an  honest  ploughman. 

Then  from  his  Lordship  I  shall  learn, 
Henceforth  to  meet  with  unconcern 
One  rank  as  weel's  another; 


Next  follow  a  number  of  other  allegorical  beings,  among 
whom  are  the  four  Seasons,  Rural  Joy,  Plenty,  Hospitality, 
Courage,  &c. 

'  This  poem,  irregular  and  imperfect  as  it  is,  displays  various 
and  powerful  talents,  and  may  serve  to  illustrate  the  genius  of 
Burns.  In  particular  it  affords  a  striking  instance  of  his  being 
carried  beyond  his  original  purpose  by  the  powers  of  imagina- 
tion.1— CUKRIE. 

1  But  though  he  was  o'  high  degree, 
The  feint  a  pride,  nae  pride  had  he.— 

The  Twa  Dogs. 


Nae  honest  worthy  man  need  care, 

To  meet  with  noble,  youthful  Daer, 

For  he  but  meets  a  brother. 2 


to 


Wi.  Slogan.3 


HAIL,  thairm-inspirin',  rattlin'  Willie  ! 
Though  fortune's  road  be  rough  an'  hilly 
To  every  fiddling,  rhyming  billie, 

We  never  heed, 
But  tak'  it  like  the  unback'd  filly, 

Proud  o'  her  speed. 

When  idly  goavan  whyles  we  saunter 
Yirr,  fancy  barks,  awa'  we  canter, 
Uphill,  down  brae,  till  some  mishanter, 

Some  black  bog  -hole, 
Arrests  us,  then  the  scathe  an'  banter, 

We're  forc'd  to  thole. 

Hale  be  your  heart  !  hale  be  your  fiddle  ! 
Lang  may  your  elbuck  jink  and  diddle, 
To  cheer  you  through  the  weary  Aviddle 

O'  this  wild  warl', 
Until  you  on  a  crummock  driddle 

A  grey-hair  'd  carle. 

Come  wealth,  come  poortith,  late  or  soon, 
Heav'n  send  your  heart-strings  aye  in  tune, 
And  screw  your  temper-pins  aboon, 

A  fifth  or  mair, 
The  melancholious,  lazie  croon 

O'  cankrie  care  ! 

May  still  your  life  from  day  to  day 
Nae  '  lente  largo  '  in  the  play, 
But  '  allegretto  forte  '  gay 

Harmonious  flow: 
A  sweeping,  kindling,  bauld  strathspey  — 

Encore!  Bravo! 


2  The  meeting  celebrated  in  this  poem  took  place  at  Catrine, 
the  seat  of  Professor  Dugald  Stewart — and  the   impressiou 
made  on  the  poet's  mind  by  the  kindness  and  frankness  of 
Lord  Daer,  was  never  effaced.     His  Lordship  was  eldest  son  to 
Dunbar,  fourth  earl  of  Selkirk,  and  had  been  a  pupil  of  the 
Professor's.     Of  an  ardent  and  enterprising  disposition,  he  en- 
tered with  enthusiasm  into  the  views  of  the  reformers  of  the 
time.     He  was  a  member  of  the  society  of  the  Friends  of  the 
People,  and  the  friend  and  correspondent  of  Lavoisier,  Condor- 
cet,  and  Rochefoucault.    He  was  also  a  skilful  and  extensive 
agricultural  improver.     In  the  'mid-time  of  his  days,'  and  too 
soon  for  his  country,  he  was  cut  off  by  consumption,  Nov.  5, 
1794,  leaving  the  succession  open  to  his  younger  brother,  tho 
late  Thomas,  earl  of  Selkirk. 

3  Major  Logan  was  a  retired  military  officer,  who  resided  at 
Parkhouse,  near  Ayr,  with  his  mother  and  sister,  both  of  whom 
are  alluded  to  in  the  last  verse  but  one  of  the  epistle.    The 
Major  was  a  distinguished  player  on  the  fiddle,  and  also  noted 
for  his  wit  and  humour.     The  above  epistle  was  discovered  so 
recently  as  the  year  1828,  in  an  old  cabinet  among  the  Major's 
papers. 
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A'  blessin's  on  the  cheery  gang, 
Wha  dearly  like  a  jig  or  sang, 
An'  never  think  o'  right  an'  wrong 

By  square  an'  rule, 
But  as  the  clegs  o'  feeling  staug 

Are  wise  or  fool ! 

My  hand-wal'd  curse  keep  hard  in  chase 
The  liarpy,  hoodock,  purse-proud  race, 
Wha  count  on  poortith  as  disgrace — 

Their  tuneless  hearts! 
May  fireside  discords  jar  a  base 

To  a*  their  parts! 

But  come — your  hand,  my  careless  brither — 
I'  th'  ither  warl',  if  there's  anither — 
An'  that  there  is,  I've  little  swither 

About  the  matter, 
We  cheek  for  chow  shall  jog  thegither, 

I'se  ne'er  bid  better. 

We've  faults  and  failings — granted  clearly, 
We're  frail  backsliding  mortals  merely, 
Eve's  bonny  squad,  priests  wyte  them  sheerly, 

For  our  grand  fa'; 
But  still — but  still — I  like  them  dearly — 

God  bless  them  a'! 

Ochon !  for  poor  Castalian  drinkers, 
When  they  fa'  foul  o'  earthly  jiukers, 
The  witching,  curs'd,  delicious  blinkers 

Hae  put  me  hyte, 
And  gart  me  weet  my  waukrife  winkers, 

Wi'  girnin'  spite. 

But  by  yon  moon ! — and  that's  high  swearin'— 
An'  every  star  within  my  hearin' ! 
An'  by  her  een  wha  was  a  dear  ane ! 

I'll  ne'er  forget ; 
I  hope  to  gi'e  the  jads  a  clearin' 

In  fair  play  yet. 

My  loss  I  mourn,  but  not  repent  it, 
I'll  seek  my  pursie  whare  I  tint  it, 
Ance  to  the  Indies  I  were  wonted, 

Some  cantrip  hour, 
By  some  sweet  elf  111  yet  be  dinted, 

Then,  vive  I'  amour! 

Faites  mes  baisemains  respectueuses 

To  sentimental  sister  Susie, 

An'  honest  Lucky;  no  to  roose  ye, 

Ye  may  be  proud, 
That  sic  a  couple  fate  allows  ye 

To  grace  your  blood. 


Nae  mair  at  present  can  I  measure, 

An',  trowth,  my  rhymin'  ware's  nae  treasure; 


But  when  in  Ayr,  some  half -hour's  leisure, 
Be't  light,  be't  dark, 

Sir  Bard  will  do  himseF  the  pleasure 
To  call  at  Park. 

ROBERT  BURNS. 

MotsoiBL,  Oct.  30tA,  1786. 


to  lETjtnlmrgf).  ' 


EDINA!  Scotia's  darling  seat! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  towers, 
Where  once  beneath  a  monarch's  feet 

Sat  legislation's  sov'reign  powers  ! 
From  marking  wildly-scatter'd  flowers, 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stray'd, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hours, 

I  shelter  in  thy  honour'd  shade. 

Here  wealth  still  swells  the  golden  tide, 

As  busy  trade  his  labours  plies  ; 
There  architecture's  noble  pride 

Bids  elegance  and  splendour  rise  ; 
Here  justice,  from  her  native  skies, 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod  ; 
There  learning,  with  his  eagle  eyes, 

Seeks  science  in  her  coy  abode. 

Thy  sons,  Edina!  social,  kind, 

With  open  arms  the  stranger  hail; 
Their  views  enlarg'd,  their  lib'ral  mind, 

Above  the  narrow,  rural  vale  ; 
Attentive  still  to  sorrow's  wail, 

Or  modest  merit's  silent  claim  ; 
And  never  may  their  sources  fail! 

And  never  envy  blot  their  name! 

Thy  daughters  bright  thy  walks  adorn  ! 

Gay  as  the  gilded  summer  sky, 
Sweet  as  the  dewy  milk-white  thorn, 

Dear  as  the  raptur'd  thrill  of  joy! 
Fair  Burnet2  strikes  th'  adoring  eye, 

Heav'n's  beauties  on  my  fancy  shine, 
I  see  the  sire  of  love  on  high, 

And  own  his  work  indeed  divine  ! 

There,  watching  high  the  least  alarms, 
Thy  rough,  rude  fortress  gleams  afar; 

Lake  some  bold  vet'ran,  gray  in  arms, 
And  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  scar  : 


1  This  beautiful  Address  was  composed  on  the  poet's  first 
visit  to  Edinburgh,  in  November,  1786. 

2  Allusion  is  here  made  to  Elizabeth  Burnet,  daughter  of 
Lord  Monboddo,  a  young  lady  of  surpassing  beauty,  who  at 
this  time  formed  the  charm  and  ornament  of  Edinburgh  society. 
We  shall  have  occasion  to  speak  farther  of  her,  when  we  com* 
to  the  elegy  which  the  poet  wrote  on  her  death,  in  1790. 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


The  pond'rous  wall  and  massy  bar, 
Grim -rising  o'er  the  rugged  rock; 

Have  oft  withstood  assailing  war, 
And  oft  repell'd  the  invader's  shock. 

With  awe-struck  thought,  and  pitying  tears, 

I  view  that  noble,  stately  dome, 
Where  Scotia's  kings  of  other  years, 

Fam'd  heroes !  had  their  royal  home : 
Alas !  how  chang'd  the  tunes  to  coine ! 

Their  royal  name  low  in  the  dust! 
Their  hapless  race  wild-wand'ring  roam, 

Tho'  rigid  law  cries  out,  'twas  just ! 

Wild  beats  my  heart  to  trace  your  steps, 

Whose  ancestors,  in  days  of  yore, 
Thro'  hostile  ranks  and  ruin'd  gaps 

Old  Scotia's  bloody  lion  bore : 
Ev'n  I  who  sing  in  rustic  lore, 

Haply  my  sires  have  left  their  shed, 
And  fac'd  grim  danger's  loudest  roar, 

Bold-following  where  your  fathers  led ! 

Edina!  Scotia's  darling  seat! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs, 
Where  once  beneath  a  monarch's  feet 

Sat  legislation's  sov'reign  pow'rs ! 
From  marking  wildly-scatter'd  flow'rs, 

As  on  the  banks  of  Ayr  I  stray'd, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hours, 

I  shelter  in  thy  honour'd  shade. 


tSSillte  Cfjalmm. ' 

MADAM, 
Wi'  braw  new  branks  in  mickle  pride, 

And  eke  a  braw  new  brechan, 
My  Pegasus  I'm  got  astride, 

And  up  Parnassus  pechin' ; 
Whiles  owre  a  bush  wi'  downward  crush 

The  doited  beastie  stammers; 
Then  up  he  gets,  and  off  he  sets, 

For  sake  o'  Willie  Chalmers. 

I  doubt  na,  lass,  that  weel-kenn'd  name 

May  cost  a  pair  o'  blushes; 
I  am  nae  stranger  to  your  fame, 

Nor  his  warm-urged  wishes. 
Your  bonnie  face  sae  mild  and  sweet 

His  honest  heart  enamours, 
And,  faith,  yell  no  be  lost  a  whit, 

Tho'  waired  on  Willie  Chalmers. 

1  W.  Chalmers,  a  gentleman  in  Ayrshire,  a  particular  friend 
of  mine,  asked  me  to  write  a  poetic  epistle  to  a  young-  lady,  his 
dulcinea.  I  had  seen  her,  but  was  scarcely  acquainted  with  her, 
tind  wrote  as  follows.]— B.  It  can  only  be  added,  that  Chalmers 
was  a  writer  in  Ayr ;  how  far  the  poem  tended  to  the  success 
of  his  suit  has  no  where  been  mentioned. 


Auld  Truth  herseP  might  swear  ye're  fair, 

And  Honour  safely  back  her, 
And  Modesty  assume  your  air, 

And  ne'er  a  ane  mistak'  her : 
And  sic  twa  love-inspiring  een 

Might  fire  even  holy  Palmers ; 
Nae  wonder  then  they've  fatal  been 

To  honest  Willie  Chalmers. 

I  doubt  nae  Fortune  may  you  shore 

Some  mim-mou'd  pouther'd  priestie, 
Fu'  lifted  up  wi'  Hebrew  lore, 

And  band  upon  his  breastie : 
But  oh!  what  signifies  to  you 

His  lexicons  and  grammars: 
The  feeling  heart's  the  royal  blue, 

And  that's  wi'  Willie  Chalmers. 

Some  gapin',  glowrin',  countra  laird, 

May  warsle  for  your  favour; 
May  claw  his  lug,  and  straik  his  beard, 

And  hoast  up  some  palaver. 
My  bonny  maid,  before  ye  wed 

Sic  clumsy -witted  hammers, 
Seek  Heaven  for  help,  and  barefit  skelp 

Awa'  wi'  Willie  Chalmers. 

Forgive  the  Bard !  my  fond  regard 

For  ane  that  shares  my  bosom 
Inspires  my  muse  to  gi'e  'm  his  dues, 

For  de'il  a  hair  I  roose  him. 
May  powers  aboon  unite  you  soon, 

And  fructify  your  amours, — 
And  every  year  come  in  mair  dear 

To  you  and  Willie  Chalmers. 


Co 


fLogan.2 


WITH  BBATTIB'S  POBMS  AS  A  NEW  YEAR'S  GIFT, 
JANUARY  1,  1787. 


AGAIN  the  silent  wheels  of  time 
Their  annual  round  have  driven, 

And  you,  tho'  scarce  in  maiden  prime, 
Are  so  much  nearer  Heaven. 

No  gifts  have  I  from  Indian  coasts 

The  infant  year  to  hail; 
I  send  you  more  than  India  boasts, 

In  Edwin's  simple  tale. 


2  Miss  Lognn  was  the  '  sentimental  sister,  Susie,"  o 
Logan,  to  whom  the  epistle  in  a  preceding  page  is  address 
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Our  sex  with  guile  and  faithless  love 
Is  charg'd,  perhaps,  too  true; 

But  may,  dear  maid,  each  lover  prove 
An  Edwin  still  to  you! 


Ctle  amm'ran  323ar. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

TUNE—"  Giaierankie." 

WHEN  Guilford  good  our  pilot  stood, 

And  did  our  helm  thraw,  man, 
Ae  night,  at  tea,  began  a  plea, 

Within  America,  man: 
Then  up  they  gat  the  maskin'-pat, 

And  in  the  sea  did  jaw,  man ; 
An'  did  nae  less,  in  full  congress, 

Than  quite  refuse  our  law,  man. 

Then  thro'  the  lakes  Montgomery  takes, 

I  wat  he  was  na  slaw,  man ; 
Down  Lowrie's  burn  he  took  a  turn, 

And  Carleton  did  ca',  man: 
But  yet,  what-reck,  he,  at  Quebec, 

Montgomery-like  did  fa',  man, 
Wi'  sword  in  hand,  before  his  band, 

Amang  his  en'mies  a',  man. 

Poor  Tammy  Gage,  within  a  cage 

Was  kept  at  Boston  ha',  man; 
Till  Willie  Howe  took  o'er  the  knowe 

For  Philadelphia,  man: 
Wi'  sword  an'  gun  he  thought  a  sin 

Guid  Christian  blood  to  draw,  man ; 
But  at  New- York,  wi'  knife  an'  fork, 

Sir-loin  he  hacked  sma',  man. 

Burgoyne  gaed  up,  like  spur  an'  whip, 

Till  Fraser  brave  did  fa',  man; 
Then  lost  his  way,  ae  misty  day, 

In  Saratoga  shaw,  man. 
Cornwallis  fought  as  long  's  he  dought, 

An'  did  the  buckskins  claw,  man; 
But  Clinton's  glaive  frae  rust  to  save, 

He  hung  it  to  the  wa',  man. 

Then  Montague,  an'  Guilford  too, 

Began  to  fear  a  fa',  man ; 
And  Sackville  doure,  wha  stood  the  stoure, 

The  German  chief  to  thraw,  man : 
For  Paddy  Burke,  like  ony  Turk, 

Nae  mercy  had  at  a',  man ; 
And  Charlie  Fox  threw  by  the  box, 

An'  lows'd  his  tinkler  jaw,  man. 


Then  Rockingham  took  up  the  game; 

Till  death  did  on  him  ca',  man ; 
When  Shelburne  meek  held  up  his  cheek, 

Conform  to  gospel  law,  man ; 
Saint  Stephen's  boys,  wi'  jarring  noise, 

They  did  his  measures  thraw,  man, 
For  North  an'  Fox  united  stocks, 

An'  bore  him  to  the  wa',  man. 

Then  clubs  an'  hearts  were  Charlie's  cartes, 

He  swept  the  stakes  awa',  man, 
Till  the  diamond's  ace,  of  Indian  race, 

Led  him  a  sair  faux  pas,  man : 
The  Saxon  lads,  wi'  loud  placads, 

On  Chatham's  boy  did  ca',  man; 
An'  Scotland  drew  her  pipe  an'  blew, 

"Up,  Willie,  waur  them  a',  man!" 

Belaud  the  throne  then  Grenville's  gone, 

A  secret  word  or  twa,  man; 
While  slee  Dundas  arous'd  the  class 

Be-north  the  Roman  wa',  man: 
An'  Chatham's  wraith,  in  heavenly  graith, 

(Inspired  bardies  saw,  man) 
Wi'  kindling  eyes  cried,  "  Willie,  rise ! 

Would  I  ha'e  fear'd  them  a',  man?" 

But,  word  an'  blow,  North,  Fox,  and  Co., 

Gowff 'd  Willie  like  a  ba',  man, 
Till  Southrons  raise,  and  coost  their  claise 

Behind  him  in  a  raw,  man; 
An'  Caledon  threw  by  the  drone, 

An'  did  her  whittle  draw,  man; 
An'  swoor  fu'  rude,  thro*  dirt  an'  blood 

To  make  it  guid  in  law,  man. 


Uwn  of 


A  NEW  BALLAD. 


TUNB—  "  The  Dragvn  of  Wanfay 

DIRE  was  the  hate  at  old  Harlaw, 

That  Scot  to  Scot  did  carry; 
And  dire  the  discord  Langside  saw, 

For  beauteous,  hapless  Mary: 
But  Scot  with  Scot  ne'er  met  so  hot, 

Or  were  more  in  fury  seen,  Sir, 
Than  'twixt  Hal  l  and  Bob2  for  the  famous  job  —  • 

Who  should  be  Faculty's  Dean,  Sir.— 


1  The  Hon.  Henry  Ersklnp. 

2  Hubert  Dundas,  Esq.,  ArnUton. 
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Tliis  Hal  for  genius,  wit,  and  lore, 

Among  the  first  was  numbered; 
But  pious  Bob,  'mid  learning's  store, 

Commandment  tenth  remember 'd. 
Yet  simple  Bob  the  victory  got, 

And  won  his  heart's  desire ; 
Which  shows  that  heaven  can  boil  the  pot, 

Though  the  devil  —  in  the  fire. — 

Squire  Hal  besides  had,  in  this  case, 

Pretensions  rather  brassy, 
For  talents  to  deserve  a  place 

Are  qualifications  saucy; 
So,  their  worships  of  the  Faculty, 

Quite  sick  of  merit's  rudeness, 
Chose  one  who  should  owe  it  all,  d'ye  see, 

To  their  gratis  grace  and  goodness. — 

As  once  on  Pisgah  purg'd  was  the  sight 

Of  a  son  of  Circumcision, 
So  may  be,  on  this  Pisgah  height, 

Bob's  purblind,  mental  vision: 
Nay,  Bobby's  mouth  may  be  open'd  yet 

Till  for  eloquence  you  hail  him, 
And  swear  he  has  the  angel  met 

That  met  the  ass  of  Balaam. 

In  your  heretic  sins  may  you  live,  and  die, 

Ye  heretic  eight  and  thirty! 
But  accept,  ye  sublime  Majority, 

My  congratulations  hearty. 
With  your  Honours  and  a  certain  King, 

In  your  servants  this  is  striking — 
The  more  incapacity  they  bring, 

The  more  they're  to  your  liking. 


Verses 

WRITTEN  UNDER  THE  PORTRAIT  OF  ROBERT  FERGUSSON,  IN  A  COPY 

OF  HIS  WORKS  PRESENTED  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

MARCH  19,  1787. 

CUKSE  on  ungrateful  man,  that  can  be  pleas'd, 
And  yet  can  starve  the  author  of  the  pleasure ! 
O  thou  my  elder  brother  in  misfortune, 
By  far  my  elder  brother  in  the  muses, 
With  tears  I  pity  thy  unhappy  fate! 
Why  is  the  bard  unpitied  by  the  world, 
Yet  has  so  keen  a  relish  of  its  pleasures? 


A  LITTLE,  upright,  pert,  tart,  tripping  wight, 
And  still  his  precious  self  his  dear  delight; 
Who  loves  his  own  smart  shadow  in  the  streets, 
Better  than  e'er  the  fairest  she  he  meets ; 
A  man  of  fashion  too,  he  made  his  tour, 
Learn'd  vive  la  bagatelle,  et  vive  I' amour; 
So  travell'd  monkeys  their  grimace  improve, 
Polish  their  grin,  nay,  sigh  for  ladies'  love. 
Much  specious  lore,  but  little  understood; 
Veneering  oft  outshines  the  solid  wood : 
His  solid  sense — by  inches  you  must  tell, 
But  mete  his  cunning  by  the  old  Scots  ell; 
His  meddling  vanity,  a  busy  fiend, 
Still  making  work  his  selfish  craft  must  mend. 


Co 


GTJIDWIFE, 


of 


I  MIND  it  weel,  in  early  date, 

When  I  was  beardless,  young,  and  blate, 

An'  first  could  thresh  the  barn; 
Or  haud  a  yokin'  at  the  pleugh, 
An'  tho'  forfoughten  sair  enough, 

Yet  unco  proud  to  learn  ; 
When  first  amang  the  yellow  corn 

A  man  I  reckon'd  was, 
And  wi'  the  lave  ilk  merry  morn 
Could  rank  my  rig  and  lass, 
Still  shearing,  and  clearing 
The  tither  stocked  raw, 
Wi'  claivers,  an'  haivers, 
Wearing  the  day  awa,  — 

E'en  then  a  wish,  (I  mind  its  power) 
A  wish,  that  to  my  latest  hour 

Shall  strongly  heave  my  breast; 
That  I  for  poor  auld  Scotland's  sake, 
Some  usefu'  plan,  or  book  could  make, 

Or  sing  a  sang  at  least. 
The  rough  bur-thistle,  spreading  wide 

Among  the  bearded  bear, 


1  •  This  sketch  seems  to  be  one  of  a  Series,  intended  for  n 
projected  work,  under  the  title  of  "The  Poet's  Progress." 
This  character  was  sent  as  a  specimen,  accompanied  by  a 
letter  to  Professor  Dugald  Stewart,  in  which  it  is  thus  noticed. 
"  The  fragment  beginning-  A  little,  upright,  pert,  tart,  &c., 
I  have  not  shown  to  any  man  living,  till  I  now  send  it  to  you. 
It  forms  the  postulata,  the  axioms,  the  definition  of  a  character, 
which,  if  it  appear  at  all,  shall  be  placed  in  a  variety  of  lights. 
This  particular  part  I  send  you  merely  as  a  sample  of  my  hand 
at  portrait  sketching." '—  CROMEK.  It  has  been  suggested  that 
the  Professor's  reply  probably  afforded  no  encouragement  to 
go  on. 
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I  turn'd  the  weeding-clips  aside, 
An'  spar'd  the  symbol  dear ; ' 
No  nation,  no  station, 

My  envy  e'er  could  raise, 
A  Scot  still,  but  blot  still, 
I  knew  nae  higher  praise. 

But  still  the  elements  o'  sang 

In  formless  jumble,  right  an'  wrang, 

Wild  floated  in  my  brain : 
Till  on  that  har'st  I  said  before, 
My  partner  hi  the  merry  core, 

She  rous'd  the  forming  strain : 
I  see  her  yet,  the  sonsie  quean, 

That  lighted  up  her  jingle, 
Her  witching  smile,  her  pauky  e'en 
That  gart  my  heart-strings  tingle; 
I  fired,  inspired, 

At  ev'ry  kindling  keek, 

But  bashing,  and  dashing, 

I  feared  aye  to  speak.2 

Health  to  the  sex,  ilk  guid  chiel  says, 
Wi'  merry  dance  in  winter-days, 

An'  we  to  share  in  common: 
The  gust  o'  joy,  the  balm  of  wo, 
The  saul  o'  life,  the  heav'n  below, 

Is  rapture-giving  woman. 
Ye  surly  sumphs,  who  hate  the  name, 

Be  mindfu'  o'  your  mither : 
She,  honest  woman,  may  think  shame 
That  ye're  connected  with  her. 
Ye're  wae  men,  ye're  nae  men, 
That  slight  the  lovely  dears; 
To  shame  ye,  disclaim  ye, 
nk  honest  birkie  swears. 

For  you,  no  bred  to  barn  and  byre, 
Wha  sweetly  tune  the  Scottish  lyre, 

Thanks  to  you  for  your  line. 
The  marled  plaid  ye  kindly  spare, 
By  me  should  gratefully  be  ware; 

'Twad  please  me  to  the  Nine. 
I'd  be  mair  vauntie  o'  my  hap, 

Douse  hingin'  o'er  my  curple, 


Than  ony  ermine  ever  lap, 
Or  proud  imperial  purple. 

Farewecl  then,  lang  heal  then, 

An'  plenty  be  your  fa: 
May  losses  and  crosses 
Ne'er  at  your  hallan  ca'.3 

ROBERT  BURNS. 

March,  1787. 


prologue 

SPOKEN   BT   MR  WOODS   ON    BIS   BENEFIT  NIGHT.  * 
MONDAY,   APRIL   16TII,    1787. 

WHEN  by  a  generous  public's  kind  acclaim, 
That  dearest  meed  is  granted — honest  fame : 


1  •  He  is  hardly  to  be  envied  who  can  contemplate  withou' 
emotion  this  exquisite   picture  of  young  nature  and  young 
genius.    It  was  amidst  such  scenes  that  this  extraordinary  being 
felt  those  first  indefinite  stirrings  of  immortal  ambition,  which 
he  has  him  self  shadowed  out  under  the  magnificent  image  of 
"  the  blind  gropings  of  Homer's  Cyclops  around  the  walls  of  his 
cave."' — J.  G.  LOCKHAHT. 

2  '  You  know  our  country  custom  of  coupling  a  man  nnd 
woman  together  as  partners  in  the  labour  of  harvest     In  my 
fifteenth  autumn  my  partner  was  a  bewitching  creature,  a  year 
younger  than  myself.     My  scarcity  of  Knglish  denies  me  the 
power  of  doing  her  justice  in  that  language    but  you  know  the 
Scots  idiom— she  was  a  bonnie,  sweet,  sonsie  lass.     » 
Unwittingly  to  herself,  she  initiated  me  in  that  delicious  pas- 
rion      ...    How  she  caught  the  contagion  I  cannot  tell, 
»    •    "    but  I  never  expressly  said  I  loved  her.'— BURNS'* 
Letter  to  Dr  Moore. 


3  Mrs  Scott  of  Wauchope.  in  Roxburghshire,  a  painter  and 
a  poetess,  addressed  a  rhyming  epistle  to  Burns,  entitled, '  The 
Guidwife  of  Wauchope-house  to  Robert  Burns,'  expressing 
her  admiration  of  his  poems,  and  her  doubts  as  to  the  correct- 
ness of  the  report,  that  they  were  the  production  of  a  plough- 
man.    But  it  may  be  as  well  to  let  her  tell  her  own  tale,  and 
thus  afford  a  specimen  of  her  poetic  powers: — 
'  My  canty,  witty,  rhyming  ploughman, 
I  haftlins  doubt,  it  is  na  true,  man, 
That  ye  between  the  stilts  were  bred, 
Wi'  ploughmen  school'd,  wi'  ploughmen  fed. 
I  doubt  it  sair,  ye've  drawn  your  knowledge 
Either  frae  grammar-school  or  college. 
Guid  troth,  your  saul  and  body  baith 
War  better  fed,  I'd  gie  my  aith, 
Thau  theirs,  who  sup  sour-milk  and  parritch. 
An"  bummil  thro'  the  Single  Carritch. 
Wha  ever  heard  the  ploughman  speak, 
Could  tell  gif  Homer  was  a  Greek  ? 
He'd  flee  as  soon  upon  a  cudgel, 
As  get  a  single  line  of  Virgil. 
An'  then  sae  slee  ye  crack  your  jokes 
O'  Willie  Pitt,  and  Charlie  Fox, 
Our  great  men  a'  sae  weel  descrive, 
An'  how  to  gar  the  nation  thrive, 
Ane  m»ist  wad  swear  ye  dwalt  amang  them, 
An'  as  ye  saw  them,  sae  ye  sang  t In  in. 
But  be  ye  ploughman,  be  ye  peer, 
Ye  are  a  funny  blade,  I  swear; 
An*  though  the  cauld  I  ill  can  bide, 
Yet  twenty  miles,  an'  mair,  I'd  ride, 
O'er  moss,  an  muir,  an'  never  grumble, 
Tho"  my  auld  yad  shou'd  gi'e  a  stumble. 
To  crack  a  winter-night  wi'  thee. 
And  hear  thy  sangs  and  sonnets  slee. 
A  guid  saut  herring,  an'  a  cake, 
Wi'  sic  a  chiel,  a  feast  wad  make : 
I'd  rather  scour  your  reaming  yill, 
Or  eat  o'  cheese  and  bread  my  fill. 
Than  wi'  dull  lairds  on  turtle  dine, 
An*  ferlie  at  their  wit  and  wine. 
O,  gif  I  kenn'd  but  whare  ye  baide, 
I'd  send  to  you  a  marled  plaid ; 
'Twad  hand  your  shoulders  warm  and  braw. 
An'  douse  at  kirk  or  market  shaw. 
For  south,  as  weel  as  north,  my  lad, 
A*  honest  Scotchmen  lo'e  the  maud. 
Right  wae  that  we're  sae  far  frae  ither : 
Yet  proud  I  am  to  ca'  ye  brither.' 

Burns  immediately  answered  her  epistle  by  addressing  to  her 
the  above  poem.  In  liis  border  tour  he  visited  Waurhopc : 
regarding  its  inmates  we  find  the  following  entry  in  his  jour- 
nal—' Waucliope— Mr  Scott  exactly  the  figure  and  face  com- 
monly given  to  Sancho  Panca— very  shrewd  in  his  farming 
matters,  and  not  unfrequently  stumbles  on  what  may  be  called 
a  strong  thing  rather  than  a  good  thing— Mrs  Scott  all  the 
sense,  taste,  intrepidity  of  face  and  bold  critical  decision,  which 
usually  distinguish  female  authors.' 
4  Mr  Woods  was  known  to  Ferguis»on,  Uie  ooet,  as  well  m.  lo 
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When  hero  your  favour  is  the  actor's  lot, 
Nor  even  flie  man  in  private  life  forgot; 
What  breast  so  dead  to  heav'uly  virtue's  glow, 
But  heaves  impassion'd  with  the  grateful  throe  ? 

Poor  is  the  task  to  please  a  barb'rous  throng, 
It  needs  no  Siddons'  powers  in  Southern's  song; 
But  here  an  ancient  nation  fam'd  afar, 
For  genius,  learning  high  as  great  in  war — 
Hail !  Caledonia !  name  for  ever  dear, 
Before  whose  sons  I'm  honour'd  to  appear ! 
Where  every  science — every  nobler  art — 
That  can  inform  the  mind,  or  mend  the  heart, 
Is  known ;  as  grateful  nations  oft  have  found, 
Far  as  the  rude  barbarian  marks  the  bound. 
Philosophy,  no  idle,  pedant  dream, 
Here  holds  her  search  by  heaven-taught  Reason's 

beam; 

Here  History  paints  with  elegance  and  force, 
The  tide  of  Empire's  fluctuating  course; 
Here  Douglas  forms  wild  Shakspeare  into  plan, 
And  Harley !  rouses  all  the  God  in  man. 
When  well-form'd  taste,  and  sparkling  wit,  unite 
With  manly  lore,  or  female  beauty  bright, 
(Beauty,  where  faultless  symmetry  and  grace, 
Can  only  charm  us  in  the  second  place,) 
Witness  my  heart,  how  oft  with  panting  fear, 
As  on  this  night,  I've  met  these  judges  here ! 
But  still  the  hope  Experience  taught  to  live, 
Equal  to  judge — you're  candid  to  forgive. 
No  hundred-headed  Riot  here  we  meet, 
With  decency  and  law  beneath  his  feet ; 
Nor  Insolence  assumes  fair  Freedom's  name ; 
Like  Caledonians,  you  applaud  or  blame. 

O  Thou,  dread  Power !  whose  empire-giving  hand 

Has  oft  been  stretch 'd  to  shield  the  honour'd  land ! 

Strong  may  she  glow  with  all  her  ancient  fire ! 

May  every  son  be  worthy  of  his  sire ! 

Firm  may  she  rise  with  generous  disdain 

At  Tyranny's,  or  direr  Pleasure's  chain! 

Still  self-dependent  in  her  native  shore, 

Bold  may  she  brave  grim  Danger's  loudest  roar, 

Till  fate  the  curtain  drop  on  worlds  to  be  no  more. 


to  fffftt'Ufam  (Trrrrfi 


BOOKSELLER,   EDINBURGH. 

SELKIRK,  May,  1787. 

AULD  chuckle  Reekie's  2  sair  distrest, 
Down  droops  her  ance  weel-burnish'd  crest, 


Burns.  He  was  long  a  popular  actor  in  Edinburgh.  He 
retireS  from  the  stage  in  April,  1802,  and  died  in  December  of 
the  same  year. 

1  Henry  Mackenzie  in  •  The  Man  of  Feeling.' 

2  Edinburgh. 


Nae  joy  her  bonnie  buskit  nest 

Can  yield  ava, 

Her  darling  bird  that  she  lo'es  best, 
Willie's  awa! 

0  Willie  was  a  witty  wight, 
And  had  o'  things  an  unco  slight; 
Auld  Reekie  aye  he  keepit  tight, 

An'  trig  an'  braw: 

But  now  they'll  busk  her  like  a  fright — 
Willie's  awa! 

The  stiffest  o'  them  a'  he  bow'd, 
The  bauldest  o'  them  a'  he  cow'd; 
They  durst  nae  mair  than  he  allow'd, 

That  was  a  law: 

We've  lost  a  birkie  weel  worth  gowd — 
Willie's  awa! 

Now  gawkies,  tawpies,  gowks  and  fools, 
Frae  colleges  and  boarding  schools, 
May  sprout  like  simmer  puddock-stools, 

In  glen  or  shaw; 

He  wha  could  brush  them  down  to  mools, 
Willie's  awa! 

The  brethren  o'  the  Commerce-Chaumer3 
May  mourn  their  loss  wi'  doolfu'  clamour; 
He  was  a  dictionar  and  grammar 

Amang  them  a' ; 

1  fear  they'll  now  make  mony  a  stammer — 

Willie's  awa! 

Nae  mair  we  see  his  levee  door 
Philosophers  and  Poets  pour, 4 
And  toothy  critics  by  the  score, 

In  bloody  raw ! 
The  adjutant  o'  a'  the  core, 

Willie's  awa! 

Now  worthy  Gregory's  Latin  face, 
Tytler's  and  Greenfield's  modest  grace; 
Mackenzie,  Stewart,  such  a  brace 

As  Rome  ne'er  saw ; 5 
They  a'  maun  meet  some  ither  place, 
Willie's  awa! 

Poor  Burns — e'en  Scotch  drink  canna  quicken, 
He  cheeps  like  some  bewilder'd  chicken, 


3  The  Chamber  of  Commerce  of  Edinburgh,  of  which  Mr 
Creech  was  Secretary.]— B. 

4  Many  literary  gpntlpmpn  were  accustomed  to  meet  at  Mr 
Creech's  house  at  breakfast.]— B. 

5  Dr  James  Gregory,  author  of  the  Conspectus  Medicince; 
Tytler  of  Woodhouselee,  author  of  the  Defence  of  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots ;  Dr  William  Greenfield,  professor  of  rhetoric  in  the 
Edinburgh  University ;  Henry  Mackenzie,  author  of  the  Man 
of  Feeling;  and  Dugald  Stewart,  professor  of  moral  philoso- 
phy. 
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Scar'd  frae  its  minuie  and  the  cleckin' 

By  hoodie-craw ; 

Grief's  gi'en  his  heart  an  unco  kickin,' 
Willie's  awa! 

Now  ev'ry  sour-mou'd  girnin'  blellum, 
And  Calvin's  folk  are  fit  to  fell  him; 
And  self-conceited  critic  skellum 

Ilis  quill  may  draw; 

He  wha  could  brawlie  ward  their  bellum, 
Willie's  awa! 

Up  wimpling  stately  Tweed  I've  sped, 
And  Eden  scenes  on  crystal  Jed, 
And  Ettrick  banks  now  roaring  red, 

While  tempests  blaw; 
But  every  joy  and  pleasure's  fled — 
Willie's  awa! 

May  I  be  slander's  common  speech; 
A  text  for  infamy  to  preach; 
And  lastly,  streekit  out  to  bleach 

In  winter  snaw; 
When  I  forget  thee,  Willie  Creech, 

Though  far  awa! 

May  never  wicked  fortune  touzle  him ! 
May  never  wicked  men  bamboozle  him! 
Until  a  pow  as  auld's  Methusalem 
He  canty  claw! 

Then  to  the  blessed  New  Jerusalem, 
Fleet  wing  awa!1 


©n  scaring  some  Sliaater  jFofol  in  ilocIj=Cttr{t. 

A  WILD  SCENE  AMONG  THE  HILLS  OP  OUCHTEBTYRR.  * 

WHY,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake, 

For  me  your  wat'ry  haunt  forsake  ? 


1  This  epistle  addressed  to  his  publisher,  then  on  a  visit  to 
London,  was  the  sole  fruit  of  Burns'  border  tonr.     It  may  be 
here  stated,  that  Burns  afterwards  found  reason  to  change  his 
opinion  of  his  publisher.     Creach's  great  failing  was  an  indis- 
position to  part  with  money.    Burns  could  hardly  wring  the 
profits  of  his  poems  out  of  his  hands  after  months  spent  in 
eager  and  unremitting  solicitation.    In  other  respects,  how- 
ever, Creech  was  a  man  above  the  common  run — told  a  good 
story  with  unfailing  effect— wrote  without  much  vigour,  it 
is  true,  but  with  considerable  power  of  irony,  a  volume  since 
reprinted— and  delighted  in  the  society  and  conversation  of 
men  of  letters.    His  shop  was  the  lounge  for  all  the  men  of 
talent  in  the  Scottish  capital,  and  his  morning  conversaziones 
are  still  remembered  as  '  Creech's  levees.'    Mr  Creech  died  in 
1815,  aged  70.        * 

2  Auchtertyre,  or  Ouchtertyre.  is  a  place  of  famed  beauty  in 
Perthshire,  situated  about  two  miles  from  Crieff,  on  what  may 
be  described  as  the  last  and  lowest  terrace  of  the  Highlands, 
with  a  view  towards  the  more  fertile  south.    By  the  readers 
of  Bums  it  is  to  be  carefully  distinguished  from  another  place 


Tell  me,  fellow-creatures,  why 
At  my  presence  thus  you  fly  ? 
Why  disturb  your  social  joys, 
Parent,  filial,  kindred  ties? — 
Common  friend  to  you  and  me, 
Nature's  gifts  to  all  are  free: 
Peaceful  keep  your  dimpling  wave, 
Busy  feed,  or  wanton  lave; 
Or  beneath  the  sheltering  rock, 
Bide  the  surging  billow's  shock. 

Conscious,  blushing  for  our  race, 
Soon,  too  soon,  your  fears  I  trace. 
Man,  your  proud  usurping  foe, 
Would  be  lord  of  all  below: 
Plumes  himself  in  Freedom's  pride, 
Tyrant  stern  to  all  beside. 

The  eagle,  from  the  cliffy  brow, 
Marking  you  his  prey  below, 
In  his  breast  no  pity  dwells, 
Strong  necessity  compels: 
But  man,  to  whom  alone  is  giv'n 
A  ray  direct  from  pitying  Heav'n, 
Glories  in  his  heart  humane — 
And  creatures  for  his  pleasure  slain. 

In  these  savage,  liquid  plains, 
Only  known  to  wand'ring  swains, 
Where  the  mossy  rivlet  strays, 
Far  from  human  haunts  and  ways; 
All  on  Nature  you  depend, 
And  life's  poor  season  peaceful  spend. 

Or,  if  man's  superior  might, 
Dare  invade  your  native  right, 
On  the  lofty  ether  borne, 
Man  with  all  his  pow'rs  you  scorn; 
Swiftly  seek  on  clanging  wings, 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs; 
And  the  foe  you  cannot  brave, 
Scorn  at  least  to  be  his  slave. 


of  the  same  name,  on  the  Teith,  near  Stirling,  which  the  poet 
also  visited,  being  then  the  residence  of  his  friend  Mr  Ramsay. 
He  visited  Anchtertyre  in  Perthshire  in  1787,  apparently  in  the 
month  of  June,  though  this  is  a  point  on  which  we  are  some- 
what uncertain.  The  proprietor,  Sir  William  Murray,  and  his 
wife,  lady  Augusta  Murray,  did  all  that  lay  within  tin-it 
enlightened  and  liberal,  natures  to  render  the  poet's  stay  in 
their  house,  which  was  of  a  few  days'  continuance,  agreeable 
to  him.  In  a  letter  to  his  friend  Nu-nl,  written  from  the  house, 
he  says,  '  I  feel  myself  very  comfortably  situated  in  this  good 
family;  just  enough  of  notice  to  make  me  easy,  but  not  to 
embarrass  me.'  There  is  some  reason  to  think  that  the  poet 
paid  a  second  visit  to  Auchtertyre  in  the  autumn  of  the  same 
year ;  if  such  was  the  case,  it  would  be  doubtful  if  it  was  ou 
this,  or  the  second  occasion,  that  the  beautiful  Euphemia  Mur- 
ray of  Lintrose  was  present  to  add  to  the  charms  of  one  of  the 
loveliest  spots  in  Scotland.  Certainly  it  was  here  that  he  met 
that  young  lady,  who  was  a  near  and  favourite  relation  of  Sir 
William,  and  frequently  an  inmate  of  his  house. 
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SHrttten  foitfj  a  pencil  obcr 


IN  THB  PARLOUR  OF  THB  INN  AT  KENMORB,  TAYMOUTH. 

ADMIRING  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace, 
These  northern  scenes  with  weary  feet  I  trace  ; 
O'er  many  a  winding  dale  and  painful  steep, 
Th'  abodes  of  covey'd  grouse  and  timid  sheep, 
My  savage  journey,  curious,  I  pursue, 
Till  fam'd  Breadalbane  opens  to  my  view. 
The  meeting  cliffs  each  deep-sunk  glen  divides, 
The  woods,  wild  scatter'd,  clothe  their  ample  sides  ; 
Th'  outstretcliing  lake,  emhosom'd  'niong  the  hills, 
The  eye  with  wonder  and  amazement  fills  ; 
The  Tay,  meand'ring  sweet  in  infant  pride, 
The  palace,  rising  on  its  verdant  side; 
The  lawns,  wood-fring'd  in  Nature's  native  taste  ; 
The  hillocks,  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  haste  ; 
The  arches,  striding  o'er  the  new-born  stream; 
The  village,  glittering  in  the  noontide  beam  — 


Poetic  ardours  hi  my  bosom  swell, 

Lone  wand'ring  by  the  hermit's  mossy  cell: 

The  sweeping  theatre  of  hanging  woods; 

Th'  incessant  roar  of  headlong  tumbling  floods — 


Here  Poesy  might  wake  her  heav'n-taught  lyre, 
And  look  through  nature  with  creative  fire; 
Here  to  the  wrongs  of  fate  half  reconcil'd, 
Misfortune's  lighten'd  steps  might  wander  wild ; 
And  Disappointment,  hi  these  lonely  bounds, 
Find  balm  to  soothe  her  bitter,  rankling  wounds ; 
Here  heart-struck  Grief  might  heav'n- ward  stretch 

her  scan, 
And  injur'd  Worth  forget  and  pardon  man. 


1  Taymouth  Castle,  the  seat  of  the  Marquis  of  Breadalbane, 
Is  situated  in  a  beautiful  valley  in  Perthshire,  at  the  eastern 
extremity  of  Loch  Tay,  the  waters  of  which  here  begin  to 
form  the  river  of  the  same  name.  Not  far  from  the  house  and 
its  splendid  park,  stand  the  little  village  of  Kenmore  and  its 
bridge  over  the  young  Tay — the  lake,  and  the  range  of  hills 
bounding  it  to  the  north-west,  including  the  grand  hill  of  Ben 
Lavvers.  Burns  visited  the  scene,  August  20,  1787. 

Taymouth  Castle  consists  of  a  large  modern  quadrangular 
pile,  with  turrets  at  the  corners,  and  terminating  in  an  airy 
central  pavilion.  To  the  west  projects  the  remains  of  the 
former  mansion,  a  strong  tower  built  in  the  reign  of  James  VI.; 
while  to  the  east  extends  a  range  of  out-houses  and  offices. 
The  Tay  passes  behind  the  house,  towards  Aberfeldy  and 
Dunkeld,  skirted  on  each  side  by  magnificent  woods.  Among 
these  there  is  an  avenue  of  limes  extending  to  a  mile,  which  is 
said  to  convey  to  roost  minds  the  impression  of  some  more  than 
usually  august  Gothic  cathedral. 

The  Breadalbane  family  is  descended  from  Sir  Colin  Camp- 
bell of  Glenorchy,  a  younger  son  of  the  first  ennobled  person 
of  the  house  of  Campbell :  he  was  one  of  the  knights  of  Rhodes, 
subsequently  designated  of  Malta.  The  fourth  in  descent  from 
this  warrior,  also  named  Sir  Colin  Campbell  of  Glenorchy,  built 


Clje  fljmtttt.8 

WRITTEN  ON  A  MARBLE  SIDEBOARD, 

IN  THB  HERMITAGE  BELONGING  TO  THE  DUKE  OP  ATHOLB, 
IN  THB  WOOD  OF  ABKHFELDY. 

WHOE'ER  thou  art,  these  lines  now  reading, 
Think  not,  though  from  the  world  receding, 
I  joy  my  lonely  days  to  lead  in 

This  desert  drear; 
That  fell  remorse  a  conscience  bleeding 

Hath  led  me  here. 

No  thought  of  guilt  my  bosom  sours ; 
Free-will'd  I  fled  from  courtly  bowers; 
For  well  I  saw  in  halls  and  towers 

That  lust  and  pride, 
The  arch-fiend's  dearest,  darkest  powers, 

In  state  preside. 

I  saw  mankind  with  vice  encrusted; 
I  saw  that  honour's  sword  was  rusted ; 
That  few  for  aught  but  folly  lusted; 
That  he  was  still  deceiv'd  who  trusted 

To  love  or  friend; 
And  hither  came,  with  men  disgusted, 

My  life  to  end. 

In  this  lone  cave,  in  garments  lowly, 

Alike  a  foe  to  noisy  folly, 

And  brow->-bent  gloomy  melancholy,  . 

I  wear  away 
My  life,  and  in  my  office  holy 

Consume  the  day. 

This  rock  my  shield,  when  storms  are  blowing, 
The  limpid  streamlet  yonder  flowing 
Supplying  drink,  the  earth  bestowing 

My  simple  food; 
But  few  enjoy  the  calm  I  know  in 

This  desert  wood. 

Content  and  comfort  bless  me  more  in 

This  grot  than  e'er  I  felt  before  in 

A  palace — and  with  thoughts  still  soaring 

To  God  on  high, 
Each  night  and  morn  with  voice  imploring, 

This  wish  I  sigh : — 


the  original  house  just  alluded  to,  the  name  of  which  was  till  n 
recent  period  Balloch,  that  is  bealoch,  a  mouth  or  gap,  expres- 
sive of  the  situation  of  the  mansion  at  the  opening  of  the  valley 
of  the  Tay. 

2  This  poem,  which  had  formerly  appeared  in  some  fugitive 
publication,  was  first  incorporated  among  the  Poet's  works  in 
the  Glasgow  edition  by  Hogg  and  Motherwell,  on  the  authority 
of  Mr  Peter  Buchau. 
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"Let  me,  O  Lord!  from  life  retire, 
Unknown  each  guilty  worldly  fire, 
Remorse's  throb,  or  loose  desire; 

And  when  I  die, 
Let  me  in  this  belief  expire — 

To  God  I  fly." 

Stranger,  if,  full  of  youth  and  riot, 
And  yet  no  grief  has  rnarr'd  thy  quiet, 
Thou  haply  throw'st  a  scornful  eye  at 

The  hermit's  prayer ; 
But  if  thou  hast  good  cause  to  sigh  at 

Thy  fault  or  care; 

If  thou  hast  known  false  love's  vexation, 
Or  hast  been  exiled  from  thy  nation, 
Or  guilt  affrights  thy  contemplation, 

And  makes  thee  pine, 
Oh !  how  must  thou  lament  thy  station, 

And  envy  mine ! 


Ojr  iliumblr  petition  of  13niar  iLJLlatrr1 

TO  THE  NOBLE  DUKE  OP  ATHOI.E. 

MY  Lord,  I  know  your  noble  ear 

Woe  ne'er  assails  in  vain; 
Embolden'd  thus,  I  beg  you'll  hear 

Your  humble  Slave  complain, 


1  Bronr  Falls  iu  Athole  are  exceedingly  picturesque  and 
beautiful;  but  their  effect  is  much  impaired  by  the  want  of 
trees  and  shrubs.] — B.  The  Bruar  is  poured  through  a  chasm 
in  the  hills  which  bound  the  vale  of  the  Garry  on  the  north, 
about  three  and  a  half  miles  to  the  west  of  Blair,  and  near  the 
line  of  the  road  between  Perth  and  Inverness.  In  its  descent, 
it  makes  two  falls,  or  rather  sets  of  falls,  of  which  that  deline- 
ated in  the  engraving  is  the  upper.  The  whole  scene,  as  it 
existed  in  the  days  of  Burns,  is  thus  described  by  Dr  Garnett : 

'  Before  we  reached  Blair,  we  passed  the  small  village  of 
Bruar,  which  takes  its  name  from  a  turbulent  stream,  called 
Bruar-xvater,  that  rolls  along  its  rocky  bed  under  a  bridge. 
We  xvent  up  the  left  bank  of  this  river,  xvhose  channel  is  the 
most  rugged  that  can  be  conceived ;  the  rocks  which  form  it 
have  been  worn  into  the  most  grotesque  shapes  by  the  fury  of 
the  water.  A  foot-path  has  lately  been  made  by  the  Duke  of 
Athole,  xvhich  conducts  the  stranger  in  safety  along  the  side  of 
the  chasm,  xvhere  he  has  an  opportunity  of  seeing,  in  a  very 
short  time,  several  very  fine  cascades;  one  over  which  a  bridge 
is  thrown,  forms  a  very  picturesque  object.  This  is  called  the 
loxver  fall  of  Bruar.  The  water  here  rushes  under  a  bridge, 
and  falls  into  a  full  broad  sheet  over  the  rocky  steep,  and 
descends  impetuously  through  a  natural  arch,  into  a  dark  black 
pool,  as  if  to  take  breath,  before  it  resumes  its  course,  and 
rushes  down  to  the  Garry. 

'  Proceeding  up  the  same  side  of  the  river,  along  the  footpath, 
we  came  in  sight  of  another  rustic,  bridge,  and  a  noble  cascade, 
consisting  of  three  falls  or  breaks,  one  immediately  above  an- 
other ;  but  the  lowest  is  equal  iu  height  to  both  the  others  taken 
together.  This  is  called  the  upper  fall  of  the  Bruar.  Crossing 
the  bridge  over  this  tremendous  cataract,  witli  trembling  steps, 
we  walked  down  the  other  bank  of  the  river,  to  a  point  from 
whence  \ve  enjoyed  the  view  of  this  fine  fall  to  great  advantage. 
The  shelving  rocks  on  each  side  of  the  bridge,  with  the  water 
precipitating  itself  from  rock  to  rock,  and  at  last  shooting 


How  saucy  Phoebus'  scorching  beams, 

In  flaming  summer-pride, 
Dry-withering,  waste  my  foamy  streams, 

And  drink  my  crystal  tide. 

The  lightly-jumping  glowrin*  trouts, 

That  tliro'  ray  wateA  play, 
If,  in  their  random,  wanton  spouts, 

They  near  the  margin  stray; 
If,  hapless  chance!  they  linger  lang, 

I'm  scorching  up  so  shallow, 
They're  left  the  whitening  stanes  amaug, 

In  gasping  death  to  wallow. 

Last  day  I  grat  wi'  spite  and  teen, 

As  Poet  Burns  came  by, 
That  to  a  Bard  I  should  be  seen 

Wi'  half  my  channel  dry : 
A  panegyric  rhyme,  I  ween, 

Even  as  I  was  he  shor'd  me; 
But  had  I  in  my  glory  been, 

He,  kneeling,  wad  ador'd  me. 

Here,  foaming  down  the  shelvy  rocks, 

In  twisting  strength  I  rin; 
There,  high  my  boiling  torrent  smokes, 

Wild-roaring  o'er  a  linn: 
Enjoying  large  each  spring  and  well, 

As  nature  gave  them  me, 
I  am,  altho'  I  say't  myseF, 

Worth  gaun  a  mile  to  see. 


headlong,  filling  with  its  spray  the  deep  chasm,  form  a  scene 
truly  sublime.' 

Burns  visited  the  Falls  of  the  Bruar  during  his  third  northern 
tour.  Professor  Walker,  at  that  time  living  in  the  family  of  the 
Duke  of  Athole  in  the  capacity  of  tutor,  has  left  us  a  skeh  li  of 
the  Poet's  visit  to  the  scenery  of  Blair  Athole.  '  The  Duke,  to 
xvliom  he  brought  a  letter  of  introduction,  xvas  from  home ;  but 
the  Duchess  being  informed  of  hi*  arrival,  gave  him  an  invita- 
tion to  sup  and  sleep  at  Athole  House.  He  accepted  the  imi- 
tation ;  but  as  the  hour  of  supper  was  at  some  distance,  begged 
I  would  in  the  interval  be  his  guide  through  the  grounds.  It 
was  already  growing  dark ;  yet  the  softened,  though  faint,  and 
uncertain  viexv  of  their  beauties  which  the  moonlight  afforded 
us,  seemed  exactly  suited  to  the  state  of  his  feelings  at  the 
time.  I  had  often,  like  others,  experienced  the  pleasures  xvliii  h 
arise  from  the  sublime  or  elegant  landscape ;  but  I  never  snxv 
those  feelings  so  intense  as  in  Burns.  When  we  reached  a 
rustic  hut  on  the  river  Tilt,  where  it  is  overhung  with  a  xvoody 
precipice,  from  which  there  is  a  noble  water-fall,  he  threw 
himself  on  the  heathy  seat,  and  gave  himself  up  to  a  tender, 
abstracted,  and  rapturous  enthusiasm  of  imajrinat  ion.  »  •  • 
It  was  with  much  difficulty  I  prevailed  on  him  to  quit  this  spot, 
and  to  be  introduced  in  proper  time  to  supper.  *  •  •  Much 
attention  was  paid  to  Burns,  both  before  and  after  the  Duke's 
return,  of  which  he  was  perfectly  sensible,  without  lieiug  vain  , 
and  at  his  departure  I  recommended  to  him,  an  the  most  appro- 
priate return  he  could  make,  to  write  some  descriptive  verses 
on  any  of  the  scenes  with  which  he  had  been  so  much  delighted. 
After  leaving  Blair  he,  by  the  Duke's  advice,  visited  the  Knlls 
of  Bruar,  and  iu  a  fexv  days  I  received  a  letter  from  Inverness, 
with  the  verses  inclosed.'  Bruar  water  no  longer  mourns  the 
absence  of  'lofty  firs  and  ashes  cool.'  The  Duke  complied  xvith 
the  Poet's  suggestion,  and  caused  a  plantation  to  be  made, 
which  is  now  far  advanced  to  maturity. 
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Would  then  my  noble  master  please 

To  grant  my  highest  wishes, 
He'll  shade  my  banks  wi'  tow'ring  trees, 

And  bonnie  spreading  bushes. 
Delighted  doubly  then,  my  Lord, 

You'll  wander  on  my  banks, 
And  listen  mony  a  grateful  bird 

Return  you  tuneful  thanks. 

The  sober  laverock,  warbling  wild, 

Shall  to  the  skies  aspire ; 
The  gowdspink,  music's  gayest  child, 

Shall  sweetly  join  the  choir : 
The  blackbird  strong,  the  lintwhite  clear, 

The  mavis  mild  and  mellow; 
The  robin  pensive  autumn  cheer, 

In  all  her  looks  of  yellow: 

This  too,  a  covert  shall  ensure, 

To  shield  them  from  the  storm; 
And  coward  maukin  sleep  secure, 

Low  in  her  grassy  form : 
Here  shall  the  shepherd  make  his  seat, 

To  weave  his  crown  of  flow'rs ; 
Or  find  a  sheltering  safe  retreat 

From  prone  descending  show'rs. 

And  here,  by  sweet  endearing  stealth, 

Shall  meet  the  loving  pair, 
Despising  worlds  with  all  their  wealth 

As  empty,  idle  care : 
The  flow'rs  shall  vie  in  all  their  charms 

The  hour  of  heav'n  to  grace, 
And  birks  extend  their  fragrant  arms, 

To  screen  the  dear  embrace. 

Here,  haply  too,  at  vernal  dawn, 

Some  musing  bard  may  stray, 
And  eye  the  smoking,  dewy  lawn, 

And  misty  mountain,  gray; 
Or,  by  the  reaper's  nightly  beam, 

Mild-chequering  thro'  the  trees, 
Rave  to  my  darkly-dashing  stream, 

Hoarse-swelling  on  the  breeze. 

Let  lofty  firs,  and  ashes  cool, 

My  lowly  banks  o'erspread; 
And  view,  deep-pending  in  the  pool, 

Their  shadows'  wat'ry  bed ! 
Let  fragrant  birks  in  woodbines  drest 

My  craggy  cliffs  adorn; 
And,  for  the  little  songster's  nest, 

The  close  embow'ring  thorn. 

So  may,  old  Scotia's  darling  hope, 

Your  little  angel  band, 
Spring,  like  their  fathers,  up  to  prop 

Their  honour'd  native  land ! 


So  may,  thro'  Albion's  farthest  ken, 

To  social  flowing  glasses, 
The  grace  be — "  Athole's  honest  men, 

And  Athole's  bonnie  lasses!" 


tort!)  a  Dentil, 


STANDING  BY  THE  FALL  OP  FYERS,  NEAR  LOCH-NESS.  1 

AMONG  the  heathy  hills  and  ragged  woods, 
The  roaring  Fyers  pours  his  mossy  floods  ; 
Till  full  he  dashes  on  the  rocky  mounds, 
Where,  thro'  a  shapeless  breach,  his  stream  Re- 

sounds. 

As  high  in  air  the  bursting  torrents  flow, 
As  deep-recoiling  surges  foam  below, 
Prone  down  the  rock  the  whitening  sheet  descends, 
And  viewless  echo's  ear,  astonish'd,  rends. 
Dim-seen,  thro'  rising  mists  and  ceaseless  show'rs, 
The  hoary  cavern,  wide-surrounding,  low'rs. 
Still  thro'  the  gap  the  struggling  river  toils, 
And  still  below  the  horrid  caldron  boils  — 


1  'The  Fyers  is  not  a  very  large  stream,  except  in  rainy 
weather ;  consequently  there  are  great  variations  in  the  aspect 
of  the  cascade.  In  its  medium  fulness  it  pours  through  a 
narrow  gullet  in  the  rock  in  a  round  unbroken  stream,  which 
gradually  whitens,  as  it  descends,  like  an  old  Jew's  beard,  till 
it  falls  into  a  half  seen  profound,  two  hundred  and  forty  feot 
below  the  point  of  descent.  A  dense  mist  is  constantly  seen 
rising  from  the  broken  water,  like  the  heaven-ward  aspirations 
of  an  afflicted  and  tortured  spirit.  The  noise  is  usually  very 
loud.  About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  farther  up  the  ravine,  there  is 
another  cascade,  usually  called  the  Upper  Fall ;  a  fearful  gulf, 
down  which  the  water  descends  by  three  leaps,  and  over 
which  a  bridge  has  been  thrown,  by  way  of  station,  for  a  sight 
of  the  cataract.  All  this  stupendous  ravine  is  covered  by 
birches,  on  whose  every  leaf  a  vapoury  dew  continually  hangs. 
Dr  Clarke,  on  visiting  Fyers,  declared  it  to  be  a  finer  water 
than  that  of  Tivoli,  and  of  all  he  had  ever  seen  inferior  only  to 
Terni.' — ROBERT  CHAMBERS. 

Dr  Johnson,  in  the  course  of  his  'Journey  to  the  Western 
Islands,'  visited  the  Fall  of  Fyers :  it  may  not  be  uninteresting 
to  contrast  his  feelings  on  the  occasion  with  those  of  Burns. 
We  desired  our  guides  to  show  us  to  the  Fall,  and,  dismount- 
ing, clambered  over  very  rugged  crags,  till  I  began  to  wish 
that  our  curiosity  might  have  been  gratified  with  less  trouble 
and  danger.  We  came  at  last  to  a  place  where  we  could  over- 
look the  river,  and  saw  a  channel  torn,  as  it  seems,  through 
black  piles  of  stone,  by  which  the  stream  is  obstructed  and 
broken,  till  it  comes  to  a  very  steep  descent  of  such  dreadful 
depth,  that  we  were  naturally  inclined  to  turn  aside  our  eyes. 
But  we  visited  the  place  at  an  unfavourable  time,  and  found  it 
divested  of  its  dignity  and  terror.  Nature  never  gives  every 
thing  at  once.  A  long  continuance  of  dry  weather,  which  made 
the  rest  of  the  way  easy  and  delightful,  deprived  us  of  the  plea- 
sure I  expected  from  the  Fall  of  Fyers.  The  river  having  now 
no  water  but  what  the  springs  supply,  showed  us  only  a  swift 
current,  clear  and  shallow,  fretting  over  the  asperities  of  the 
rocky  bottom ;  and  we  were  left  to  exercise  our  thoughts  by 
endeavouring  to  conceive  the  effect  of  a  thousand  streams 
joured  from  the  mountains  forming  one  channel  struggling  for 
ixpansion  in  a  narrow  passage,  exasperated  by  rocks  rising  in 
their  way,  and  at  last  discharging  all  the  violence  of  waters  by 
a  sudden  fall  through  the  horrid  chasm." 
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Poetical  airtrress  to  ffir  fcaStlham  Cj>tler,« 

Al'THOR  OF  "  AN  INQUIRY  INTO  THB  KVIDENCB  AGAINST  MART 

QI'BRN  OF  SCOTS." 
WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  THB  BAUD'S  PICTURE. 

REVERED  defender  of  beauteous  Stuart, 

Of  Stuart,  a  name  once  respected, 
A  name,  -which  to  lovo  was  the  mark  of  a  true  heart, 

But  now  'tis  despised  and  neglected. 

Tho'  something  like  moisture  conglobes  in  my  eye, 

Let  no  one  misdeem  me  disloyal; 
A  poor  friendless  wand'rer  may  well  claim  a  sigh, 

Still  more,  if  that  wand'rer  were  royaL 

My  fathers  that  name  have  rever'd  on  a  throne; 

My  fathers  have  fallen  to  right  it;  • 
Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  son, 

That  name  should  he  scoffingly  slight  it. 

Still  in  prayers  for  King  George  I  most  heartily  join, 
The  Queen,  and  the  rest  of  the  gentry, 

Be  they  wise,  be  they  foolish,  is  nothing  of  mine; 
Their  title's  avow'd  by  my  country. 

But  why  of  that  epocha  make  such  a  fuss, 

That  gave  us  the  Hanover  stem ; 
If  bringing  them  over  was  lucky  for  us, 

I'm  sure  'twas  as  lucky  for  them ! a 

But,  loyalty,  truce !  we're  on  dangerous  ground, 
Who  knows  how  the  fashions  may  alter  ? 

The  doctrine,  to-day,  that  is  loyalty  sound, 
To-morrow  may  bring  us  a  halter. 

I  send  you  a  trifle,  a  head  of  a  bard, 

A  trifle  scarce  worthy  your  care; 
But  accept  it,  good  Sir,  as  a  mark  of  regard, 

Sincere  as  a  saint's  dying  prayer. 

Now  life's  chilly  evening  dun  shades  on  your  eye, 

And  ushers  the  long  dreary  night; 
But  you,  like  the  star  that  athwart  gilds  the  sky, 

Your  course  to  the  latest  is  bright. 


1  William  Tytler,  Esq.  of  Woodhonselee,  was  a  member  of 
the  society  of  writers  to  the  signet,  and  author  of  the  above- 
mentioned  work  in  favour  of  Queen  Mary.    He  was  born  in 
1711.  and  died  in  1792.    His  father  was  the  well-known  Lord 
Woodhouselee,  and  his  grandson,  Patrick  Fraser  Tytler,  is 
author  of  the  excellent  history  of  Scotland,  published  by  Mr 
Tait  of  Edinburgh. 

2  It  strongly  marks  the  cautions  spirit  of  the  times,  that  Dr 
Currie  omitted  this  stanza  from  his  edition  of  the  Poet's  works. 
Burns  felt  when  he  wrote  it  that  he  was  treading  on  dangerous 

.ground.  A  jest  on  royalty  was  then  regarded  as  an  unerring 
proof  of  disaffection  to  government,  and  the  peccant  author  as 
a  legitimate  mark  for  the  bolt*  of  authority.  These  prejudices 
were  strengthened  by  the  progress  of  events  ere  the  piece 
passed  under  the  editorial  hands  of  Currie.  He  paused— and 
deemed  it  better  to  expunge  the  verse  than  to  subject  himself, 
1,8  well  as  the  author,  to  the  withering  charge  of  Jacobinism. 


<0n  tfif  Dratfj  of  Duntras  of  3rmston.3 

LONE  on  the  bleaky  hills  the  straying  flocks 
;  Shun  the  fierce  storms  among  the  sheltering  rocks; 
Down  foam  the  rivulets,  red  with  dashing  rains; 
The  gathering  floods  burst  o'er  the  distant  plains; 
Beneath  the  blast  the  leafless  forests  groan; 
The  hollow  caves  return  a  sullen  moan. 

Ye  hills,  ye  plains,  ye  forests,  and  ye  caves, 
Ye  howling  winds,  and  wintry -swelling  wave*! 
Unheard,  unseen,  by  human  ear  or  eye, 
Sad,  to  your  sympathetic  scenes  I  fly; 
Where,  to  the  whistling  blast  and  waters'  roar 
Pale  Scotia's  recent  wound  I  may  deplore. 

O  heavy  loss,  thy  country  ill  could  bear! 

A  loss  these  evil  days  can  ne'er  repair ! 

Justice,  the  high  vicegerent  of  her  God, 

Her  doubtful  balance  ey'd,  and  sway'd  her  rod ; 

She  heard  the  tidings  of  the  fatal  blow, 

And  sunk,  abandon'd  to  the  wildest  woe. 

Wrongs,  injuries,  from  many  a  darksome  den, 
Now  gay  in  hope  explore  the  paths  of  men : 
See,  from  his  cavern,  grim  Oppression  rise, 
And  throw  on  Poverty  his  cruel  eyes; 
Keen  on  the  helpless  victim  see  him  fly, 
And  stifle,  dark,  the  feebly-bursting  cry. 

Mark  ruffian  Violence,  distaincd  with  crimes, 

Rousing  elate  in  these  degenerate  times; 

View  unsuspecting  Innocence  a  prey, 

As  guileful  Fraud  points  out  the  erring  way : 

While  subtile  Litigation's  pliant  tongue 

The  life-blood  equal  sucks  of  Right  and  Wrong: 

Hark !  injur'd  Want  recounts  th'  unlisten'd  tale, 

And  much-wrong'd  Mis'ry  pours  th'  unpitied  wail ! 

Ye  dark  waste  hills,  and  brown  unsightly  plains. 
To  you  I  sing  my  grief-inspired  strains: 
Ye  tempests,  rage!  ye  turbid  torrents,  roll! 
Ye  suit  the  joyless  tenor  of  my  soul. 
Life's  social  haunts  and  pleasures  I  resign, 
Be  nameless  wilds  and  lonely  wanderings  mine, 
To  mourn  the  woes  my  country  must  endure, 
That  wound  degenerate  ages  cannot  cure. 


3  Robert  Dundas  of  Arniston,  elder  brother  of  Lord  Melville, 
was  born  in  1713,  appointed  president  of  the  court  of  session  in 
17GO,  and  died  in  December,  1787.  His  eldest  sou  was  for  many 
years  lord  advocate  of  Scotland,  and  died  in  1819.  Burns  sent 
a  copy  of  the  poem  to  him,  but  received  no  answer.  In  •  letter 
to  Dr  Geddes,  he  says :  •  I  sent  a  copy  of  it,  with  my  best  prose 
letter,  to  the  son  of  the  great  man,  when,  behold!  his  soliritor- 
ship  took  no  more  notice  of  my  poem  or  me  than  1  bad  been  a 
strolling  fiddler,  who  had  made  free  with  his  lady's  name  over 
a  silly  new  reel !  Did  the  gentleman  imagine  that  I  looked  for 
any  dirty  gratuity?' 
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Co  a, 


FAIR  fa'  your  honest,  sonsie  face, 
Great  chieftain  o'  the  puddin'-race  ! 
Aboon  them  a'  ye  tak'  your  place, 

Painch,  tripe,  or  thairm: 
Weel  are  ye  wordy  of  a  grace 

As  lang's  my  arm. 

The  groaning  trencher  there  ye  fill, 
Your  hurdles  like  a  distant  hill, 
Your  pin  wad  help  to  mend  a  mill 

In  time  o'  need, 
While  thro'  your  pores  the  dews  distil 

Like  amber  bead. 

His  knife  see  rustic  labour  dight, 
An'  cut  you  up  with  ready  slight, 
Trenching  your  gushing  entrails  bright 

Like  onie  ditch; 
And  then,  O  what  a  glorious  sight, 

Warm-reekin',  rich! 

Then  horn  for  horn  they  stretch  an'  strive, 
De'il  tak  the  hindmost,  on  they  drive, 
Till  a'  their  weel-swall'd  kytes  belyve 

Are  bent  like  drums; 
Then  auld  guidman,  maist  like  to  ryve, 

'  Bethankit  '  hums. 


1  A  Haggis  is  a  pudding,  supposed  to  be  peculiar  to  Scotland, 
composed  of  minced  oft'al  of  mutton,  mixed  with  oatmeal  and 
suet,  seasoned  with  salt  and  pepper,  and  boiled  in  a  sheep's 
stomach.  The  poet's  description  of  this  phenomenon  in  cookery 
is  faithful  as  it  is  graphic. — 

'  The  groaning  trencher  there  ye  fill, 
Your  hurdies  like  a  distant  hill, 
Your  pin  wad  help  to  mend  a  mill 

In  time  o*  need, 
While  thro*  your  pores  the  dews  distil 

Like  amber  bead.' 

Its  appearance  is  very  apt  to  startle  an  Englishman,  however 
bold  he  may  be  as  a  trencher-man :  but  by  a  Scotsman,  who 
knows  its  intrinsic  worth,  and  honours  the  country  to  which  it 
belongs,  it  is  always  welcomed  at  table  with  hearty  applause. 
Formerly,  in  Burns's  time,  and  before  it,  when  the  style  of 
living  in  Scotland  was  simpler  and  humbler  than  it  now  is,  the 
Haggis  was  one  of  the  principal  luxuries  of  the  farmer  and  la- 
bouring mau,  and  the  poet's  description  of  the  enthusiasm  with 
which  it  was  devoured  is  not  overcharged.  At  the  present  day, 
however,  it  forms  a  much  less  prominent  figure  in  rustic  diet- 
etics, and  is  rarely  to  be  met  with  in  town  life  except  on  par- 
ticular convivial  occasions.  There  are  different  accounts  as  to 
the  composition  of  the  poem,  but  it  first  appeared  in  the  Scots 
Magazine  for  January,  1787,  and  was  reprinted  in  that  year's 
edition  of  the  poet's  works.  The  concluding  verse  originally 
stood  thus : — 

'  Ye  powers,  wha  gi'e  us  a'  that's  gude, 
Still  bleas  auld  Caledonia's  brood, 
Wi*  great  John  Barleycorn's  heart's-blude, 

In  stonps  or  luggies, 
Aud  on  our  board,  the  king  o*  food, 

A  glorious  Haggis ! ' 

Burns,  it  is  said,  repeated  something  like  this  when  asked  to 
say  grace  at  a  table  where  a  Haggis  formed  a  prominent  part 
of  the  entertainment,  and  so  well  was  his  extemporaneous  ad- 
dress received,  that  he  was  induced  to  extend  it  as  above. 


Is  there  that  o'er  his  French  ragout, 
Or  olio  that  wad  staw  a  sow, 
Or  fricassee  wad  mak'  her  spew 

Wi'  perfect  scouner, 
Looks  down  wi'  sneerin',  scornfu'  view 

On  sic  a  dinner  ? 

Poor  devil!  see  him  owre  his  trash, 
As  feckless  as  a  wither'd  rash, 
His  spindle  shank  a  guid  whip-lash, 

His  nieve  a  nit; 
Thro'  bloody  flood  or  field  to  dash, 

O  how  unfit! 

But  mark  the  rustic,  haggis-fed, 

The  trembling  earth  resounds  his  tread, 

Clap  in  his  walie  nieve  a  blade, 

He'll  mak'  it  whissle ; 
An'  legs,  an'  arms,  an'  heads  will  sned, 

Like  taps  o'  thrissle. 

Ye  pow'rs,  wha  mak'  mankind  your  care, 
And  dish  them  out  their  bill  o'  fare, 
Auld  Scotland  wants  nae  skinking  ware 

That  jaups  in  luggies; 
But,  if  ye  wish  her  gratefu'  pray'r, 

Gi'e  her  a  Haggis! 


ON  READING  IN  A  NEWSPAPER 


Dwtfj  of  Joljn 


,  I35({. 


BROTHER  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY,  A  PARTICULAR  FRIEND  OF 
THE  AUTHOR. 

SAD  thy  tale,  thou  idle  page, 

And  rueful  thy  alarms  : 
Death  tears  the  brother  of  her  love 

From  Isabella's  arms. 

Sweetly  deckt  with  pearly  dew 
The  morning  rose  may  blow; 

But  cold  successive  noontide  blasts 
May  lay  its  beauties  low. 

Fair  on  Isabella's  morn 

The  sun  propitious  smil'd; 
But,  long  ere  noon,  succeeding  clouds 

Succeeding  hopes  beguiFd. 

Fate  oft  tears  the  bosom  chords 

That  nature  finest  strung  : 
So  Isabella's  heart  was  form'd, 

And  so  that  heart  was  wrung. 
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Dread  Omnipotence,  alone, 
Can  heal  the  wound  he  gave; 

Can  point  the  brimful  grief-worn  eyes 
To  scenes  beyond  the  grave. 

Virtue's  blossoms  there  shall  blow, 
And  fear  no  withering  blast; 

There  Isabella's  spotless  worth 
Shall  happy  be  at  last. l 


Co 


WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  A  PAIR  OP  DRINKING  GLASSES. 

FAIR  Empress  of  the  Poet's  soul, 

And  Queen  of  Poetesses  ; 
Clarinda,  take  this  little  boon, 

This  humble  pair  of  glasses,  — 

And  fill  them  high  with  generous  juice, 

As  generous  as  your  mind; 
And  pledge  mo  in  the  generous  toast  — 

"  The  whole  of  human  kind!  " 

"  To  those  who  love  us  !  "  —  second  fill  ; 

But  not  to  those  whom  we  love  ; 
Lest  we  love  those  who  love  not  us! 

A  third  —  "to  thee  and  me,  love!" 


1  In  the  original  MS.  after  the  fourth  verse  occurs  the  fol- 
lowing lines : — 

'  Were  it  in  the  poet's  power, 

Strong  as  he  shares  the  grief 
That  pierces  Isabella's  heart 

To  give  that  heart  relief. — 

It  seems  probable  that  here  the  poet  felt  the  unsatisfying  na- 
ture of  human  comfort — that  the  wound  was  only  to  be  healed 
by  Him  who  had  inflicted  it — that  he  was  preaching  from  a  text 
unfitted  to  afford  consolation — and  indulging  this  idea  produced 
the  two  verses  with  which  the  poem  so  finely  concludes.  In 
one  edition  of  Burns  these  lines  have  been  restored :  the  pro- 
priety of  this  may  be  questioned. 

2  The  •  Clarinda*  to  whom  the  above  three  little  pieces  were 
inscribed,  was  Mrs  M'Lehose,  a  young  lady  of  wit  and  beauty, 
and  also  a  writer  of  verses.     Burns  was  introduced  to  her  at 
Edinburgh,  in  the  winter  of  1 787,  immediately  before  an  accident 
befell  him  which  confined  him  to  his  room  with  a  bruised  limb. 
Although  it  is  said  he  had  only  cue  interview  with  the  lady,  he 
conceived  a  romantic  attachment  towards  her,  and,  during  his 
confinement,  carried  on  a  correspondence  with  her,  of  a  highly 
passionate  and  sentimental  kind,  under  the  assumed  names  of 
Sylvander  and  Clarinda.    The  '  Letters  to  Clarinda'  were  ex- 
cluded from  Currie's  edition  of  the  poet's  correspondence,  but 
they  were  published  at  Glasgow  hi  1802  in  a  separate  form,  and 
have  been  often  since  reprinted,  although  at  first  interdicted  by 
Burns's  executors.     At  the  time  Burns  became  acquainted 
with  Clarinda,  she  was  residing  with  her  two  young  children 
in  Edinburgh,  while  her  husband,  from  whom  a  separation  had 
taken  place,  was  established  in  Jamaica,  where  he  died,  chief 
clerk  of  the  court  of  common  pleas,  in  1812.    Clarinda's  maiden 
name  was  Agnes  Craig,  and  she  was  cousin  to  Ix>rd  Craig,  one 
of  the  judges  of  the  court  of  session,  who  left  her  an  annuity. 
She  died  at  Edinburgh,  in  October,  1841,  at  the  age  of  eighty, 
three. 
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Co  Clatfotai. 

ON  THE  POET'S  LEAVING  EDlNBrBOH. 

CLARETDA,  mistress  of  my  soul, 

The  measur'd  time  is  run ! 
The  wretch  beneath  the  dreary  pole, 

So  marks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  frozen  night 

Shall  poor  Sylvander  hie; 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  his  life  and  light, 

The  sun  of  all  his  joy. 

We  part — but  by  these  precious  drops 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyes ! 
No  other  light  shall  guide  my  steps 

Till  thy  bright  beams  arise. 

She,  the  fair  sun  of  all  her  sex, 
Has  blest  my  glorious  day : 

And  shall  a  glimmering  planet  fix 
My  worship  to  its  ray  ? 


Co  tfje  same. 

BEFORE  I  saw  Clarinda's  face, 
My  heart  was  blythe  and  gay, 

Free  as  the  wind,  or  feather'd  race 
That  hop  from  spray  to  spray. 

But  now  dejected  I  appear, 

Clarinda  proves  unkind ; 
I,  sighing,  drop  the  silent  tear, 

But  no  relief  can  find. 

In  plaintive  notes  my  tale  rehearses 
When  I  the  fair  have  found ; 

On  every  tree  appear  my  verses 
That  to  her  praise  resound. 

But  she,  ungrateful,  shuns  my  sight, 

My  faithful  love  disdains, 
My  vows  and  tears  her  scorn  excite, 

Another  happy  reigns. 

Ah,  though  my  looks  betray, 

I  envy  your  success; 
Yet  love  to  friendship  shall  give  way, 

1  cannot  wish  it  less. 
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©n  flje  Seat!)  of  S»fr  Jjfames  punter  ISIafr.1 

THE  lamp  of  day,  with  ill-presaging  glare, 
Dim,  cloudy,  sunk  beneath  the  western  wave ; 

Th'  inconstant  blast  howl'd  thro'  the  darkening  air, 
And  hollow  whistled  in  the  rocky  cave. 

Lone  as  I  wander 'd  by  each  cliff  and  dell, 

Once  the  lov'd  haunts  of  Scotia's  royal  train : 2 

Or  mus'd  where  limpid  streams,  once  hallow'd, 

well,3 
Or  mould 'ring  ruins  mark  the  sacred  fane. 4 

Th'  increasing  blast  roar'd  round  the  beetling 
rocks, 

The  clouds  swift-wing'd  flew  o'er  the  starry  sky, 
The  groaning  trees  untimely  shed  their  locks, 

And  shooting  meteors  caught  the  startling  eye. 

The  paly  moon  rose  in  the  livid  east, 

And  'mong  the  cliffs  disclos'd  a  stately  form, 

In  weeds  of  woe  that  frantic  beat  her  breast, 
And  mix'd  her  wailings  with  the  raving  storm. 

Wild  to  my  heart  the  filial  pulses  glow, 

'Twas  Caledonia's  trophied  shield  I  view'd  : 

Her  form  majestic  droop'd  in  pensive  woe, 
The  lightning  of  her  eye  in  tears  imbued. 

Revers'd  that  spear,  redoubtable  in  war ; 

Reclin'd  that  banner,  erst  in  fields  unfurl'd, 
That  like  a  deathful  meteor  gleam'd  afar, 

And  brav'd  the  mighty  monarchs  of  the  world. — 

"My  patriot  son  fills  an  untimely  grave! " 
With  accents  wild  and  lifted  arms  she  cried; 

"  Low  lies  the  hand  that  oft  was  stretch 'd  to  save, 
Low  lies  the  heart  that  swell'd  with  honest  pride ! 

"A  weeping  country  joins  a  widow's  tear, 
The  helpless  poor  mix  with  the  orphan's  cry; 

The  drooping  arts  surround  their  patron's  bier, 
And  grateful  science  heaves  the  heartfelt  sigh. — 

"  I  saw  my  sons  resume  their  ancient  fire ; 

I  saw  fair  Freedom's  blossoms  richly  blow; 
But  ah !  how  hope  is  born  but  to  expire ! 

Relentless  fate  has  laid  this  guardian  low. — 


1  A  native  of  Ayr,  and  member  of.the  banking-house  of  Sir 
William  Forbes  and  Company,  who  died  in  July,  1787,  in  the 
47th  year  of  his  age. 

2  The  King's  Park,  at  Holyrood-house. 

3  St  Anthony's  Well. 

4  St  Anthony's  ChapeL 


"My  patriot  falls,  but  shall  he  lie  unsung, 

While  empty  greatness  saves  a  worthless  name ! 

No ;  every  muse  shall  join  her  tuneful  tongue, 
And  future  ages  hear  his  growing  fame. 

"And  I  will  join  a  mother's  tender  cares, 
Thro'  future  times  to  make  his  virtues  last, 

That  distant  years  may  boast  of  other  Blairs  " — 
She  said,  and  vanish 'd  with  the  sweeping  blast. 


Written  in  ,jFria«=<?rar0e  f^crmttage, 

OX  NITHSIOB. 

THOU  whom  chance  may  hither  lead, — 
Be  thou  clad  in  russet  weed, 
Be  thou  deckt  in  silken  stole, 
Grave  these  counsels  on  thy  soul. 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most, 
Sprung  from  night,  in  darkness  lost;6 
Hope  not  sunshine  ev'ry  hour, 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lower. 


5  This  poem  was  the  first  fruits  of  Burns's  intercourse  with 
the  Nithsdale  muses.     It  was  written  in  a  Hermitage  belong- 
ing to  Captain  Riddel,  of  Glenriddel,  called  Friars  Carse,  situ- 
ated at  a  short  distance  from  EUisland.     So  highly  did  the  poet 
think  of  this  production  that  he  scattered  MS.  copies  on  all 
hands.   Some  of  these  afford  interesting  variations:  one  of  them, 
indeed,  which  Allan  Cunningham  thinks  the  original  draught, 
differs  wholly  from  the  others,  except  the  first  six  lines  and 
the  concluding  couplet.    The  lines  were  engraved  with  a  dia- 
mond on  a  pane  of  the  window  of  the  Hermitage.    When  Dr 
Creech  sold  Friars  Carse,  the  pane  was  removed,  in  the  course 
of  which  it  was  accidentally  fractured.     It  remained  for  some 
years  in  the  possession  of  the  doctor's  sisters,  the  last  of  whom 
dying  in  1835,  her  effects  were  disposed  of  by  public  auction — 
among  the  rest  the  pane  of  glass  bearing  these  noble  lines.    The 
article  created  much  interest,  and  after  a  keen  competition  was 
secured  by  Mr  W.  Gordon,  of  Dumfries,  for  five  guineas. 

6  MS.  variation: — 

'  Day,  how  rapid  in  its  flight — 
Day,  how  few  must  see  the  night ; 
Hope  not  sunshine  ev'ry  hour, 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lower. 
Happiness  is  but  a  name, 
Make  content  and  ease  thy  aim. 
Ambition  is  a  meteor  gleam ; 
Fame  a  restless  idle  dream : 
Pleasures  insects  on  the  wing, 
Round  peace,  the  tenderest  flower  of  spring ; 
Those  that  sip  the  dew  alone 
Make  the  butterflies  thy  own  ^ 
Those  that  would  the  bloom  devour, 
Crush  the  locusts — save  the  flower. 
For  the  future  be  prepared,  . 

Guard  wherever  thou  canst  guard ; 
But  thy  utmost  duty  done, 
Welcome  what  thou  canst  not  shun. 
Follies  past,  give  them  to  air, 
Make  their  consequence  thy  care : 
Keep  the  name  of  man  in  mind, 
And  dishonour  not  thy  kind. 
Reverence  with  lowly  heart 
Him  whose  wondrous  work  thou  art ; 
Keep  his  goodness  still  in  view. 
Thy  trust — and  thy  example,  too  " 
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As  youth  and  love,  with  sprightly  dance, 
Beneath  thy  morning  star  advance, 
Pleasure,  with  her  siren  air, 
May  delude  the  thoughtless  pair; 
Let  prudence  bless  enjoyment's  cup, 
Then  raptur'd  sip,  and  sip  it  up. 

As  thy  day  grows  warm  and  high, 

Life's  meridian  flaming  nigh, 

Dost  thou  spurn  the  humble  vale  ? 

Life's  proud  summits  wouldst  thou  scale  ? 

Check  thy  climbing  step,  elate, 

Evils  lurk  in  felon  wait: 

Dangers,  eagle-pinion 'd,  bold, 

Soar  around  each  cliffy  hold, 

While  cheerful  peace,  with  linnet  song, 

Chants  the  lowly  dells  among. 

As  the  shades  of  ev'uing  close, 
Beck'ning  thee  to  long  repose; 
As  life  itself  becomes  disease, 
Seek  the  chimney-neuk  of  case. 

There  ruminate  with  sober  thought, 
On  all  thou'st  seen,  and  heard,  and  wrought; 
And  teach  the  sportive  younkers  round, 
Saws  of  experience,  sage  and  sound. 
Say,  man's  true,  genuine  estimate, 
The  grand  criterion  of  his  fate, 
Is  not,  Art  thou  high  or  low  ? 
Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flow  ? 
Did  many  talents  gild  thy  span  ? 
Or  frugal  nature  grudge  thee  one  ? ' 
Tell  them,  and  press  it  on  their  mind, 
As  thou  thyself  must  shortly  find, 
The  smile  or  frown  of  awful  Heav'n, 
To  virtue  or  to  vice  is  giv'n. 
Say,  to  be  just,  and  kind,  and  wise, 
There  solid  self-enjoyment  lies: 
That  foolish,  selfish,  faitliless  ways, 
Lead  to  the  wretched,  vile,  and  base- 
Thus  resign'd  and  quiet,  creep 
To  the  bed  of  lasting  sleep; 
Sleep,  whence  thou  shalt  ne'er  awake, 
Night,  where  dawn  shall  never  break, 
Till  future  life,  future  no  more, 
To  light  and  joy  the  good  restore, 
To  light  and  joy  unknown  before. 

Stranger,  go!  Heav'n  be  thy  guide! 
Quod  the  beadsman  of  Nithside. 

1  In  one  MS.  instead  of  the  above  six  lines  these  appear . — 
•  Say,  thp  criterion  of  their  fate. 
Th'  important  query  of  their  state, 
Is  not,  Art  thou  hiuh  or  low? 
Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flow  ? 
Wert  thou  cottager  or  King;  ? 
Prince  or  peasant?  no  »uch  thing.' 


Go  Captain  l\rt)i)d, 

OLINSIDDEL. 

ELLIULASD,  Monday  Evening. 

YOCR  news  and  review,  Sir,  I've  read  through 
and  through,  Sir, 

With  little  admiring  or  blaming; 
The  papers  are  barren  of  home-news  or  foreign, 

No  murders  or  rapes  worth  the  naming, 

Our  friends  the  reviewers,  these  chippers  and 
hewers, 

Are  judges  of  mortar  and  stone,  Sir; 
But  of  meet,  or  unmeet,  in  a  fabric  complete, 

111  boldly  pronounce  they  are  none,  Sir. 

My  goose-quill  too  rude  is,  to  tell  all  your  good- 
ness 

Bestow'd  on  your  servant,  the  Poet ; 
Would  to  God  I  had  one  like  a  beam  of  the  sun, 

And  then  all  the  world,  Sir,  should  know  it ! 


Epistle  to  $>ugfj  flarferr. 

UKKCHANT,  K1LMARNOCK. 
JINK,  1788. 

IN  this  strange  land,  this  uncouth  clime, 

A  Land  unknown  to  prose  or  rhyme ; 

Where  words  ne'er  crost  the  muse's  heckles, 

Nor  limpet  in  poetic  shackles; 

A  land  that  prose  did  never  view  it, 

Except  when  drunk  he  stacher't  thro'  it; 

Here,  ambush'd  by  the  chimla  cheek, 

Hid  in  an  atmosphere  of  reek, 

I  hear  a  wheel  thrum  i'  the  neuk, 

I  hear  it — for  in  vain  I  leuk. — 

The  red  peat  gleams,  a  fiery  kernel, 

Enhusked  by  a  fog  infernal : 

Here,  for  my  wonted  rhyming  raptures, 

I  sit  and  count  my  sins  by  chapters; 

For  life  and  spunk  like  ither  Christians, 

I'm  dwindled  down  to  mere  existence ; 

Wi'  nae  converse  but  Gallowa'  bodies, 

Wi'  nae  kenn'd  face  but  Jenny  Geddeo. 


8  These  lines  were  written  extempore,  on  returning1  a  news- 
paper. The  review,  it  is  said,  contained  some  sharp  strictures 
on  his  poetry.  It  seems  to  have  afforded  him  but  little  concern. 
1  His  character  as  a  poet  was  already  fixed  by  the  testimony  of 
the  first  critics  of  the  age;  and  this  he  felt,  was  not  likely  to  be 
affected  by  the  carpinjrs  of  a  '  hackney  scribbler.'  It  is  aston- 
ishing  with  what  ea.«e  Bums  dashed  off  these  every-day  notes- 
even  the  double  rhyme  seems  not  for  a  moment  to  have 
retarded  his  pen. 
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Jenny,  my  Pegasean  pride! 

Dowie  slie  saunters  down  Nithside, 

And  aye  a  westlin'  leuk  she  throws, 

Wliile  tears  hap  o'er  her  auld  brown  nose ! 

Was  it  for  this,  wi'  canny  care, 

Thou  bure  the  Bard  through  many  a  shire  ? 

At  howes  or  hillocks  never  stumbled, 

And  late  or  early  never  grumbled  ? — 

O,  had  I  power  like  inclination, 

I'd  heeze  thee  up  a  constellation, 

To  canter  with  the  Sagitarre, 

Or  loup  the  ecliptic  like  a  bar; 

Or  turn  the  pole  like  any  arrow; 

Or,  when  auld  Phoebus  bids  good-morrow, 

Down  the  zodiac  urge  the  race, 

And  cast  dirt  on  his  godship's  face; 

For  I  could  lay  my  bread  and  kail 

He'd  ne'er  cast  saut  upo'  thy  tail. — 

Wi'  a'  this  care  and  a'  this  grief, 

And  sma',  sma'  prospect  of  relief, 

And  nought  but  peat-reek  i'  my  head, 

How  can  I  write  what  ye  can  read  ? — 

Tarbolton,  twenty -fourth  o'  June, 

Ye '11  find  me  in  a  better  tune ; 

But  till  we  meet  and  weet  our  whistle* 

Tak'  this  excuse  for  nae  epistle. 

ROBERT  BUHNS. 


to  K.  <55raf|am,  ISs?.1 

WHEN  Nature  her  great  master-piece  design'd, 
And  fram'd  her  last  best  work,  the  human  mind, 
Her  eye  intent  on  all  the  mazy  plan, 
She  form'd  of  various  parts  the  various  man. 

Then  first  she  calls  the  useful  many  forth ; 
Plain  plodding  industry,  and  sober  worth: 
Thence  peasants,  farmers,  native  sons  of  earth, 
And  merchandise'  whole  genius  take  their  birth : 
Each  prudent  cit  a  warm  existence  finds, 
And  all  mechanics'  many-apron'd  kinds. 
Some  other  rarer  sorts  are  wanted  yet, 
The  lead  and  buoy  are  needful  to  the  net; 

1  The  letter  inclosing  this  Epistle  will  best  explain  the  nature     my  late  appearance  on  the  stage  of  life  in  the  character  of  a 
of  the  'boon'  which  the  poet  requested.    'When  I  had  the  j  country-farmer;  but,  after  discharging  some  filial  and  fraternal 


The  caput  mortuum  of  gross  desires 
Makes  a  material  for  mere  knights  and  squires ; 
The  martial  phosphorus  is  taught  to  flow, 
She  kneads  the  lumpish  philosophic  dough, 
Then  marks  th' unyielding  mass  with  gi'ave  designs 
Law,  physics,  politics,  and  deep  divines: 
Last,  she  sublimes  th'  Aurora  of  the  poles, 
The  flashing  elements  of  female  souls. 

The  order'd  system  fair  before  her  stood, 
Nature,  well  pleas'd,  pronounced  it  very  good; 
But  e'er  she  gave  creating  labour  o'er, 
Half -jest,  she  tried  one  curious  labour  more. 
Some  spumy,  fiery,  ignis  fatum  matter; 
Such  as  the  slightest  breath  of  air  might  scatter; 
With  arch-alacrity  and  conscious  glee 
(Nature  may  have  her  whim  as  well  as  we, 
Her  Hogarth-art  perhaps  she  meant  to  show  it) 
She  forms  the  thing,  and  christens  it — a  poet. 
Creature,  tho'  oft  the  prey  of  care  and  sorrow, 
When  blest  to-day  unmindful  of  to-morrow. 
A  being  form'd  t'  amuse  his  graver  friends, 
Admir'd  and  prais'd — and  there  the  homage  ends 
A  mortal  quite  unfit  for  Fortune's  strife, 
Yet  oft  the  sport  of  all  the  ills  of  life; 
Prone  to  enjoy  each  pleasure  riches  give, 
Yet  haply  wanting  wherewithal  to  live : 
Longing  to  wipe  each  tear,  to  heal  each  groan, 
Yet  frequent  all  unheeded  in  his  own. 

But  honest  nature  is  not  quite  a  Turk, 

She  laugh 'd  at  first,  then  felt  for  her  poor  work. 

Pitying  the  propless  climber  of  mankind, 

She  cast  about  a  standard  tree  to  find ; 

And,  to  support  his  helpless  woodbine  state, 

Attach'd  him  to  the  generous  truly  great, 

A  title,  and  the  only  one  I  claim, 

To  lay  strong  hold  for  help  on  bounteous  Graham. 

Pity  the  tuneful  muses'  hapless  train, 
Weak,  timid  landmen  on  life's  stormy  main ! 
Their  hearts  no  selfish  stern  absorbent  stuff, 
That  never  gives — tho'  humbly  takes  enough; 
The  little  fate  allows,  they  share  as  soon, 
Unlike  sage,  proverb 'd  Wisdom's  hard- wrung  boon. 


honour  of  being  introduced  to  you  at  Athole-house,  I  did  not 
think  so  soon  of  asking  a  favour  of  you.  When  Lear,  in  Shak- 
speare,  asks  old  Kent  why  he  wished  to  be  in  his  service,  he 
answers,  "  Because  you  have  that  in  your  face  which  1  could 
like  to  call  master."  For  some  such  reason,  Sir,  do  I  now  soli- 
cit your  patronage.  You  know,  I  dare  say,  of  an  application  I 
lately  made  to  your  Board  to  be  admitted  an  officer  of  excise. 
I  have,  according  to  form,  been  examined  by  a  supervisor,  and 
to-day  I  gave  in  his  certificate,  with  a  request  for  an  order  for 
instructions.  In  this  affair,  if  I  succeed,  I  am  afraid  I  shall  but 
too  much  need  a  patronising  friend.  Propriety  of  conduct  as  a 
man,  and  fidelity  and  attention  as  an  officer,  I  dare  engage  for: 


claims,  I  find  I  could  only  fight  for  existence  in  that  miserable 
manner,  which  I  have  lived  to  see  throw  a  venerable  parent 
into  the  jaws  of  a  jail:  whence  death,  the  poor  man's  last  and 
often  best  friend,  rescued  him.  I  know,  Sir,  that  to  need  your 
goodness  is  to  have  a  claim  on  it ;  may  I  therefore  beg  your 
patronage  to  forward  me  in  this  affair,  till  I  be  appointed  to  a 
division,  where,  by  the  help  of  rigid  economy,  I  will  try  to  sup- 
port that  independence  so  dear  to  my  soul,  but  which  has  been 
too  often  so  distant  from  my  situation.' 

'The  first  Epistle  to  Graham  of  Fintry,'  says  Currie,  'is  not 
equal  to  the  second,  but  it  contains  too  much  of  the  character- 
istic vigour  of  its  author  to  be  suppressed.  A  little  more  know- 


but  with  any  thing  like  business,  except  manual  labour,  I  am     ledge  of  natural  history,  or  of  chemistry,  was  wanted  to  euab.e 
totally  unacquainted.     *    »    *    I  had  intended  to  have  closed  !  him  to  execute  the  original  conception  correctly.' 
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The  world  were  blest  did  bliss  on  them  depend, 
Ah,  that '  the  friendly  e'er  should  want  a  Mend !' 
Let  prudence  number  o'er  each  sturdy  son, 
Who  life  and  wisdom  at  one  race  begun, 
Who  feel  by  reason,  and  who  give  by  rule, 
(Instinct  's  a  brute,  and  sentiment  a  fool!) 
Who  make  poor  will  do  wait  upon  /  should — 
We  own  they're  prudent,  but  who  feels  they're 

good? 

Ye  wise  ones,  hence !  ye  hurt  the  social  eye ! 
God's  image  rudely  etch'd  on  base  alloy! 
But  come  ye  who  the  godlike  pleasure  know, 
Heaven's  attribute  distinguish 'd — to  bestow! 
Whose  arms  of  love  would  grasp  the  human  race : 
Come  thou  who  giv'st  with  all  a  courtier's  grace ; 
Friend  of  my  life,  true  patron  of  my  rhymes! 
Prop  of  my  dearest  hopes  for  future  times. 
Why  shrinks  my  soul  half  blusliiug,  half  afraid, 
Backward,  abash'd  to  ask  thy  friendly  aid? 
I  know  my  need,  I  know  thy  giving  hand, 
I  crave  thy  friendship  at  thy  kind  command; 
But  there  are  such  who  court  the  tuneful  nine — 
Heaven's !  should  the  branded  character  be  mine ! 
Whose  verse  in  manhood's  pride  sublimely  flows, 
Yet  vilest  reptiles  in  their  begging  prose. 
Mark,  how  their  lofty  independent  spirit 
Soars  on  the  spurning  wing  of  injur'd  merit! 
Seek  not  the  proofs  in  private  life  to  find; 
Pity  the  best  of  words  should  be  but  wind! 
So,  to  heaven's  gates  the  lark's  shrill  song  ascends, 
But  grovelling  on  the  earth  the  carol  ends. 
In  all  the  clam'rous  cry  of  starving  want, 
They  dun  benevolence  with  shameless  front; 
Oblige  them,  patronise  their  tinsel  lays, 
They  persecute  you  all  your  future  days! 
Ere  my  poor  soul  such  deep  damnation  stain, 
My  horny  fist  assume  the  plough  again; 
The  piebald  jacket  let  me  patch  once  more ; 
On  eighteen-pence  a  week  I've  liv'd  before. 
Though,  thanks  to  Heaven,  I  dare  even  that  last 

shift, 

I  trust  meantime  my  boon  is  in  thy  gift : 
That  plac'd  by  thee  upon  the  wish'd-for  height, 
Where,  man  and  nature  fairer  in  her  sight, 
My  muse  may  imp  her  wing  for  some  sublhner 

flight. 


/Holder's  Uarnent  for  tlje  Bratfj  of  5er 

FATE  gave  the  word,  the  arrow  sped, 
And  pierc'd  my  darling's  heart : 


1  Bums  thus  writes  from  Mam-Mine  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  Septem- 
ber, 1788. — '  1  have  just  arrived  from  N'itlisHale and  will  be  here 
a  fortnight.  I  was  on  hurscbnck  this  inoniiiijf  by  3  o'clock ; 
lor  between  my  wife  ami  my  farm  is  just  forty-six  miles.  As  I 


And  with  him  all  the  joys  are  fled 

Life  can  to  me  impart. 
By  cruel  hands  the  sapling  drops, 

In  dust  dishonour 'd  laid: 
So  fell  the  pride  of  all  my  hopes, 

My  age's  future  shade. 

The  mother-linnet  in  the  brake 

Bewails  her  ravish'd  young; 
So  I,  for  my  lost  darling's  sake, 

Lament  the  live-day  long. 
Death,  oft  I've  fcar'd  thy  fatal  blow, 

Now,  fond  1  bare  my  breast, 
O,  do  thou  kindly  lay  me  low 

With  him  I  love,  at  rest ! 


on  tfie  Year  1788. 


FOB  lords  or  kings  I  dinna  mourn, 

E'en  let  them  die — for  that  they're  born : 

But  oh !  prodigious  to  reflec' ! 

A  towmont,  Sirs,  is  gane  to  wreck ! 

O  Eighty-eight,  in  thy  sma'  space 

What  dire  events  ha'e  taken  place ! 

Of  what  enjoyments  thou  hast  reft  us ! 

In  what  a  pickle  thou  hast  left  us! 

The  Spanish  empire  's  tint  a  head, 
An'  my  auld  teethless  Bawtie's  dead; 
The  tulzie  's  teugh  'tween  Pitt  an  Fox, 
And  'tween  our  Maggie's  twa  wee  cocks; 
The  tane  is  game,  a  bluidie  devil, 
But  to  the  hen-birds  unco  civil ; 
The  tither's  something  dour  o'  treadin', 
But  better  stuff  ne'er  claw'd  a  middeu — 
Ye  ministers,  come  mount  the.poupit, 
An'  cry  till  ye  be  hearse  an'  roupet, 
For  Eighty-eight  he  wish'd  you  weel, 
An'  gied  you  a'  baith  gear  an'  meal; 
E'en  mony  a  plack,  and  mony  a  peck, 
Ye  ken  yoursels,  for  little  feck ! — 

Ye  bonnie  lasses,  dight  your  een, 
For  some  o'  you  ha'e  tint  a  fricn'; 
In  Eighty-eight,  ye  ken,  was  ta'en 
What  yell  ne'er  ha'e  to  gi'e  again. 

Observe  the  very  nowt  an'  sheep, 
How  dowf  and  dowie  now  they  creep; 
Nay,  even  the  yirth  itsel'  does  cry, 
For  Edinburgh  wells  are  grutten  dry. 


jogged  on  in  the  dark  I  was  taken  with  a  poetic  fit  as  follow*. 
'  Mrs  Ferguason  of  Craigdarroch'*  Lamentation  lor  her  Son  ;' 


an  uncommonly  fiue  youtli  of  eighteen  or  nineteen  year*  of 
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O  Eighty-nine,  thou's  but  a  bairn, 

An'  no  o'er  auld,  I  hope,  to  learn ! 

Thou  beardless  boy,  I  pray  tak'  care, 

Thou  now  has  got  thy  daddy's  chair, 

Nae  hand-cuff 'd,  mizzl'd,  hap-shackl'd  regent, 

But,  like  himsel',  a  full  free  agent. 

Be  sure  ye  follow  out  the  plan 

Nae  waur  than  he  did,  honest  man; 

As  muckle  better  as  you  can. 

January  1, 1789. 


SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OP 

MRS  OSWALD  OF  AUCHINCRUIVE. 1 

DWELLER  in  yon  dungeon  dark, 
Hangman  of  creation !  mark 
Who  in  widow-weeds  appears, 
Laden  with  unhonour'd  years, 
Noosing  with  care  a  bursting  purse, 
Baited  with  many  a  deadly  curse! 

STROPHE. 

View  the  wither 'd  beldam's  face — 

Can  thy  keen  inspection  trace 

Aught  of  humanity's  sweet,  melting  grace! 

Note  that  eye,  'tis  rheum  o'erflows, 

Pity's  flood  there  never  rose. 

1  In  one  of  the  Poet's  journeyings  between  Ellisland  and 
Mauchline,  he  was  benighted  in  Sanquhar.  The  seductions  of 
good  cheer  and  pleasant  company — heightened  perhaps  by  the 
contrast  afforded  by  the  howling  of  the  storm  out  of  doors — had 
cast  their  spell  over  him.  Like  his  ow  n  hero— 

'  The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle, 
Tarn  didiia  mind  the  storm  a  whistle." 

The  spirit  of  the  storm  was  unheeded ;  but,  lo !  another  appari- 
tion appears.  This  was  the  funeral  train  of  Mrs  Oswald  of 
Auchincruive ;  for  the  accommodation  of  which  it  was  neces- 
sary for  him  to  forsake  the  'smoking  bowl,"  and  to  endure  the 
'  pelting  of  the  pitiless  storm,'  in  search  of  shelter.  His  own 
account  of  the  matter,  in  a  letter  to  Dr  Moore,  affords  all  the 
information  which  can  be  desired ; — '  The  inclosed  ode  is  a  com- 
pliment to  the  memory  of  the  late  Mrs  Oswald  of  Auchincruive. 
You,  probably,  knew  her  personally,  an  honour  of  which  I  can- 
not boast ;  but  I  spent  my  early  years  in  her  neighbourhood, 
and  among  her  servants  and  tenants  I  know  that  she  was 
detested  with  the  most  heartfelt  cordiality.  However,  in  the 
particular  part  of  her  conduct  which  roused  my  poetic,  wrath, 
she  was  much  less  blameable.  In  January  last,  on  my  road  to 
Ayrshire,  I  had  put  up  at  Bailie  Wigham's  in  Sanquhar,  the 
only  tolerable  inn  in  the  place.  The  frost  was  keen,  and  the 
grim  evening  and  howling  wind  were  ushering  in  a  night  of 
snow  and  drift.  My  horse  and  I  were  both  much  fatigued 
with  the  labours  of  the  day;  and  just  as  my  friend  the  Bailie 
and  I  were  bidding  defiance  to  the  storni,  over  a  smoking 
bowl,  in  wheels  the  funeral  pageantry  of  the  late  great  Mrs 
Oswald,  and  poor  I  am  forced  to  brave  all  the  horrors  of  the 
tempestuous  night,  and  jade  my  horse,  my  young  favourite 
horse,  whom  I  had  just  christened  Pegasus,  twelve  miles 
farther  on,  through  the  wildest  moors  and  hills  of  Ayrshire,  to 
New  Cumnock,  the  next  inn.  The  powers  of  poesy  and  prose 
sink  under  me,  when  I  would  describe  what  I  felt.  Suffice  it 
to  say,  that  when  a  good  fire  at  New  Cumnock  had  so  far 
recovered  my  frozen  sinews,  I  sat  down  and  wrote  the  inclosed 
ode." 


See  those  hands,  ne'er  stretch'd  to  save. 

Hands  that  took — but  never  gave. 

Keeper  of  Mammon's  iron  chest, 

Lo,  there  she  goes,  unpitied  and  unblest ; 

She  goes,  but  not  to  realms  of  everlasting  rest ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Plunderer  of  armies,  lift  thine  eyes, 

(A  while  forbear,  ye  tort'ring  fiends,) 

Seest  thou  whose  step  umvilling  hither  bends ! 

No  fallen  angel,  hurl'd  from  upper  skies; 

'Tis  thy  trusty  quondam  mate, 

Doom'd  to  share  thy  fiery  fate, 

She,  tardy,  hell- ward  plies. 


And  are  they  of  no  more  avail, 

Ten  thousand  glitt'ring  pounds  a  year  ! 

In  other  worlds  can  Mammon  fail, 

Omnipotent  as  he  is  here  ? 

O,  bitter  mock'ry  of  the  pompous  bier, 

While  down  the  wretched  vital  part  is  driv'n ! 

The  cave-lodg'd  beggar,  with  a  conscience  clear, 

Expires  in  rags,  unknown,  and  goes  to  heav'n. 


fragment, 

INSCRIBED  TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  C.  J.  FOX. 

How  wisdom  and  folly  meet,  mix,  and  unite ; 
How  virtue  and  vice  blend  their  black  and  their 

white; 

How  genius,  the  illustrious  father  of  fiction, 
Confounds  rule  and  law,  reconciles  contradiction — 
I  sing :  If  these  mortals,  the  critics,  should  bustle, 
I  care  not,  not  I,  let  the  critics  go  whistle. 

But  now  for  a  Patron,  whose  name  and  whose  glory 
At  once  may  illustrate  and  honour  my  story. 

Thou  first  of  our  orators,  first  of  our  wits; 

Yet  whose  parts  and  acquirements  seem  mere 

lucky  hits; 
With  knowledge  so  vast,  and  with  judgment  so 

strong, 

No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e'er  went  far  wrong ; 
With  passions  so  potent,  and  fancies  so  bright, 
No  man  with  the  half  of  'em  e'er  went  quite  right; 
A  sorry,  poor  misbegot  son  of  the  Muses, 
For  using  thy  name  offers  fifty  excuses. 

Good  L — d,  what  is  man !  for  as  simple  he  looks, 
Do  but  try  to  develop  his  hooks  and  his  crooks ; 
With  his  depths  and  his  shallows,  his  good  and 

his  evil, 
All  in  all  he's  a  problem  must  puzzle  the  devil. 
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On  his  one  ruling  passion  Sir  Pope  hugely  labours, 
That,  like  th'  old  Hebrew  walking -switch,  eats  up 

its  neighbours: 
Mankind  are  his  show -box — a  friend,  would  you 

know  him  ? 
Pull  the  string,  ruling  passion  the  picture  will 

show  him. 

What  pity,  in  rearing  so  beauteous  a  system, 
One  trifling  particular,  truth,  should  have  miss'd 

him; 

For,  spite  of  his  fine  theoretic  positions, 
Mankind  is  a  science  defies  definitions. 

Some  sort  all  our  qualities  each  to  his  tribe, 
And  think  human  nature  they  truly  describe; 
Have  you  found  this,  or  t'other  ?  there's  more  in 

the  wind, 

As  by  one  drunken  fellow  his  comrades  you'll  find. 
But  such  is  the  flaw,  or  the  depth  of  the  plan, 
In  the  make  of  that  wonderful  creature,  call'd  Man,  ! 
No  two  virtues,  whatever  relation  they  chum, 
Nor  even  two  different  shades  of  the  same, 
Though  like  as  was  ever  twin  brother  to  brother, 
Possessing  the  one  shall  imply  you've  the  other. 


Go  live,  poor  wand'rer  of  the  wood  and  field, 
The  bitter  little  that  of  life  remains: 
No  more  the  thickening  brakes  and  verdant 
plains, 

To  thee  shall  home,  or  food,  or  pastime  yield. 

Seek,  mangled  wretch,  some  place  of  wonted  rest,2 
No  more  of  rest,  but  now  thy  dying  bed ! 
The  sheltering  rushes  whistling  o'er  thy  head, 

The  cold  earth  with  thy  bloody  bosom  prest. 

Oft  as  by  winding  Nith,  I,  musing,  wait 
The  sober  eve,  or  hail  the  cheerful  dawn, 
111  miss  thee  sporting  o'er  the  dewy  lawn, 

And  curse  the  ruffian's  aim,  and  mourn  thy  hap- 
less fate. 


[Additional  lines  from  the  Poet's  MS.,  first  given  in  Pickering's 
edition  of  1839.] 

But  truce  with  abstraction,  and  truce  with  a  muse, 
"Whose  rhymes  you'll  perhaps,  Sir,  ne'er  deign  to 

peruse ; 
Will  you  leave  your  justings,  your  jars,  and  your 

quarrels, 

Contending  with  Billy  for  proud-nodding  laurels. 
My  much  honour'd  patron,  believe  your  poor  Poet, 
Your  courage  much  more  than  your  prudence  you 

show  it; 

In  vain  with  Squire  Billy  for  laurels  you  struggle, 
He'll  have  them  by  fair  trade,  if  not,  he  will 

smuggle; 

Not  cabinets  even  of  kings  would  conceal  'em, 
He'd  up  the  back-stairs,  and  by  G —  he  would 

steal  'cm. 
Then  feats  like   Squire   BiDy's  you  ne'er  can 

achieve  'em, 
It  is  not,  outdo  him,  the  task  is,  out-thieve  him. 


©n  seeing  a  Olmtnfcrti  J&ate  limp  65  me, 


WHICH  A  FELLOW  HAD  JDST  SHOT  AT. 


INHUMAN  man !  curse  on  thy  barb'rous  art, 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder-aiming  eye: 
May  never  pity  soothe  thee  with  a  sigh, 

Nor  ever  pleasure  glad  thy  cruel  heart! 


1  Burns  submitted  The  Wounded  Hare  to  Dr  Gregory  for  hi» 
criticism.    The  Doctor 'spared  no  arrows.-    As  a  curiosity  we 


give  his  remarks :— '  The  "  Wounded  Hare  "  is  a  pretty  good 
subject ;  but  the  measure  or  stanza  you  have  cliosen  for  it.  U 
not  a  good  one ;  it  does  not  flow  well ;  and  the  rhyme  of  the 
fourth  line  is  almost  lost  by  its  distance  from  the  first,  and  the 
two  interposed,  close  rhymes.  If  I  were  you,  I  would  put  it 
into  a  different  stanza  yet.  Stanza  1.  The  execrations  in  the 
first  two  lines  are  too  strong  or  coarse;  but  they  may  pass. 
"Murder-aiming"  is  a  bad  compound  epithet,  and  not  very 
intelligible.  "  Blood-stained,"  in  stanza  iii.  line  4,  has  the  same 
fault;  Heeding  bosom  is  infinitely  better.  You  have  a«  us- 
tomed  yourself  to  such  epithets,  and  hare  no  notion  how  stiff 
and  quaint  they  appear  to  others,  and  how  incongruous  with 
poetic  fancy  and  tender  sentiments.  Suppose  Pope  had  writ- 
ten, "  Why  that  blood-stained  bosom  gored."  how  would  you 
have  liked  it?  Form  is  neither  a  poetic,  nor  a  dignified,  nor  a 
plain  common  word ;  it  is  a  mere  sportsman's  word ;  unsuitable 
to  pathetic  or  serious  poetry.  "Mangled"  is  a  coarse  word. 
"  Innocent,"  in  this  sense,  is  a  nursery  word,  but  both  may 
pass.  Stanza  4.  "  Who  nil!  now  provide  that  life  a  mother  only 
can  bestow?"  will  not  do  at  all :  it  is  not  grammar — it  is  not 
intelligible.  Do  you  mean,  •'provide  for  that  life  which  the 
mother  had  bestowed  and  used  to  provide  for?'" 

'  It  must  be  admitted,'  says  Currie,  'that  this  criticism  is  not 
more  distinguished  by  its  good  sense,  than  by  its  freedom  from 
ceremony.  It  is  impossible  not  to  smile  at  the  manner  in  «  hirh 
the  Poet  may  be  supposed  to  have  received  it.  In  fact,  it 
appears,  as  the  sailors  say,  to  have  thrown  him  quite  aback. 
In  a  letter  which  he  wrote  soon  after,  he  says,  "  Dr  Gregory  is 
a  good  man,  but  he  crucifies  me." — And  agxin,  "  I  believe  in  the 
iron  justice  of  Dr  Gregory ;  but,  like  the  devils,  1  believe  and 
tremble."  However,  he  profited  by  these  criticisms,  as  the 
reader  will  find  by  comparing  the  first  edition  of  this  piece  with 
that  subsequently  published.' 

2  Original  MS.  •— 

Seek,  mangled  innocent,  some  wonted  form, 
That  wonted  form,  alas  !  thy  dying  bed. 
The  sheltering  rushes  whistling  o'er  thy  head. 

The  cold  earth  with  thy  blood-etaiued  bosom  warm. 

Perhaps  a  mother's  anguish  adds  its  woe; 

The  playful  pair  crowd  fondly  by  thy  side; 

Ah  !  helpless  nursings,  who  will  now  provide 
That  life  a  mother  ouly  can  bestow. 

Oft  as  by  winding  Nith,  I,  rousing,  wnit 

The  sober  eve,  or  hail  the  cheerful  dawn, 

111  miss  thee  sporting  o'er  the  dewy  lawn, 
And  curse  the  ruthless  wretch,  and  mourn  thy  hapleti  fate. 
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&Wrress  to  tlje 


MT  curse  upon  thy  venom  'd  stang, 
That  shoots  my  tortur'd  gums  alang  ; 
And  thro'  my  lugs  gi'es  mony  a  twang, 

Wi'  gnawing  vengeance; 
Tearing  my  nerves  wi'  bitter  pang, 

Like  racking  engines! 

When  fevers  burn,  or  ague  freezes, 
Rheumatics  gnaw,  or  cholic  squeezes; 
Our  neighbour's  sympathy  may  ease  us, 

Wi'  pitying  moan; 
But  thee  —  thou  hell  o'  a'  diseases, 

Aye  mocks  our  groan! 

Adown  my  beard  the  slavers  trickle  ! 
I  throw  the  wee  stools  o'er  the  mickle, 
As  round  the  fire  the  giglets  keckle, 

To  see  me  loup; 
While  raving  mad,  I  wish  a  heckle 

Were  in  their  doup, 

O'  a'  the  num'rous  human  dools, 

HI  har'sts,  daft  bargains,  cutty-stools, 

Or  worthy  friends  rak'd  i'  the  mools, 

Sad  sight  to  see  ! 
The  tricks  o'  knaves,  or  fash  o'  fools, 

Thou  bear'st  the  grce. 

Where'er  that  place  be  priests  ca'  hell, 
Whence  a'  the  tones  o'  mis'ry  yell, 
And  ranked  plagues  their  numbers  tell, 

In  dreadfu'  raw, 
Thou,  Tooth-ach,  surely  bear'st  the  bell 

Amang  them  a'! 

O  thou  grim,  mischief-making  chiel, 
That  gars  the  notes  of  discord  squeel, 
Till  daft  mankind  aft  dance  a  reel 

In  gore  a  shoe-thick  ;  — 
Gi'e  a'  the  faes  o'  Scotland's  weal 

A  towmond's  Tooth-ach  ! 


A  BALLAD  TUNE— "Push  about  the  brisk  bowl." 

ORTHODOX,  orthodox, 
Wha  believe  in  John  Knox, 

Let  me  sound  an  alarm  to  your  conscience, 
There's  a  heretic  blast 
Has  been  blawn  i'  the  wast, 

That  what  is  not  sense  must  be  nonsense. 


1  '  I  had  intended  to  have  troubled  you  with  a  long1  letter,' 
writes  the  Poet  to  Creech,  May,  1789,  'but  at  present  the 
delightful  sensations  of  an  omnipotent  tooth-ach  so  engross 
all  ray  inner  man  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power  even  to  write 
nonsense.  However,  as  in  duty  bound,  I  approach  my  book- 
seller with  an  offering  in  my  hand — a  few  poetic  clinches,  and 
a  song.  *  *  *  I  do  not  pretend  there  is  much  merit  in 
these  morceaux,  but  I  have  two  reasons  for  sending  them ; 
primo,  they  are  mostly  ill-natured,  so  are  in  unison  with  my 
present  feelings,  while  fifty  troops  of  infernal  spirits  are  driving 
post  from  ear  to  ear  along  my  jaw-bones  ;  and  secondly,  they 
are  so  short,  that  you  cannot  leave  off  in  the  middle,  and  so 
hurt  my  pride  in  the  idea  that  you  found  any  work  of  mine  too 
heavy  to  get  through/ 


2  All  the  early  biographers  of  Burns  have  been  misled  as  to 
the  period  at  which  this  piece  was  produced.  It  has  invariably 
been  represented  as  forming  part  of  the  artillery  used  in  the 
warfare  between  the  old  and  new  light  polemics  of  Burns's 
earlier  years.  The  reference  in  the  last  stanza  should  at  least 
have  suggested  inquiry.  It  seems  distinctly  enough  to  point 
the  poem  out  as  a  composition  of  the  Dumfries-shire  era.  But 
the  precise  time  has  recently  been  ascertained  beyond  the  pos- 
sibility of  controversy,  by  the  discovery  of  a  letter  to  Mr  Logan, 
the  '  Afton's  Laird '  of  the  postscript,  dated  7th  August,  17«9, 
enclosing  the  poem,  in  which  Burns  says,  '  I  have,  as  you  will 
shortly  see,  finished  "  the  Kirk's  Alarm,"  but  now  that  it  is  done, 
and  that  I  have  laughed  once  or  twice  at  the  conceits  in  some 
of  the  stanzas,  I  am  determined  not  to  let  it  get  into  the  pub- 
lic, so  I  send  you  this  copy,  the  first  1  have  sent  to  Ayrshire, 
except  some  few  of  the  stanzas  which  I  wrote  off  in  embryo  for 
Gavin  Hamilton,  under  the  express  promise  and  request,  that 
you  will  only  read  it  to  a  few  of  us,  and  do  not  on  any  account 
give,  or  permit  to  be  taken,  any  copy  of  this  ballad.'  Perhaps 
the  version  usually  printed — from  which  the  above  differs  only 
in  the  repetition  of  the  initial  words,  and  last  line  of  each  verse, 
the  omission  of  one  stanza,  (the  one  on  Holy  Will,)  and  the 
transposition  of  several  others — is  the  rude  draught  of  the  poem 
here  spoken  of  as  given  to  Hamilton.  Further  light  is  thrown 
on  the  subject  of  the  piece  in  a  letter  to  Mr  Graham,  of  Fintry, 
dated  a  few  months  later,  (Dec.)  'I  think  you  must  have 
heard  of  Dr  M'Gill,  one  of  the  clergymen  of  Ayr,  and  his  here- 
tical book.  God  help  him,  poor  man!  Though  he  is  one  of  the 
worthiest,  as  well  as  one  of  the  ablest,  of  the  whole  priesthood 
of  the  Kirk  of  Scotland,  in  every  sense  of  that  ambiguous  term, 
yet  the  poor  Doctor  and  his  numerous  family  are  in  imminent 
danger  of  being  thrown  out  to  the  mercy  of  tlie  winter  winds.' 

From  Murray's  Literary  History  of  Galloway,  we  have  the 
following  particulars  of  the  matter: — • 

'  Burns  composed  or  completed  this  poem  in  Dumfries-shire, 
about  August  1 789,  with  reference  to  a  case  then  pending  in  the 
|  church  courts  of  his  native  district.    Dr  William  M'Gill,  one  of 
j  the  two  ministers  conjoined  in  the  parochial  charge  of  Ayr.  had 
published,  in   1786,  A  practical  Essay  on  the  Death  of  Jesus 
Christ,  in  two  parts,  containing,  1,  the  History,  2,  the  Doctrine 
of  his  Death,  which  was  supposed  to  inculcate  principles  of  both-, 
Ariau  and  Socinian  character,  and  provoked  many  severe  cen- 
sures from  the  more  rigid  party  of  the  church.   M'Gill  remained 
silent  under  the  attacks  of  his  opponents,  till  Dr   William 
Peebles  of  Newton-upon-Ayr,  a  neighbour,  and  hitherto  a 
friend,  in  preaching  a  centenary  sermon  on  the  Revolution, 
November  5,  1788,  denounced  the  Essay  as  heretical,  and  the 
author  as  one  who  "  with  one  hand  received  the  privileges  of 
the  church,  while,  with  the  other,  lie  was  endeavouring  to 
plunge  the  keenest  poignard  into  her  heart."    M'Gill  published 
j  a  defence,  which  led,  in  April  1789,  to  the  introduction  of  the 
|  case  into  the  presbyterial  court  of  Ayr,  and  subsequently  into 
j  that  of  the  Synod  of  Glasgow  and  Ayr.     Meanwhile,  the  public 
I  out  of  doors  were  agitating  the  question  with  the  keenest  inter- 
est, and  the  strife  of  the  liberal  and  zealous  parties  in  the  church 
had  reached  a  painful  extreme.     It  was  now  that  Burns  took 
up  the  pen  in  behalf  of  M'Gill,  whom,  it  is  probable,  he  sincerely 
looked  on  as  a  worthy  and  enlightened  person,  suffering  an 
unworthy  persecution.    The  war  raged,  till,  in  April  1790,  the 
case  came  on  for  trial  before  the  synod,  when  M'Gill  stopped 
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Doctor  Mac,1  Doctor  Mac, 

Ye  should  stretch  on  a  rack, 
To  strike  evil  doers  wi'  terror; 

To  join  faith  and  sense 

Upon  ony  pretence, 
Is  heretic,  damnable  error. 

Town  of  Ayr,  town  of  Ayr,8 

It  was  mad,  I  declare, 
To  meddle  wi'  mischief  a-brewing : 

Provost  John3  is  still  deaf 

To  the  church's  relief, 
And  orator  Bob4  is  its  ruin. 

D'rymple  mild,5  D'rymple  mild, 
Tho'  your  heart's  like  a  child, 

And  your  life  like  the  new  driven  snaw, 
Yet  that  winna  save  ye, 
Auld  Satan  must  have  ye, 

For  preaching  that  three's  ane  an'  twa. 

Rumble  John,6  Rumble  John, 
Mount  the  steps  wi'  a  groan, 

Cry  the  book  is  wi'  heresy  cramm'd: 
Then  lug  out  your  ladle, 
Deal  brimstone  like  adle, 

And  roar  ev'ry  note  of  the  damn'd. 

Simper  James,7  Simper  James, 
Leave  the  fair  Killie  dames, 

There's  a  holier  chace  in  your  view; 
I'll  lay  on  your  head, 
That  the  pack  yell  soon  lead, 

For  puppies  like  you  there's  but  few. 

Singet  Sawney,8  Singet  Sawney, 

Are  ye  herding  the  penny, 
Unconscious  what  evil  await  ? 

Wi'  a  jump,  yell,  and  howl, 

Alarm  every  soul, 
For  the  foul  thief  is  just  at  your  gate. 


further  procedure,  by  giving  in  a  document,  expressive  of  his 
deep  regret  for  the  disquiet  he  had  occasioned,  explaining  the 
challenged  passages  of  his  book,  and  declaring  his  adherence  to 
the  standards  of  the  church  on  the  points  of  doctrine  in  ques- 
tion. Dr  M'Gill  died  March  30, 1807,  at  the  age  of  seventy-six, 
and  in  the  forty-sixth  year  of  his  ministry.' 

1  Dr  M'Gill. 

2  When  Dr  M'G  ill's  case  came  before  the  Synod,  the  mapis- 
trates  of  Ayr  published  an  advertisement  in  the  newspapers, 
hearing  a  warm  testimony  in  favour  of  the  Doctor's  character, 
and  their  appreciation  of  his  services  as  a  Pastor. 

3  John  Ballantine,  Esq.,  provost  of  Ayr,  the  game  individual 
to  whom  the  '  Twa  Brigs  '  is  dedicated. 

4  Mr  Robert  Aiken,  writer  in  Ayr,  to  whom  the  '  Cotter'i 
Saturday  Night '  is  inscribed.    He  exerted  his  powerful  oratori- 
cal talents  as  agent  for  Dr  M'Gill  in  the  presbytery  and  Synod. 

5  The  Rev.  Dr  William  Dalrymple,  senior  minister  of  the 
Collegiate  church  of  Ayr— a  man  of  extraordinary  meekness 
and  worth.     It  is  related  of  him,  that  one  day  meeting  an  almost 
naked  beggar  in  the  country,  he  took  off  his  coat  and  waistcoat 
— gave  the  latter  to  the  poor  man,  then  put  on  his  coat,  buttoned 


Daddy  Auld, 9  Daddy  Auld, 

There's  a  tod  in  the  fauld, 
A  tod  meikle  waur  than  the  clerk ; 10 

Though  ye  can  do  little  skaith, ' ' 

Yell  be  in  at  the  death, 
And  if  ye  canna  bite,  ye  can  bark. 

Davie  Bluster, la  Davie  Bluster, 

If  for  a  saunt  ye  do  muster, 
The  corps  is  no  nice  of  recruits ; 

Yet  to  worth  let's  be  just, 

Royal  blood  ye  might  boast, 
If  the  ass  was  the  Icing  of  the  brutes. 

Jamie  Goose,  Jamie  Goose, I3 

Ye  ha'e  made  but  toom  roose, 
In  hunting  the  wicked  lieutenant ; 

But  the  doctor's  your  mark, 

For  the  L — d's  haly  ark ; 
He  has  cooper'd  and  ca'd  a  wrang  pin  in't. 

Poet  Willie,14  Poet  Willie, 

Gi'e  the  Doctor  a  volley, 
Wi'  your  "liberty's  chain"  and  your  wit; 

O'er  Pegasus*  side 

Ye  ne'er  laid  a  stride, 
Ye  but  smelt,  man,  the  place  where  he 

Andro  Gouk,18  Andro  Gouk, 

Ye  may  slander  the  book, 
And  the  book  nane  the  waur,  let  me  tell  yc ; 

Tho'  ye're  rich,  and  look  big, 

Yet  lay  by  hat  and  wig, 
And  yell  ha'e  a  calf's  head  o'  sma'  value. 

it  up,  and  walked  home.    He  died  in  1814,  after  having  fulfilled 
his  pastoral  duties  for  sixty-eight  years. 

6  The  Rev.  John  Russell,  celebrated  in  the  '  Holy  Fair.' 

7  The  Rev.  James  M'Kinlay,  the  hero  of  the  '  Ordination.' 

8  The  Rev.  Alexander  Moodie,  ot   Riccarton,  one  of  the 
heroes  of  the  '  Twa  Herds.' 

9  The  Rev.  Mr  Auld.  of  Manchline. 

10  The  clerk  was  Mr  Gavin  Hamilton,  whose  defence  against 
the  charges  preferred  by  Mr  Auld  had  occasioned  much  trouble 
to  this  clergyman. 

11  VAR.  Douglas.  Heron,  and  Co. 

Has  e'en  laid  yon  fu'  low.— MS. 

12  Mr  Grant,  Ochiltree. 

13  Mr  Young,  of  New  Cnmnock.    The  'wicked  lieutenant' 
was  a  Captain  Hugh  Mitchell,  whose  child  Mr  Young  refused 
to  baptize,  which  caused  one  or  two  influential  families  to  leave 
the  church. 

14  The  Rev.  Dr  Peebles  of  Newton-apon-Ayr.     He  had 
excited  some  ridicule  by  a  line  in  a  poem  on  the  Centenary  of 
the  Revolution:  — 

•  And  bound  in  Liberty's  endearing  chain.' 
The  poetry  of  this  gentleman  is  said  to  have  been  indifferent. 
He  translated  the  Davideii  of  Cowley,  which  some  of  his 
brethren,  not  exactly  understanding  what  was  meant,  took  the 
liberty  of  calling  Dr  Peebles'!  Daft  fdea*. 

15  Dr  Andrew  Mitchell,  Monkton.    He  was  so  rich  as  to  be 
able  to  keep  his  carriage.    Extreme  love  of  money,  and  a  strangn 
confusion  of  ideas,  characterised  this  presbyter.    In  his  prayer 
for  the  royal  family,  he  would  express  himself  thus:— 'Bless 
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Barr  Steenie, l  Barr  Steenie, 

Wliat  mean  ye,  what  mean  ye  ? 
If  ye'll  meddle  nae  mair  wi'  the  matter, 

Ye  may  ha'e  some  pretence 

To  havins  and  sense, 
Wi'  people  wha  ken  ye  nae  better. 

Irvine  side,2  Irvine  side, 

Wi'  your  turkey-cock  pride, 
O'  manhood  but  sma'  is  your  share, 

Ye've  the  figure,  'tis  true, 

Even  your  faes  will  allow, 
And  your  friends  they  daur  grant  you  nae  mail'. 

Muirland  Jock,3  Muirland  Jock, 

When  the  L— d  makes  a  rock 
To  crush  Common  Sense  for  her  sins, 

If  ill  manners  were  wit, 

There's  no  mortal  so  fit 
To  confound  the  poor  Doctor  at  ance. 

Holy  Will,  4  Holy  Will, 
There  was  wit  i'  your  skull, 

When  ye  pilfer 'd  the  alms  o'  the  poor; 
The  timmer  is  scant, 
When  ye're  ta'en  for  a  saunt, 

Wha  should  swing  in  a  rape  for  an  hour. 

Calvin's  sons,  Calvin's  sons, 

Seize  your  sp 'ritual  guns, 
Ammunition  you  never  can  need; 

Your  hearts  are  the  stuff, 

Will  be  powther  enough, 
And  your  skulls  are  a  storehouse  o'  lead. 

Poet  Burns,  Poet  Burns, 

Wi'  your  priest-skelping  turns, 
Why  desert  ye  your  auld  native  shire  ? 

Your  muse  is  a  gipsie, 

E'en  tho'  she  were  tipsie, 
She  could  ca'  us  nae  waur  than  we  are. 


the  King— his  Majesty  the  Queen— her  Majesty  the  Prince  of 
Wales.'  The  word  chemistry  he  pronounced  in  three  different 
ways — hemistry,  shemistry,  and  tchemistry — but  never,  by  any 
chance,  in  the  right  way.  Notwithstanding  the  antipathy  he 
could  scarcely  help  feeling  towards  Burns,  one  of  the  Poet's 
comic  verses  would  make  him  laugh  heartily,  and  confess  that, 
'  after  all,  he  was  a  droll  fellow.' 

1  Rev.  Stephen  Young.  Barr. 

2  Rev.  Mr  George  Smith,  Galston.     This  gentleman  is  praised 
as  friendly  to  common  sense,  in  the  '  Holy  Fair.'    The  offence 
which  was  taken  at  that  praise  probably  embittered  the  poet 
against  him.    In  another  version  he  is  styled  '  Cessnockside.' 

3  Mr  John  Shepherd,  Muirkirk.     The  statistical  account  of 
Muirkirk  contributf  d  by  this  gentleman  to  Sir  John  Sinclair's 
work  is  very  agreeably  written.     He  had,  however,  an  unfor- 
tunate habit  of  saying  rude  things,  which  he  mistook  for  wit, 
and  thus  laid  himself  open  to  the  satire  of  the  Poet.    In  the 
second  version  this  verse  commences  thus : — 

'  Muirland  George,  Muirland  George, 
Whom  the  L — d  made  a  scourge, 
To  claw  Common  Sense  for  her  sins.' 


In  the  second  version  the  Poet  adds  the  following1 
POSTSCRIPT: — 

Afton's  Laird,  Afton's  Laird,5 

When  your  pen  can  be  spar'd 
A  copy  o'  this  I  bequeath, 

On  the  same  sicker  score 

I  mention'd  before, 
To  that  trusty  auld  worthy  Clackleeth.6 


Co  Dr 


ELLISLAND,  21st  Oct.,  1789. 
Wow,  but  your  letter  made  me  vauntie  ! 
And  are  ye  hale,  and  weel,  and  cantie  ? 
I  kenn'd  it  still  your  wee  bit  j  auntie 

Wad  bring  ye  to  : 
Lord  send  you  aye  as  weel's  I  want  ye, 

And  then  ye'll  do. 


4  The  poor  elder  in  Mauchline,  William  Fisher,  whom  Burns 
has  so  often  scourged. 

5  John  Logan,  Esq.,  of  Afton. 

6  In  the  second  version  of  '  The  Kirk's  Alarm '  which  the 
Poet  sent  to  Major  Logan,  the  only  material  variation  which 
he  introduces  is  the  repetition  of  the  half  of  the  first  and  the 
whole  of  the  last  line  of  each  stanza,  thus,  after  stanza  xvm. : 

'Poet  Burns 
She  cou'd  ca1  us  nae  waur  than  we  are." 

7  Dr  Thomas  Blacklock,  to  whom  this  epistle  is  addressed, 
an  ingenious  blind  poet,  upon  whom  even  the  Ursa  Major  of 
literature,  Dr  Johnson,  looked  with  reverence,  and  whose 
memory  will  be  ever  dear  to  the  admirers  of  Burns,  for  having 
been  the  immediate  cause  of  his  abandoning  his  intention  of 
going  to  the  West  Indies,  was  born  at  Annan,  November  10, 
1721.    Having  been  enabled,  through  the  kindness  of  Dr  Ste- 
venson of  Edinburgh,  to  enter  himself  a  student  in  the  univer- 
sity, he  was  licensed  as  a  preacher  in  1759,  and  afterwards, 
through  the  influence  of  the  Earl  of  Selkirk,  presented  to  the 
parish  of  Kirkcudbright;   but  the  people  having  refused  to 
receive  him,  on  account  of  his  blindness,  he  retired  upon  a 
moderate  annuity.    The  remainder  of  his  life  was  spent  in 
literary  pursuits,  and  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  literary  men. 
Dr  Blacklock  died  at  his  house  in  Edinburgh,  July  7,  1791. 
Heron  has  sketched  his  character  with  great  feeling :— '  There 
was  never  perhaps  one  among  all  mankind  whom  you  mi(rht 
more  truly  have  called  an  angel  upon  earth  than  Dr  Blacklock. 
He  was  guileless  and  innocent  as  a  child,  yet  endowed  with 
manly  sagacity  and  penetration.    His  heart  was  a  perpetual 
spring  of  benignity.     His  feelings  were  all  tremblingly  alive  to 
the  sense  of  the  sublime,  the  beautiful,  the  tender,  the  pious, 
the  virtuous.    Poetry  was  to  him  the  dear  solace  of  perpetual 
blindness.'     Though  he  is  principally  remembered  for  his  con- 
nection with  Burns,  he  was  the  author  of  several  works  of 
considerable  merit.    The  letter  to  which  the  above  was  an 
answer,  affords  a  fair  specimen  of  his  poetical  abilities: — 

'Dear  Burns,  thou  brother  of  my  heart, 
Both  for  thy  virtues  and  thy  art ; 
If  art  it  may  be  called  in  thee, 
Which  nature's  bounty,  large  and  free, 
With  pleasure  on  thy  breast  diffuses, 
And  warms  thy  soul  with  all  the  Muses. 
Whether  to  liiimh  with  easy  grace, 
Thy  numbers  move  the  sage's  face, 
Or  bid  the  softer  passion  rise, 
And  ruthless  souls  with  grief  surprise, 
"Tis  nature's  voice  distinctly  felt, 
Through  thee  her  organ,  thus  to  melt. 


'  Most  anxiously  I  wish  to  know. 
With  thee  of  late  how  matters  go; 
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The  ill-thief  blaw  the  Heron  south! 
And  never  drink  be  near  las  drouth ! 
He  tauld  mysel'  by  word  o'  mouth, 

He'd  tak'  my  letter ; 
I  lippen'd  to  the  chiel  in  trouth, 

And  bade  nae  better. 

But  aiblins  honest  Master  Heron1 
Had  at  the  time  some  dainty  fair  one, 
To  ware  his  theologic  care  on, 

And  holy  study; 
And  tir'd  o'  sauls  to  waste  his  lear  on, 

E'en  tried  the  body. 

But  what  d'ye  think,  my  trusty  fier, 
I'm  turn'd  a  gauger — Peace  be  hero! 
Parnassian  queens,  I  fear,  I  fear 

Ye'll  now  disdain  me, 
And  then  my  fifty  pounds  a  year 

Will  little  gain  me. 


Ho\r  keeps  thy  much-loved  Jean  her  health  ? 
What  promises  thy  farm  of  wealth  ? 
Whether  the  muse  persists  to  smile, 
And  all  thy  anxious  cares  beguile? 
Whether  bright  fancy  keeps  alive? 
And  how  thy  darling  infants  thrive? 

'  For  me,  with  grief  and  sickness  spent, 
Since  I  my  journey  homeward  bent, 
Spirits  depress'd  no  more  I  mourn, 
But  vigour,  life,  and  health  return. 
No  more  to  gloomy  thoughts  a  prey, 
1  sleep  all  night,  and  live  all  day  ; 
By  turns  my  book.and  friend  enjoy, 
And  thus  my  circling  hours  employ! 
Happy  while  yet  these  hours  remain, 
If  Burns  could  join  the  cheerful  train. 
With  wonted  zeal,  sincere  and  fervent. 
Salute  once  more  his  humble  servant, 

THOMAS  BLACKLOCK.' 

1  Robert  Heron,  a  writer  distinguished  for  the  eccentricity 
of  his  genius,  was  born  at  New  Galloway,  November  6,  17G4. 
He  was  the  son  of  a  poor  weaver,  who,  from  the  remarkable 
love  of  learning  and  assiduity  in  pursuit  of  knowledge  displayed  j 
by  his  son,  with  the  characteristic  ambition  of  th"  Scottish  j 
peasantry,  early  designed  him  for  the  church.  From  necessity  ! 
he  early  devoted  himself  to  literary  pursuits,  and  such  was  the  ] 
versatility  of  his  talents,  that  he  wrote  on  all  subjects— history,  ' 
biography,  science,  criticism— with  rare  talent  and  power.  He 
was  unfortunately  distinguished  by  habits  of  extravagance, 
and  was  frequently  at  the  mercy  of  his  creditors.  Nearly  the 
whole  of  the  first  volume  of  the  'History  of  Scotland'  was 
written  while  confined  in  jail  for  debt  He  went  to  London  in 
1799,  and  contributed  largely  to  the  periodicals  of  the  day. 
For  some  time  he  derived  a  good  income  from  this  source,  but 
unfortunately  his  evil  habits  again  beset  him;  he  was  thrown 
into  Newgate,  where  he  remained  many  months  in  the  greatest 
distress.  Being  seized  with  a  lingering  illness,  he  was  removed 
to  an  hospital,  where  he  died,  April  13,  1807— a  melancholy 
example  of  the  insufficiency  of  genius,  of  however  high  an 
order,  to  secure  happiness,  without  the  accompaniments  of 
religion  and  of  virtue.  Heron  was  the  author  of  a  •  Life  of 
Burns,*  containing  a  very  eloquent  estimate  of  his  genius;  but 
unfortunately  the  darker  shades  of  the  poet's  character  are 
brought  too  prominently  forward,  and  dwelt  upon  with  a 
somewhat  too  painful  minuteness.  The  original  work  is  now 
scarce,  but  a  reprint  of  it,  with  a  few  slight  alterations,  will  be 
found  in  Chambers's  Scottish  Biography. 


Ye  glaikit,  gleesome,  daintie  damies, 
Wha  by  Castalia's  wiuiplin'  streamies, 
Lowp,  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limbies, 

Ye  ken,  ye  ken, 
That  straug  necessity  supreme  is 

'Hang  sons  o'  men. 

I  ha'e  a  wife  and  twa  wee  laddies, 

They  maun  ha'e  brose  and  brats  o'  duddies; 

Ye  ken  yoursels  my  heart  right  proud  is, 

I  need  na  vaunt, 
But  111  sued  besoms — thraw  saugh  woodies, 

Before  they  want. 

Lord  help  me  thro'  this  warld  o'  care ! 
I'm  weary  sick  o't  late  and  air! 
Not  but  I  ha'e  a  richer  share 

Than  mony  itherg; 
But  why  should  ae  man  better  fare, 

And  a'  men  brithers  ? 

Come,  Firm  Resolve,  take  thou  the  van, 
Thou  stalk  o'  carl-hemp  in  man ! 
And  let  us  mind,  faint  heart  ne'er  wan 

A  lady  fair ; 
Wha  does  the  utmost  that  he  can, 

Will  whyles  do  mair. 

But  to  conclude  my  silly  rhyme, 
(I'm  scant  o'  verse,  and  scant  o'  time,) 
To  make  a  happy  fire-side  clime 

To  weans  and  wife, 
That's  the  true  pathos  and  sublime 

Of  human  life. 

My  compliments  to  sister  Beckie ; 
And  eke  the  same  to  honest  Lucky, 
I  wat  she  is  a  dainty  chuckie, 

As  e'er  tread  clay ! 
And  gratefully,  my  guid  auld  cockie, 

I'm  your's  for  aye. 

ROBERT  BURNS. 


Delia.2 


FAIR  the  face  of  orient  day, 
Fair  the  tints  of  op'ning  rose; 
But  fairer  still  my  Delia  dawns, 
More  lovely  far  her  beauty  glows. 


1UJ 


2  Tliis  is  an  imitation  of  the  Delia  Cruscan  style  of  poetry, 
which  came  into  vogue  towards  the  close  of  the  last  century, 
and  which  Giftbrd  was  so  instrumental  in  demolishing.  Burns 
sent  the  piece  to  the  Star  newspaper,  and  he  afterward* 
received  that  paper  gratuitously  from  the  publisher,  but  as  it 
O 
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Sweet  the  lark's  wild-warbled  lay, 
Sweet  the  tinkling  rill  to  hear ; 
But,  Delia,  more  delightful  still, 
Steal  thine  accents  on  mine  ear. 

The  flower-enamour'd  busy  bee 
The  rosy  banquet  loves  to  sip ; 
Sweet  the  streamlet's  limpid  lapse 
To  the  sun-brown'd  Arab's  lip; 

But,  Delia,  on  thy  balmy  lips 

Let  me,  no  vagrant  insect,  rove ! 

O  let  me  steal  one  liquid  kiss, 

For  Oh !  my  soul  is  parch'd  with  love ! 


CCo  Jtoljn  JH'Jfflurtro,  ISsft. l 

WITH   SOME   BOOKS. 

O,  COULD  I  give  thee  India's  wealth 

As  I  this  trifle  send! 
Because  thy  joy  in  both  would  be 

To  share  them  with  a  friend. 

But  golden  sands  did  never  grace 

The  Heliconian  stream ; 
Then  take  what  gold  could  never  buy- 

An  honest  Bard's  esteem. 


Co  tlje 

WRITTEN  ON  A  PANE  OF  GLASS. 

BLEST  be  M'Murdo  to  his  latest  day ! 
No  envious  cloud  o'ercast  his  evening  ray; 
No  wrinkle  furrowed  by  the  hand  of  care, 
Nor  ever  sorrow  add  one  silver  hair ! 
O,  may  no  son  the  father's  honour  stain, 
Nor  ever  daughter  give  the  mother  pain ! 


Vent* 

ON  THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  THE  WOODS  NEAR  DRUMLANRIG.5 

As  on  the  banks  o'  wandering  Nith, 
Ae  smiling  simmer-morn  I  stray'd, 

And  traced  its  bonnie  howes  and  haughs, 
Where  linties  sang  and  lambkins  play'd, 


came  irregularly,  he,  on  one  occasion,  forwarded  the  following 
remonstrance : — 

'  Dear,  Peter,  dear  Peter, 
We  poor  sons  of  metre, 
Are  often  negleckit,  ye  ken ; 

For  instance,  your  sheet,  man, 
(Tlio'  glad  I'm  to  see't,  man,) 
I  get  it  no  ae  day  in  ten.' 

1  See  the  Note  to  the  following  poem  on  Drumlanrig. 

2  Drumlanrig  castle  is  situated  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Nith, 
near  the  town  of  Thornliill,  seventeen  miles  from  Dumfries. 


I  sat  me  down  upon  a  craig, 

And  drank  my  fill  o'  fancy's  dream, 
When,  from  the  eddying  deep  below, 

Uprose  the  genius  of  the  stream. 

Dark,  like  the  frowning  rock,  his  brow, 

And  troubled  like  his  wintry  wave, 
And  deep,  as  sughs  the  boding  wind 

Amang  his  eaves,  the  sigh  he  gave — 
"  And  came  ye  here,  my  son,"  he  cried, 

"  To  wander  in  my  birken  shade  ? 
To  muse  some  favourite  Scottish  theme, 

Or  sing  some  favourite  Scottish  maid  ? 

"  There  was  a  time,  it's  nae  lang  syne, 
Ye  might  hae  seen  me  hi  my  pride, 

When  a'  my  banks  sae  bravely  saw 
Their  woody  pictures  in  my  tide; 


Not  long  before  1389,  the  barony  of  Drumlanrig  was  given  by 
James  Earl  of  Douglas,  the  hero  of  Otterburn,  as  a  heritage  to 
his  natural  son  William ;  and  the  posterity  of  this  individual 
continued  to  be  styled  knights  of  JDi-umlanrig  till  the  early  part 
of  the  seventeenth  century,  when  they  at  length  attained  to  the 
peerage,  and  became  conspicuous  figures  in  our  national  history. 
William,  the  third  Earl  and  first  Duke  of  Queensberry,  rose  to 
be  a  man  of  the  first  consequence  in  the  kingdom,  during  the 
reigns  of  Charles  II.  and  James  II.,  and  acquired  great  wealth, 
part  of  which  he  employed  in  substituting,  for  the  old  and  nar- 
row castle  of  his  ancestors  on  Nith-side,  the  present  mag- 
nificent mansion.  This  house,  built  between  1679  and  1669,  is 
a  quadrangle,  having  square  turrets  at  the  corners,  and  an 
interior  court,  accessible  through  an  arched  portal :  its  site,  on 
a  terrace  overlooking  the  Nith,  surrounded  by  fine  woods,  and 
backed  by  a  range  of  lofty  hills,  is  very  imposing,  and  worthy 
of  the  great  historical  names  connected  with  it. 

Drumlanrig  acquired  classical  associations  in  the  time  ot 
Charles,  the  third  Duke -the  good  Duke,  as  he  was  called— 
whose  wife  was  the 

" Kitty,  beautiful  and  young, 

And  wild  as  colt  untamed," 

of  Matthew  Prior,  and  the  patroness,  moreover,  of  John  Gay. 
The  author  of  the  Beggar's  Operator  some  time  lived  under 
the  protection  of  the  Duke  and  Duchess  in  Drumlanrig 
Castle,  while  out  of  favour  at  court.  At  the  time  when  Burns 
resided  in  Nithsdale,  the  main  line  of  this  family  had  become 
extinct,  and  the  honours  and  estates  were  in  the  possession  of 
the  late  notedly  profligate  Duke  of  Queensberry  (a  cousin  of  the 
third  Duke),  who  rarely  visited  any  of  his  Scottish  mansions. 
Drumlanrig  castle  was  then  partially  occupied  by  his  grace's 
chamberlain,  or  land-agent,  John  M'Murdo,  Esq.,  at  whose  fire- 
side Burns  became  a  frequent  and  welcome  guest.  The  letters 
and  poems  of  the  Ayrshire  bard  testify  in  sufficiently  forcible 
terms  the  contempt  he  entertained  for  the  ducal  master,  and  the 
affectionate  esteem  with  which  he  regarded  the  chamberlain. 
The  wife  and  daughters  of  the  latter  gentleman,  being  uncom- 
monly elegant  and  accomplished  women,  came  in  for  a  share  of 
his  regard;  the  eldest  daughter  was  the  heroine  of  his  delight- 
ful pastoral  entitled  '  Bonnie  Jean,'  and  Miss  Phillis  is  the  sub- 
ject of  two  songs  in  which  her  name  occurs.  Fond  as  the  poet 
was  of  walking  on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  he  saw  with  feelings 
of  the  bitterest  indignation  the  woods  of  Drumlanrig  felled  by 
order  of  the  worthless  Duke,  in  order  to  enrich  a  lady  whom 
he  presumed  to  be  his  daughter.  This  cruel  proceeding  drew 
from  the  pen  of  our  bard  the  above  satirical  verses. 

At  the  death  of  William,  fourth  Duke  of  Queensberry  in  1810, 
his  chief  titles,  with  the  barony  of  Drumlanrig,  devolved  on  the 
Duke  of  Buccleuch,  as  heir  of  line.  In  consequence  of  this 
event,  the  castle  became  honoured  by  the  visits  of  a  third  poet, 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  who  was  here  occasionally  the  guest  of  both 
the  late  and  present  Dukes  of  Buccleuch  and  Queensberry 
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When  hanging  beech  and  spreading  elm 
Shaded  my  stream  sae  clear  and  cool; 

And  stately  oaks  their  twisted  arms 
Threw  broad  and  dark  across  the  pool; 

"  When  glinting,  through  the  trees,  appear 'd 

The  wee  white  cot  aboon  the  mill, 
And  peacefu'  rose  its  ingle  reek, 

That  slowly  curled  up  the  hill. 
But  now  the  cot  is  bare  and  cauld, 

Its  branchy  shelter's  lost  and  gane, 
And  scarce  a  stinted  birk  is  left 

To  shiver  in  the  blast  its  lane." 

"  Alas !"  said  I,  "  what  ruefu'  chance 

Has  twin'd  ye  o'  your  stately  trees  ? 
Has  laid  your  rocky  bosom  bare  ? 

Has  stripp'd  the  deeding  o'  your  braes  ? 
Was  it  the  bitter  eastern  blast, 

That  scatters  blight  in  early  spring  ? 
Or  was't  the  wiT  fire  scorch'd  their  boughs, 

Or  canker-worm  wi'  secret  sting  ?" 

"Nae  eastlan'  blast,"  the  sprite  replied; 

"  It  blew  na  here  sae  fierce  and  fell, 
And  on  my  dry  and  halesome  banks 

Nae  canker-worms  get  leave  to  dwell: 
Man !  cruel  man !"  the  genius  sigh'd — 

As  through  the  cliffs  he  sank  him  down — 
"  The  worm  that  knaw'd  my  bonnie  trees, 

That  reptile  wears  a  ducal  crown !" 


ON  THE  DCKB  OP  QUEENSBERRY. 

How  shall  I  sing  Drumlanrig's  Grace  — 
Discarded  remnant  of  a  race 

Once  great  in  martial  story  ? 
His  forbears'  virtues  all  contrasted  — 
The  very  name  of  Douglas  blasted  —  * 

His  that  inverted  glory. 

Hate,  envy,  oft  the  Douglas  bore  ; 
But  he  has  superadded  more, 

And  sunk  them  in  contempt; 
Follies  and  crimes  have  stain'd  the  name  : 
But,  Queensberry,  thine  the  virgin  claim, 

From  aught  that's  good  exempt. 


©n  an  Cbening  Vieto  of  tfle  ISuttts  of 

UNCLUDEN  ABBEY.  ! 

YE  holy  walls,  that,  still  sublime, 
Resist  the  crumbling  touch  of  time, 


1  See  a  description  of  Lincluden  in  a  future  Note,  under  the 


poem  of  '  The  Vision.' 


How  strongly  still  your  form  displays 

The  piety  of  ancient  days ! 

As  through  your  ruins,  hoar  and  gray, — 

Ruins,  yet  beauteous  in  decay, — 

The  silvery  moon-beams  trembling  fly : 

The  form  of  ages  long  gone  by 

Crowd  thick  on  fancy's  wand'ring  eye, 

And  wake  the  soul  to  musings  high. 

Ev'n  now,  as  lost  in  thought  profound, 

I  view  the  solemn  scene  around, 

And,  pensive,  gaze  with  wistful  eyes, 

The  past  returns,  the  present  flies; 

Again  the  dome,  in  pristine  pride, 

Lifts  high  its  roof,  and  arches  wide, 

That,  knit  with  curious  tracery, 

Each  Gothic  ornament  display. 

The  high  arch'd  windows,  painted  fair, 

Show  many  a  saint  and  martyr  there. 

As  on  their  slender  forms  I'd  gaze, 

Mi-thinks  they  brighten  to  a  blaze ! 

With  noiseless  step  and  taper  bright, 

What  are  yon  forms  that  meet  my  sight ! 

Slowly  they  move,  while  every  eye 

Is  heav'n-ward  rais'd  in  ecstasy. 

'Tis  the  fair,  spotless,  vestal  train, 

That  seek  in  pray'r  the  midnight  fane. 

And,  hark  !  what  more  than  mortal  sound 

Of  music  breathes  the  pile  around  ? 

'Tis  the  soft  chanted  choral  song, 

Whose  tones  the  echoing  aisles  prolong; 

Till,  thence  return'd,  they  softly  stray 

O'er  Cluden's  wave,  with  fond  delay; 

Now  on  the  rising  gale  swell  high, 

And  now  in  fainting  murmurs  die; 

The  boatmen  on  Nitli's  gentle  stream, 

That  glistens  in  the  pale  moon-beam, 

Suspend  their  dashing  oars  to  hear 

The  holy  anthem,  loud  and  clear; 

Each  worldly  thought  awhile  forbear, 

And  mutter  forth  a  half-form 'd  prayer. 

But,  as  I  gaze,  the  vision  fails, 

Like  frost-work  touch 'd  by  southern  gales ; 

The  altar  sinks,  the  tapers  fade, 

And  all  the  splendid  scene's  decay 'd; 

In  window  fair  the  painted  pane 

No  longer  glows  with  holy  stain, 

But  through  the  broken  glass  the  gale 

Blows  chilly  from  the  misty  vale: 

The  bird  of  eve  flits  sidlen  by, 

Her  home,  these  aisles  and  arches  high ; 

The  choral  hymn,  that  erst  so  clear 

Broke  softly  sweet  on  fancy's  ear, 

Is  drown 'd  amid  the  mournful  scream, 

That  breaks  the  magic  of  my  dream ! 

Rous'd  by  the  sound,  I  start  and  Bee 

The  ruin'd  sad  reality ! 
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OH  meikle  do  I  rue,  fause  love, 

Oh  sairly  do  I  rue, 
That  e'er  I  heard  your  flattering  tongue, 

That  e'er  your  face  I  knew. 

Oh  I  hae  tint  my  rosy  cheeks, 
Likewise  my  waist  sae  sma'; 

And  I  hae  lost  nay  lightsome  heart 
That  little  wist  a  fa'. 

Now  I  maun  thole  the  scornfu'  sneer 

O'  mony  a  saucy  quean ; 
When,  gin  the  truth  were  a'  but  kent, 

Her  life's  been  waur  than  mine. 

Whene'er  my  father  thinks  on  me, 

He  stares  into  the  wa'; 
My  mither,  she  has  ta'en  the  bed 

Wi'  thinkin  on  my  fa'. 

Whene'er  I  hear  my  father's  foot, 
My  heart  wad  burst  wi'  pain; 

Whene'er  I  meet  my  mither 's  ee, 
My  tears  rin  down  like  rain. 

Alas !  sae  sweet  a  tree  as  love 

Sic  bitter  fruit  should  bear ! 
Alas !  that  e'er  a  bonnie  face 

Should  draw  a  sauty  tear ! 

But  Heaven's  curse  will  blast  the  man 

Denies  the  bairn  he  got; 
Or  leaves  the  painfu'  lass  he  lov'd 

To  wear  a  ragged  coat. 


€arlttt9.2 


AN  ELECTION  BALLAD. 

TUNE—"  Chevy  Chaoe." 

THERE  were  five  Carlins  in  the  south, 

They  fell  upon  a  scheme, 
To  send  a  lad  to  Lon'on  town 

To  bring  us  tidings  hame. 

1  This  Lament  first  appeared  in  Hogg  and  Motherwell's  edi- 
tion of  the  poet's  works.    From  internal  evidence,  we  strongly 
suspect  it  to  be  the  production  of  Motherwell  himself. 

2  The  contest  celebrated  in  this  ballad  was  the  one  between 
Sir  James  Johnston  of  Westerhall,  and  Patrick  Miller,  younger 
of  Dalswinton,  at  the  general  election  of  1789,  for  the  united 
burghs  of  Dumfries,  Kirkcudbright,  Annan,  Lochmaben,  and 
Sanquhar.     Captain  Miller,  son  of  the  poet's  landlord,  united 
the  interest  of  the  duke  of  Queensberry  and  the  Whigs  ;  and 
Sir  James  that  of  the  court  and  the  Tories.     The  personifica- 
tions of  the  burghs  have  been  spoken  of  in  terms  of  high  praise 


Not  only  bring  us  tidings  hame, 

But  do  their  errands  there, 
And  aiblins  gowd  and  honour  baith 

Might  be  that  laddie's  share. 

There  was  Maggie  by  the  banks  o'  Nith,3 

A  dame  wi'  pride  enough; 
And  Marjorie  o'  the  monie  Lochs,4 

A  Carlin  auld  an'  teugh. 

And  blinkin  Bess  o'  Annandale,5 
That  dwells  near  Solway  side, 

And  whisky  Jean  that  took  her  gill,6 
In  Galloway  so  wide. 

And  black  Joan  frae  Creighton  peel,7 

O'  gipsy  kith  an'  kin, 
Five  weightier  Carlins  were  na  found 

The  south  countrie  within. 

To  send  a  lad  to  Lon'on  town 

They  met  upon  a  day, 
And  monie  a  Knight  and  monie  a  Laird, 

This  errand  fain  would  gae. 

O !  monie  a  Knight  and  monie  a  Laird, 

This  errand  fain  would  gae ; 
But  nae  ane  could  their  fancy  please, 

O !  ne'er  a  ane  but  twae. 

The  first  ane  was  a  belted  Knight, 

Bred  o'  a  border  band, 
An'  he  wad  gae  to  Lon'on  town, 

Might  nae  man  him  withstand. 

And  he  wad  do  their  errands  weel, 

And  meikle  he  wad  say, 
And  ilka  ane  at  Lon'on  court 

Wad  bid  to  him  guid  day. 


by  those  acquainted  with  the  localities.  There  are  several  dif- 
ferent versions  of  the  ballad  ;  but  the  variations  are  unimpor- 
tant. '  Whisky  Jean  that  took  her  gill,'  is  in  one  version,  for 
instance,  dignified  by  the  title  of  '  Brandy  Jean.'  It  may  be 
added  that  Captain  Miller  carried  the  election,  but  after  a  severe 
contest,  and  at  a  very  heavy  expense. 

3  Dumfries — of  which  we  shall  have  to  speak  elsewhere. 

4  Lochmaben,  an  ancient  burgh  of  Dumfriesshire,  formerly 
the  residence  of  king  Robert  the  Bruce,  from  who™  it  received 
many  privileges.     It  is  surrounded  by  nine  small  lochs. 

5  A  thriving  town  of  Dumfriesshire,  the  chief  seat  of  the 
Bruce  family  after  their  accession  to  the  throne.      Its  popula- 
tion is  about  5000. 

C  Kirkcudbright,  the  chief  town  of  the  Stewartry  of  the 
same  name,  beautifully  situated  near  the  efflux  of  the  Dee  into 
the  Solway. 

1  Sanquhar,  a  burgh  in  the  upper  part  of  Nithsdale,  on  the 
road  from  Ayr  to  Dumfries,  with  a  population  of  about  1500. 
It  was  frequently  visited  by  the  poet.  Near  it  stands  the 
ruined  castle,  or  Peel  of  Sanquhar,  at  one  time  the  abode  of  the 
family  of  Crichton,  lords  of  Sanquhar.  The  Admirable  Crichton 
sprung  from  a  branch  of  this  family,  and  was  born  in  the  adja- 
cent castle  of  Elliot. 
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Then  ncist  came  in  a  sodger  youth, 

And  spak  wi'  modest  grace, 
An'  he  wad  gae  to  Lon'on  town, 

If  sae  their  pleasure  was. 

He  wad  na  hecht  them  courtly  gifts, 

Nor  meikle  speech  pretend ; 
But  he  wad  hecht  an  honest  heart 

Wad  ne'er  desert  his  friend. 

Now  whom  to  choose  and  whom  refuse, 

To  strife  thae  Carlins  fell; 
For  some  had  gentle  folks  to  please, 

And  some  wad  please  themsel. 

Then  out  spak  mim-mou'd  Meg  o'  Nith, 

An'  she  spak  out  wi'  pride, 
An'  she  wad  send  the  sodger  youth 

Whatever  might  betide. 

For  the  auld  guidman  o'  Lon'on  court 

She  did  not  care  a  pin, 
But  she  wad  send  the  sodger  youth 

To  greet  his  eldest  son. 

Then  up  sprang  Bess  o'  Annandale : 

A  deadly  aith  she's  ta'en, 
That  she  wad  vote  the  border  Knight, 

Tho'  she  wad  vote  her  lane. 

"For  far  off  fowls  hae  feathers  fair, 

An'  fools  o'  change  are  fain : 
But  I  hae  tried  the  border  Knight, 

111  try  him  yet  again." 

Says  black  Joan  frae  Creighton  peel, 

A  Carlin  stout  and  grim, 
"The  auld  guidman  or  young  guidman 

For  me  may  sink  or  swim. 

«  For  fools  may  prate  o'  right  and  wrang, 
While  knaves  laugh  them  to  scorn; 

But  the  Sodger's  friends  hae  blawn  the  best, 
Sae  he  shall  bear  the  horn." 

Then  whisky  Jean  spak  o'er  her  drink, 

"  Ye  weel  ken  kimmers  a', 
The  auld  guidman  o'  Lon'on  court, 

His  back's  been  at  the  wa'. 

«  And  monie  a  friend  that  kiss'd  his  caup 

Is  now  a  frammit  wight; 
But  it's  ne'er  sae  wi'  whisky  Jean, 

We'll  send  the  border  Knight." 

Then  slow  raise  Marjorie  o'  the  Lochs, 

And  wrinkled  was  her  brow: 
Her  ancient  weed  was  russet  gray, 

Her  auld  Scots  heart  was  true. 


"  There's  some  great  folks  set  light  by  me, 

I  set  as  light  by  them ; 
But  I  will  send  to  Lon'on  town 

Wha  I  lo'e  best  at  hame." 

So  how  this  weighty  plea  will  end, 

Nae  mortal  wight  can  tell: 
G-d  grant  the  King  and  ilka  man 

May  look  weel  to  MmseF. 


Co  tfje  ©to!.1 

SAD  bird  of  night,  what  sorrows  call  thee  forth, 
To  vent  thy  plaints  thus  in  the  midnight  hour  ? 

Is  it  some  blast  that  gathers  in  the  north, 

Threat 'ning  to  nip  the  verdure  of  thy  bow'r  ? 

Is  it,  sad  owl,  that  Autumn  strips  the  shade, 
And  leaves  thee  here,  unshelter'd  and  forlorn  ? 

Or  fear  that  Winter  will  thy  nest  invade  ? 
Or  friendless  melancholy  bids  thee  mourn ! 

Shut  out,  lone  bird,  from  all  the  feather'd  train, 
To  tell  thy  sorrows  to  th'  unheeding  gloom; 

No  friend  to  pity  when  thou  dost  complain, 
Grief  all  thy  thought,  and  solitude  thy  home. 

Sing  on,  sad  mourner  !  I  will  bless  thy  strain, 
And  pleas'd  in  sorrow  listen  to  thy  song: 

Sing  on,  sad  mourner;  to  the  night  complain, 
While  the  lone  echo  wafts  thy  notes  along. 


1  •  Burns  sometimes  wrote  poems  in  the  old  ballad  style, 
which  he  gave  to  the  world  as  songs  of  the  olden  time.  That 
famous  soldier's  song  first  printed  in  a  letter  to  Mrs  Dunlop. 
beginning— 

»  Go  fetch  to  me  a  pint  of  wine, 

And  fill  it  in  n  silver  lassie; 

That  I  may  drink,  before  I  go, 

A  service  to  my  bonnie  lassie," 

has  been  pronounced,  by  some  of  our  best  living  poets,  an  Mm- 
i  itabU  relique  of  some  ancient  minttrel !    Yet  it  was  the  actual 
production  of  Burns  himself.    The  ballad  of  Avid  la»g  SyM 
wa«  also  introduced  in  this  ambiguous  manner,  tlmn:.-!.  t 
exi*t  proofs  that  the  two  best  stunwis  are   undisputably  nil 
Hence  there  are  strong  grounds  f,,r  believing  this  P.H™  i 
be  his  production,  although  the  name  of  John  M 
stated   as  the  author.     It  is  in  ••very  way  worthy  of  Burns! 
muse  -,  altbo'  more  in  the  style  of  Gray  or   Collins.     1 
found  among  hit  MS.  in  hit  oicn  hand-writing,  vxth  occai 
interlineationt,  tuch  at  occur  in  all  hit  primttivt  <fu* 
Should  there,  however,  be  a  real  author  of  that  name  (John 
SrCreddi,-),  whicl.  is  extremely  doubtful,  l.o  will  not  be    dis- 
pleased at  the  publication  of  his  poem  when  he  rerollects 
it  had  obtained  the  notice  of  BI-RNS,  and  had  undergom 
corrections.'— CROMHE. 

Notwithstanding  the  many  years  that  have  elapsed  sinc« 
Cromek's   Reliques  were  published,  no  John   M'Creddi 
stepped  forward  to  claim  the  poem,  nor  ha?  any  other  pew 
been  pointed  out  as  its  author.    We  may.  therefore,  without 
rashness,  under  the  circumstances  in  which  Cromck  found  it, 
attribute  the  production  to  Burns. 
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Is  beauty  less,  when  down  the  glowing  cheek 
Sad,  piteous  tears,  in  native  sorrows  fall  ? 

Less  kind  the  heart  when  anguish  bids  it  break  ? 
Less  happy  he  who  lists  to  pity's  call  ? 

Ah  no,  sad  owl !  nor  is  thy  voice  less  sweet, 
That  sadness  tunes  it,  and  that  grief  is  there ; 

That  spring's   gay  notes,   unskill'd,  thou   cans't 

repeat ; 
That  sorrow  bids  thee  to  the  gloom  repair. 

Nor  that  the  treble  songsters  of  the  day 

Are  quite  estrang'd,  sad  bird  of  night !  from  thee ; 

Nor  that  the  thrush  deserts  the  ev'ning  spray, 
When  darkness  calls  thee  from  thy  reverie, 

From  some  old  tow'r,  thy  melancholy  dome, 
While  the  gray  walls,  and  desert  solitudes, 

Return  each  note,  responsive  to  the  gloom 
Of  ivied  coverts  and  surrounding  woods. 

There  hooting,  I  will  list  more  pleas'd  to  thee 
Than  ever  lover  to  the  nightingale ; 

Or  drooping  wretch,  oppress'd  with  misery, 
Lending  his  ear  to  some  condoling  tale. 


T-toses  to  tng  £rt». 

THOU  bed,  in  which  I  first  began 
To  be  that  various  creature — Man! 
And  when  again  the  fates  decree, 
The  place  where  I  must  cease  to  be; — 
When  sickness  comes,  to  whom  I  fly, 
To  soothe  my  pain,  or  close  mine  eye ; — 
When  cares  surround  me  where  I  weep, 
Or  lose  them  all  in  balmy  sleep ; — 
When  sore  with  labour,  whom  I  court, 
And  to  thy  downy  breast  resort — 
Where,  too,  ecstatic  joys  I  find, 
When  deigns  my  Delia  to  be  kind — 
And  full  of  love,  in  all  her  charms, 
Thou  giv'st  the  fair  one  to  my  arms. 
The  centre  thou,  where  grief  and  pain, 
Disease  and  rest,  alternate  reign. 
Oh,  since  within  thy  little  space, 
So  many  various  scenes  take  place; 
Lessons  as  useful  shalt  thou  teach, 
As  sages  dictate — churchmen  preach; 
And  man,  convinc'd  by  thee  alone, 
This  great  important  truth  shall  own : — 
That  thin  partitions  do  divide 
The  bounds  where  good  and  ill  reside; 
That  nought  is  perfect  here  below  ; 
But  BLISS  still  bordering  upon  WOE. 


Epistle  to  &.  <&raf)am, 


OF  FINTRAY: 

ON  THE  CLOSE   OF  THE  DISPUTED  ELECTION  BETWEEN  SIR  JAMES 

JOH.NSTONE  A.ND  CAPTAIN  MILLER,  FOR  THE  DUMFRIES 

DISTRICT  OF  BOROUGHS. 

FINTRAY,  my  stay  in  worldly  strife, 
Friend  o'  my  muse,  friend  o'  my  life, 

Are  ye  as  idle's  I  am  ? 
Come  then,  wi'  uncouth,  kintra  fleg, 
O'er  Pegasus  I'll  fling  my  leg, 

And  ye  shall  see  me  try  him. 

I'll  sing  the  zeal  Drumlanrig  l  bears, 
Wha  left  the  all-important   cares 

Of  princes  and  their  darlin's;  2 
And,  bent  on  winning  3  borough  touns, 
Cam  shaking  hands  wi'  wabster  loons, 

And  kissing  barefit  carlins.  4 

Combustion  thro'  our  boroughs  rode, 
Whistling  his  roaring  pack  abroad, 

Of  mad  unmuzzl'd  lions; 
As  Queensberry  "  buff  and  blue  "  unfurl'd, 
And  Westerha'  5  and  Hopeton  hurl'd 

To  every  Whig  defiance. 

But  cautious  Queensberry  left  the  war, 
Th'  unmanner'd  dust  might  soil  his  star  j 

Besides  he  hated  bleeding  : 
But  left  behind  him  heroes  bright, 
Heroes  in  Caesarean  fight, 

Or  Ciceronian  pleading. 

O  !  for  a  throat  like  huge  Mons-meg, 
To  muster  o'er  each  ardent  Whig 

Beneath  Drumlanrig's  banneis; 
Heroes  and  heroines  commix, 
All  in  the  field  of  politics, 

To  win  immortal  honours. 

M'Murdo  6  and  his  lovely  spouse, 

(Th'  enainour'd  laurels  kiss  her  brows  !) 

Led  on  the  loves  and  graces: 
She  won  each  gaping  burgess'  heart, 
While  he,  all-conquering,  play'd  his  part 

Among  their  wives  and  lasses. 


110 


1  The  fourth  Duke  of  Queensberry,  of  infamous  memory. 

2  VAR. — Of  fiddles,  wh-res,  and  hunters. — Afton  MS. 

3  Buying.— MS.  4  Bunters.— Ibid. 
&  Sir  James  Johnstone,  the  Tory  Candidate. 

6  The  Chamberlain  of  the  Duke  of  Queensberry  at  Drum- 
lanrig,  and  a  friend  of  the  Poet    See  a  previous  uote. 
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Craigdarroch  '  led  a  light-arm 'd  corps: 
Tropes,  metaphors,  and  figures  pour, 

Like  Hecla  streaming  thunder : 
Glenriddel, 2  skill 'd  in  rusty  coins, 
Blew  up  each  Tory's  dark  designs, 

And  bar'd  the  treason  under. 

In  either  wing  two  champions  fought, 
Redoubted  Staig, 3  who  set  at  nought 

The  wildest  savage  Tory: 

And  Welsh, 4  who  ne'er  yet  flinch'd  his  ground, 
High-wav'd  his  magnum -bonum  round 

With  Cyclopean  fury. 

Miller  brought  up  th'  artillery  ranks, 
The  many-pounders  of  the  Banks, 

Resistless  desolation ! 
While  Maxwelton,  that  baron  bold, 
'Mid  Lawson's  5  port  entrench 'd  his  hold, 

And  threaten'd  worse  damnation. 

To  these,  what  Tory  hosts  oppos'd ; 
With  these,  what  Tory  warriors  clos'd, 

Surpasses  my  descriving: 
Squadrons  extended  long  and  large, 
With  furious  speed  rush'd  to  the  charge, 

Like  raging  devils  driving. 

What  verse  can  sing,  what  prose  narrate, 
The  butcher  deeds  of  bloody  fate 

Amid  this  mighty  tulzie ! 
Grim  Horror  grinn'd — pale  Terror  roar'd 
As  Murther  at  his  thrapple  shor'd, 

And  Hell  mix'd  in  the  brulzie  ! 

As  highland  crags  by  thunder  cleft, 
When  light 'nings  fire  the  stormy  lift, 

Hurl  down  wi'  crashing  rattle : 
As  flames  among  a  hundred  woods  j 
As  headlong  foam  a  hundred  floods ; 

Such  is  the  rage  of  battle ! 

The  stubborn  Tories  dare  to  die; 
As  soon  the  rooted  oaks  would  fly 

Before  th'  approaching  fellers : 
The  Whigs  came  on  like  Ocean's  roar, 
When  all  his  wintry  billows  pour 

Against  the  Buchan  Bullers. 6 


1  Fergusson  of  Craigdarroch. 

2  Captain  Riddle  of  Glenriddel,  another  friend  of  the  Poet. 

3  Provost  Staig  of  Dumfries  4  Sheriff  Welsh. 

5  Lawson,  a  wine  merchant  in  Dumfries. 

6  The  "  Bullers  of  Buchan  "  is  an  appellation  given  to  a 
tremendous  rooky  recess  on   the   Aberdeenshire  coast,  near 
Peterht-ad— having  an  opening  to  the  sea,  while  the  top  i*  open. 
The  sea,  constantly  raging  in  it,  gives  it  the  appearance  of  a 
pot  or  boiler,  and  hence  the  name. 


Lo,  from  the  shades  of  Death's  deep  night, 
Departed  Whigs  enjoy  the  fight, 

And  think  on  former  daring: 
The  muffled  murderer  7  of  Charles 
The  Magna  Clmrta  flag  unfurls, 

All  deadly  gules  its  bearing. 

Nor  wanting  ghosts  of  Tory  fame, 

Bold  Scrimgeour  8  follows  gallant  Graham, 9 

Auld  Covenanters  shiver. 
(Forgive,  forgive,  much  wrong'd  Montrose ! 
While  death  and  hell  engulph  thy  foes, 

Thou  liv'st  on  high  for  ever  !) 

Still  o'er  the  field  the  combat  burns, 
The  Tories,  Whigs,  give  way  by  turns; 

But  Fate  the  word  has  spoken ; 
For  woman's  wit  and  strength  o'  man, 
Alas !  can  do  but  what  they  can — 

The  Tory  ranks  are  broken ! 

O  that  my  een  were  flowing  burns ! 
My  voice  a  lioness  that  mourns 

Her  darling  cubs'  undoing ! 
That  I  might  greet,  that  I  might  cry, 
While  Tories  fall,  while  Tories  fly, 

And  furious  Whigs  pursuing ! 

What  Whig  but  wails  the  good  Sir  James, 
Dear  to  his  country  by  the  names 

Friend,  patron,  benefactor ! 
Not  Pulteney's  wealth  can  Pulteney  save ! 
And  Hopeton  falls,  the  generous  brave  ! 

And  Stewart, 10  bold  as  Hector. 

Thou,  Pitt,  shalt  rue  this  overthrow ; 
And  Thurlow  growl  a  curse  of  woe: 

And  Melville  melt  in  wailing ! 
Now  Fox  and  Sheridan  rejoice ! 
And  Burke  shall  sing,  "  O  Prince,  arise ! 

Thy  power  is  all  prevailing." 

For  your  poor  friend,  the  Bard,  afar 
He  hears,  and  only  hears,  the  war, 

A  cool  spectator  purely : 
So,  when  the  storm  the  forests  rends, 
The  robin  in  the  hedge  descends, 

And  sober  chirps  securely. 


7  The  executioner  of  Charles  I.  wa»  masked. 

8  John  Earl  of  Dundee. 

9  The  great  MarquU  of  MuntroJo. 

10  Stewart  of  HUUide. 


Ill 
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Cfjtrtr  lEpt'stle  to  £v.  CSrafjam, 


OP  FINTRAY. 


LATE  crippl'd  of  an  arm,  and  now  a  leg, 
About  to  beg  a  pass  for  leave  to  beg : 
Dull,  listless,  teas'd,  dejected,  and  deprest 
(Nature  is  adverse  to  a  cripple's  rest) ; 
Will  generous  Graham  list  to  his  Poet's  wail  ? 
(It  soothes  poor  misery,  heark'ning  to  her  tale,) 
And  hear  him  curse  the  light  he  first  survey'd, 
And  doubly  curse  the  luckless  rhyming  trade  ? 

Thou,  Nature !  partial  Nature  !  I  arraign ; 

Of  thy  caprice  maternal  I  complain. 

The  lion  and  the  bull  thy  care  have  found, 

One   shakes   the   forests,   and   one    spurns    the 

ground : 

Thou  giv'st  the  ass  his  hide,  the  snail  his  shell, 
Th'  envenom 'd  wasp,  victorious,  guards  his  cell ; 
Thy  minions,  kings  defend,  control,  devour, 
In  all  th'  omnipotence  of  rule  and  power; 
Foxes  and  statesmen  subtile  wiles  ensure; 
The  cit  and  polecat  stink,  and  are  secure ; 
Toads  with  their  poison,  doctors  with  their  drug, 
The  priest  and  hedgehog  in  their  robes  are  snug; 
Ev'n  silly  woman  has  her  warlike  arts, 
Her  tongue  and  eyes,  her  dreaded  spear  and  darts. 

But,  oh !  thou  bitter  step-mother  and  hard, 

To  thy  poor,  fenceless  naked  child — the  bard ! 

A  thing  unteachable  in  worldly  skill, 

And  half  an  idiot,  too,  more  helpless  still ; 

No  heels  to  bear  him  from  the  op'ning  dun ; 

No  claws  to  dig,  his  hated  sight  to  shun; 

No  horns,  but  those  by  luckless  Hymen  worn, 

And  those,  alas  !  not  Amalthea's  horn 

No  nerves  olfact'ry,  Mammon's  trusty  cur. 

Clad  in  rich  dulness'  comfortable  fur; — 

In  naked  feelings,  and  in  aching  pride, 

He  bears  th'  unbroken  blast  from  ev'ry  side: 

Vampyre  booksellers  drain  him  to  the  heart, 

And  scorpion  critics  cureless  venom  dart. 


1  Burns,  it  is  said,  finding  the  excise  division  to  which  he 
had  been  appointod — extending  over  ten  parishes— too  laborious 
for  him,  smoothed  the  way  for  an  application  for  Mr  Graham's 
interest,  to  obtain  for  him  a  more  manageable  district  by  the 
above  epistle.  Creech's  treatment  of  him  perhaps  dictated  the 
line  in  which  he  compares  the  'great  patrons  of  literature,'  to 
so  many  vampyres.  The  critics  to 

'  Those  cut-throat  bandits  in  the  paths  of  fame,* 
come  in  for  their  full  share  of  his  rancour.    The  name  of  Munro 
has  been  connected  with  the  history  of  anatomy  in  Scotland  for 
upwards  of  a  century. 

Mr  Graham  exerted  his  influence  with  ready  grace.  The 
poet  was  soon  removed  to  such  a  district  as  he  desired.  In  the 
following  poem— not  with  his  usual  felicity  it  must  be  admitted 
—he  acknowledges  his  'boon.' 
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Critics  ! — appall'd  I  venture  on  the  name, 
Those  cut-throat  bandits  in  the  paths  of  fame: 
Bloody  dissectors,  worse  than  ten  Monroes ! 
He  hacks  to  teach,  they  mangle  to  expose. 

His  heart  by  causeless,  wanton  malice  wrung, 
By  blockheads'  daring  into  madness  stung ; 
His  well-won  bays,  than  life  itself  more  dear, 
By  miscreants  torn,  who  ne'er  one  sprig  must  wear : 
Foil'd  bleeding,  tortur'd,  in  th'  unequal  strife, 
The  hapless  poet  flounders  on  through  life; 
'Till,  fled  each  hope  that  once  his  bosom  fir'd, 
And  fled  each  muse  that  glorious  once  inspir'd, 
Low  sunk  in  squalid  unprotected  age, 
Dead,  even  resentment,  for  his  injur'd  page, 
He  heeds  or  feels  no  more  the  ruthless  critic's  rage. 

So,  by  some  hedge,  the  gen'rous  steed  deceas'd, 
For  half -starved  snarling  curs  a  dainty  feast, 
By  toil  and  famine  worn  to  skin  and  bone, 
Lies  senseless  of  each  tugging  bitch's  son. 

Oh  dulness !  portion  of  the  truly  blest ! 
Calm  shelter'd  haven  of  eternal  rest ! 
Thy  sons  ne'er  madden  in  the  fierce  extremes 
Of  fortune's  polar  frost,  or  ton-id  beams. 
If  mantling  high  she  fills  the  golden  cup, 
With  sober  selfish  ease  they  sip  it  up : 
Conscious  the  bounteous  meed  they  well  deserve, 
They  only  wonder  "some  folks"  do  not  starve, 
The  grave  sage  hern  thus  easy  picks  his  frog, 
And  thinks  the  mallard  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
When  disappointment  snaps  the  clue  of  hope, 
And  thro'  disastrous  night  they  darkling  grope, 
With  deaf  endurance  sluggishly  they  bear, 
And  just  conclude  that  "fools  are  fortune's  care." 
So,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempest's  shocks, 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  ox. 

Not  so  the  idle  muses'  mad-cap  train, 

Not  such  the  workings  of  their  moon-struck  brain ; 

In  equanimity  they  never  dwell, 

By  turns  in  soaring  heav'n,  or  vaulted  hell. 

I  dread  thee,  fate,  relentless  and  severe, 
With  all  a  poet's,  husband's,  father's  fear ! 
Already  one  strong-hold  of  hope  is  lost, 
Glencairn,  the  truly  noble,  lies  in  dust; 
(Fled,  like  the  sun  eclips'd  as  noon  appears, 
And  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears;) 
Oh  !  hear  my  ardent,  grateful,  selfish  pray'r  ! — 
Fintray,  my  other  stay,  long  bless  and  spare  ! 
Thro'  a  long  life  his  hopes  and  wishes  crown; 
And  bright  hi  cloudless  skies  his  sun  go  down  ! 
May  bliss  domestic  smoothe  his  private  path, 
Give  energy  to  life,  and  soothe  his  latest  breath, 
With  many  a  filial  tear  circling  the  bed  of  death! 


IF.   So  Ac 


PuMishedlyBliciie  it  Son  Glasgow 
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JPourlfi  Epistle  to  H  ®raf)am, 


OP  PINTRAY.  ' 


I  CALL  no  goddess  to  inspire  my  strains, 
A  fabled  muse  may  suit  a  bard  that  feigns ; 
Friend  of  my  life !  my  ardent  spirit  burns, 
And  all  the  tribute  of  my  heart  returns, 
For  boons  accorded,  goodness  ever  new, 
The  gift  still  dearer,  as  the  giver,  you. 

Thou  orb  of  day !  ttiou  other  paler  light ! 
And  all  the  other  sparkling  stars  of  night; 
If  aught  that  giver  from  my  mind  efface ; 
If  I  that  giver's  bounty  e'er  disgrace ; 
Then  roll  to  me  along  your  wandering  spheres, 
Only  to  number  out  a  villain's  years ! 


<J?apt.  Grose's  $erejjr  (nations  tljrougfj 


COLLECTING  THB  ANTIQUITIES  OP  THAT  KINGDOM.* 

HEAR,  Land  o'  Cakes,  and  brither  Scots, 
Frae  Maidenkirk  to  Johnnie  Groat's; 
If  there's  a  hole  in  a'  your  coats, 

I  rede  you  tent  it: 
A  chield's  amang  you  taking  notes, 

And,  faith,  hell  prent  it. 


1  These  lines  were  written  on  receiving  ttte  favour  whidi 
the  previous  epistle  prayed  for. 

2  Francis  Grose,  was  the  son  of  a  jeweller  at  Richmond,  near 
London,  and  appears  to  liave  been  born  about  the  year  1743. 
A  (food  education,  respectable  talents,  and  an  independency 
left  to  him  by  his  father,  enabled  him  to  enter  life  with  the  hap- 
piest prospects ;  but  these  were  soon  overcast  by  the  conse- 
quences of  a  too  easy  and  self-indulgent  disposition.     Having 
become  captain  and  paymaster  of  the  Surrey  militia,  he  is  said 
to  have  kept  no  other  accounts  than  his  two  pockets,  receiving 
into  the  one,  and  paying  from  the  other  ;  at  the  same  time,  lie 
had  all  the  habits  of  a  bon-vivant,  as  that  style  of  life  was  prac- 
tised at  the  period — the  consequences  of  all  which  were,  that 
he  became  a  poor  man,  and  an  extremely  fat  one,  much  about 
the  same  time,  and  while  still  only  about  thirty  years  of  age. 
To  the  poverty  of  Grose,  however,  was  owing  the  subsequent 
celebrity  of  his  name.     Under  the  strong  compulsion  of  poverty, 
he  began  a  career  as  an  artist  and  antiquary,  for  which  his 
hitherto  dormant  talents  were  eminently  fitted.     Between  the 
years  1773  and  1788,  he  had  produced  his  •  Antiquities  of  England 
and  Wales,'  in  eight  volumes  quarto,  consisting  of  nearly  six 
hundred  views  drawn  by  himself,  and  a  large  amount  of  letter- 


several  works  of  a  light  and  whimsical  nature,  inclusive  of  his 
well  known  Slang  Dictionary.  It  was  in  1789,  while  travelling 
in  Scotland,  for  the  purpose  of  drawing  and  chronicling  the 
antiquities  of  that  country,  that  he  met  with  Burns  at  the  hos- 
pitable table  of  Mr  Riddel,  in  the  mansion  of  Friar's  Carse.  The 
figure  of  the  man,  which  was  justly  said  to  be  the  very  title-page 


If  in  your  bounds  ye  chance  to  light 

Upon  a  fine,  fat,  fodgel  wight, 

O'  stature  short,  but  genius  bright, 

That's  he,  mark  weel — 
And  vow !  he  has  an  unco  slight 

O'  cauk  and  keel. 

By  some  auld,  houlet-haunted  biggin', 
Or  kirk  deserted  by  its  riggin', 
It's  ten  to  a  1 10  ye'll  find  him  snug  in 

Some  eldritch  part, 
Wi'  de'ils,  they  say,  L — d  save's!  colleaguin* 

At  some  black  art. — 

Ilk  ghaist  that  haunts  auld  ha'  or  chain  Vr, 

Ye  gipsy-gang  that  deal  in  glamor, 

And  you  deep  read  iu  hell's  black  grammar, 

Warlocks  and  witches ; 
Yell  quake  at  his  conjuring  hammer, 

Ye  midnight  b es. 

It's  tauld  he  was  a  sodger  bred, 
And  ane  wad  rather  fa'n  than  fled ; 
But  now  he's  quat  the  spurtle  blade, 

And  dog-skin  wallet, 
And  ta'en  the— Antiquarian  trade, 

I  think  they  call  it. 

He  has  a  fouth  o'  auld  nick-nackets : 
Rusty  aim  caps  and  jinglin'  jackets, 
Wad  baud  the  Lothians  three  in  tackets, 

A  towmont  guid ; 
And  parritch-pats,  and  auld  saut-backets, 

Before  the  Flood. 

Of  Eve's  first  fire  he  has  a  cinder; 
Auld  Tubal  Cain's  fire-shool  and  fender; 
That  which  distinguished  the  gender 
O'  Balaam's  ass; 
The  broom-stick  o'  the  witch  of  Endor, 

."  Weel  shod  wi'  brass. 

Forbye,  hell  shape  you  aif,  fu'  gleg, 
The  cut  of  Adam's  philibeg ; 
The  knife  that  nicket  Abel's  craig 

He'll  prove  you  fully, 
It  was  a  faulding  jocteleg, 

Or  long-kail  gulli< 


to  a  joke — his  numberless  droll  remarks  and  stories — and,  in 
perhaps  a  less  degree,  his  great  learning  and  shrewd  penetrating 
sense — made  a  great  impressii»n  on  the  poet .  and,  to  use  the 
words  quoted  on  the  occasion  by  Mr  Gilbert  Burns,  the  two 
became  'unco  pack  nnd  thick  thegither.'  The  intimacy  WM  • 
memorable  one  for  the  admirers  of  Burns,  for  it  led,  as  it  well 
known,  to  the  composition  of  'Tarn  o'  Shanter,'  which  first 
appeared  iu  'The  Antiquities  of  Scotland,'  published  next  year. 
The  verses  given  above,  in  which  Burns  sketches  off  the  figure, 
character,  and  habits  of  the  antiquary,  were  great  favourite* 
with  Sir  Walter  Scott  Grose  died  suddenly  of  apoplexy,  in 
Dublin,  May  12,  1791. 
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But  wad  ye  see  him  in  his  glee, 
For  meiklc  glee  and  fun  has  he, 
Then  set  him  down,  and  twa  or  three 

Guid  fellows  wi'  him; 
And  port,  O  port !  shine  thou  a  wee, 

And  then  ye '11  see  him! 

Now,  by  the  pow'rs  o'  verse  and  prose ! 
Thou  art  a  dainty  chield,  O  Grose ! — 
Whae'er  o'  thee  shall  ill  suppose, 

They  sair  misca'  thee; 
I'd  take  the  rascal  by  the  nose, 

Wad  say,  Shame  fa'  thee. 


Hint* 


WRITTEN  IN  A  WRAPPER,  ENCLOSING  A  LETTER  TO 
CAPTAIN  GROSE.  1 


TUNE — "  Sir  John  Malcolm." 

KEN  ye  ought  o'  Captain  Grose  ? 

Igo,  and  ago, 
If  he's  amang  his  friends  or  foes  ? 

Irani,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  South,  or  is  he  North  ? 

Igo,  and  ago, 
Or  drowned  in  the  river  Forth  ? 

Irani,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  slain  by  Highland  bodies  ? 

Igo,  and  ago, 
And  eaten  like  a  wether-haggis  ? 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Is  he  to  Abram's  bosom  gane  ? 

Igo,  and  ago, 
Or  haudin  Sarah  by  the  wame  ? 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

Where'er  he  be,  the  Lord  be  near  him ! 

Igo,  and  ago, 
As  for  the  de'il,  he  daur  na  steer  him ! 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

But  please  transmit  th'  enclosed  letter, 

Igo,  and  ago, 
Which  will  oblige  your  humble  debtor. 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 


1  Burns,  not  knowing  Grose's  address  at  the  time,  enclosed 
a  letter  to  him  under  cover  to  Mr  Cardonnel,  a  well-known 
antiquary,  in  order  that  he  might  forward  it  to  his  'fat  friend.' 
What  was  written  in  the  wrapper  was  done  extemporaneously, 
and  proves,  as  strongly  as  any  of  his  longer  poems,  the  fertile 
and  daring  humour  of  the  author.  Mr  Cardonnel  published  a 


quarto  volume  on  ancient  Scottish  coins,  which  accounts  for 


So  may  ye  hae  auld  stanes  in  store, 

Igo,  and  ago, 
The  very  stanes  that  A.dam  bore, 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 

So  may  ye  get  in  glad  possession, 

Igo,  and  ago, 
The  coins  o'  Satan's  coronation! 

Iram,  coram,  dago. 


prologue, 

SPOKEN  AT  THE  THEATRE,  DUMFRIES,  ON  NEW-YEAR-DAY 
EVENING.    [1790.] 


No  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  city 
That  queens  it  o'er  our  taste — the  more's  the  pity ; 
Tho',  by  the  by,  abroad  why  will  ye  roam  ? 
Good  sense  and  taste  are  natives  here  at  home : 
But  not  for  panegyric  I  appear, 
I  come  to  wish  you  all  a  good  new  year ! 
Old  Father  Time  deputes  me  here  before  ye, 
Not  for  to  preach,  but  tell  his  simple  story : 
The  sage  grave  ancient  cough'd,  and  bade  me  say, 
"  You're  one  year  older  this  important  day," 
If  wiser  too — he  hinted  some  suggestion, 
But  'twould  be  rude,  you  know,  to  ask  the  ques^ 

tion; 

And  with  a  would-be-roguish  leer  and  wink, 
He  bade  me  on  you  press  this  one  word — "think !" 
Ye  sprightly  youths,  quite  flush  with  hope  and 

spirit, 

Who  think  to  storm  the  world  by  dint  of  merit, 
To  you  the  dotard  has  a  deal  to  say, 
In  his  sly,  dry,  sententious,  proverb  way! 
He  bids  you  mind,  amid  your  thoughtless  rattle, 
That  the  first  blow  is  ever  half  the  battle ; 
That  tho'  some  by  the  skirt  may  try  to  snatch 

him; 

Yet  by  the  forelock  is  the  hold  to  catch  him ; 
That  whether  doing,  suffering,  or  forbearing, 
You  may  do  miracles  by  persevering. 

Last,  tho'  not  least  in  love,  ye  youthful  fair, 
Angelic  forms,  high  Heaven's  peculiar  care  ! 
To  you  old  Bald-pate  smoothes  his  wrinkled  brow, 
And  humbly  begs  you'll  mind  the  impoi-tant — 

now; 

To  crown  your  happiness  he  asks  your  leave, 
And  offers,  bliss  to  give  and  to  receive. 

For  our  sincere,  tho'  haply  weak  endeavours, 
With  grateful  pride  we  own  your  many  favours; 
And  howsoe'er  our  tongues  may  ill  reveal  it, 
Believe  our  glowing  bosoms  truly  feel  it. 


the  allusion  in  the  last  verse. 
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gear's  Dag.—  a 


TO  MRS  DIWLOP. 

THIS  day,  Time  winds  tb'  exhausted  chain, 
To  run  the  twelvemonth's  length  again  : 
I  see  the  old  bald-pated  fellow, 
With  ardent  eyes,  complexion  sallow, 
Adjust  the  unimpair'd  machine, 
To  wheel  the  equal,  dull  routine. 

The  absent  lover,  minor  heir, 

In  vain  assail  him  with  their  prayer, 

Deaf  as  my  friend,  he  sees  them  press, 

Nor  makes  the  hour  one  moment  less. 

Will  you  (the  Major's  l  with  the  hounds, 

The  happy  tenants  share  his  rounds; 

Coila's  fair  Rachel's2  care  to-day, 

And  blooming  Keith's3  engaged  with  Gray) 

From  housewife  cares  a  minute  borrow  — 

—  That  grandchild's  cap  will  do  to-morrow  — 

And  join  with  me  a-moralizing, 

Tliis  day's  propitious  to  be  wise  in. 

First,  what  did  yesternight  deliver  ! 

"Another  year  is  gone  for  ever." 

And  what  is  this  day's  strong  suggestion  ? 

"  The  passing  moment's  all  we  rest  on  !" 

Rest  on  —  for  what  ?  what  do  we  here  ? 

Or  why  regard  the  passing  year  ? 

Will  Tune,  amus'd  with  proverb  'd  lore, 

Add  to  our  date  one  minute  more  ? 

A  few  days  may  —  a  few  years  must  — 

Repose  us  in  the  silent  dust. 

Then  is  it  wise  to  damp  our  bliss  ? 

Yes  —  all  such  reasonings  are  amiss  ! 

The  voice  of  nature  loudly  cries, 

And  many  a  message  from  the  skies, 

That  something  in  us  never  dies: 

That  on  this  frail  uncertain  state 

Hang  matters  of  eternal  weight  ; 

That  future  life  in  worlds  unknown 

Must  take  its  hue  from  this  alone; 

Whether  as  heavenly  glory  bright, 

Or  dark  as  misery's  woful  night.  — 

Since  then,  my  honour'd,  first  of  friends, 

On  this  poor  being  all  depends; 

Let  us  th'  important  now  employ, 

And  live  as  those  that  never  die. 


1  Second  son  of  Mrs  Dunlop,  afterwards  General  Dunlop. 
He  was  distinguished  as  a  military  officer,  and  died  while  on 
duty  in  the  West  Indies,  in  1804. 

2  Rachel,  daughter  of  Mrs  Dunlop,  afterwards  married  to 
Robert  Glasgow,  Esq.    She  had  considerable  skill  in  drawing, 
and  was  employing  her  pencil  at  the  time  in  makiug  a  sketch 
of  Coila  in  the  Vision. 


3  Keith,  Mrs  Bunlop's  youngest  daughter. 


Tho'  you,  with  days  and  honours  crown'd, 
Witness  that  filial  circle  round, 
(A  sight  life's  sorrows  to  repulse, 
A  sight  pale  envy  to  convulse), 
Others  now  claim  your  chief  regard ; 
Yourself,  you  wait  your  bright  reward. 


Scots  Drologur, 

FOR  MR  SUTHERLAND'S  BENEFIT  NIOHT,  DUMKKiri. 

WHAT  needs  this  din  about  the  town  o'  Lon'on, 
How  this  new  play  an'  that  new  sang  is  coming  ? 
Why  is  outlandish  stuff  sae  meikle  courted  ? 
Does  nonsense  mend  like  whisky,  when  imported ! 
Is  there  nae  poet,  burning  keen  for  fame, 
Will  try  to  gie  us  sangs  and  plays  at  hame  ? 
For  comedy  abroad  he  need  na  toil, 
A  fool  and  knave  are  plants  of  every  soil ; 
Nor  need  he  hunt  as  far  as  Rome  and  Greece 
To  gather  matter  for  a  serious  piece ; 
There's  themes  enough  in  Caledonian  story, 
Would  show  the  tragic  muse  in  a'  her  glory. 

Is  there  no  daring  bard  will  rise,  and  tell 
How  glorious  Wallace  stood,  how,  hapless,  fell  ? 
Where  are  the  muses  fled  that  could  produce 
A  drama  worthy  o'  the  name  o'  Bruce ; 
How  here,  even  here,  he   first   unsheathed  the 

sword 

'Gainst  mighty  England  and  her  guilty  lord : 
And  after  mony  a  bloody,  deathless  doing, 
Wrench'd  his  dear  country  from  the  jaws  of  ruin  ? 
O  for  a  Shakspeare  or  an  Otway  scene, 
To  draw  the  lovely,  hapless  Scottish  Queen ! 
Vain  all  th'  omnipotence  of  female  charms 
'Gainst  headlong,  ruthless,  mad  rebellion's  arms. 
She  fell,  but  fell  with  spirit  truly  Roman, 
To  glut  the  vengeance  of  a  rival  woman : 
A  woman,  tho'  the  phrase  may  seem  uncivil, 
As  able  and  as  cruel  as  the  devil! 
One  Douglas  lives  in  Home's  immortal  page, 
But  Douglases  were  heroes  every  age : 
And  tho'  your  fathers,  prodigal  of  life, 
A  Douglas  followed  to  the  martial  strife, 
Perhaps,  if  bowls  row  right,  and  Right  succeeds, 
Ye  yet  may  follow  where  a  Douglas  leads! 

As  ye  hae  generous  done,  if  a'  the  land 
Would  take  the  muses'  servants  by  the  hand ; 
Not  only  hear,  but  patronise,  befriend  them, 
And  where  ye  justly  can   commend,   commend 

them ; 

And  aiblins  when  they  winna  stand  the  test, 
Wink  hard  and  say,  the  folks  hae  done  their  best ! 
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Would  a'  the  land  do  this,  then  I'll  be  caution 
Ye '11  soon  hae  poets  o'  the  Scottish  nation, 
Will  gar  fame  blaw  until  her  trumpet  crack, 
And  warsle  tune  an'  lay  him  on  his  back ! 

For  us  and  for  our  stage  should  ony  spier, 
"Whase  aught  thae  chiels  maks   a'  this  bustle 

here?" 

My  best  leg  foremost,  I'll  set  up  my  brow, 
We  have  the  honour  to  belong  to  you ! 
We're  your  ain  bairns,  e'en  guide  us  as  ye  like, 
But  like  good  mithers,  shore  before  ye  strike, — 
And  gratefu'  still  I  hope  ye '11  ever  find  us, 
For  a'  the  patronage  and  meikle  kindness 
We've  got  frae  a'  professions,  sets,  and  ranks : 
God  help   us!   we're   but   poor — ye'se   get   but 

thanks. 


IHptSllE 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN  WHO  HAD  SENT  A  NEWSPAPER,  AND  OFFERED 
TO  CONTINUE  IT  FREE  OF  EXPENSE. 

KIND  Sir,  I've  read  your  paper  through, 

And,  faith,  to  me,  'twas  really  new! 

How  guessed  ye,  Sir,  what  maist  I  wanted  ? 

This  mony  a  day  I've  grain 'd  and  gaunted, 

To  ken  what  French  mischief  was  brewin'; 

Or  what  the  drumlie  Dutch  were  doin'; 

That  vile  doup-skelper,  Emperor  Joseph, 

If  Venus  yet  had  got  his  nose  off; 

Or  how  the  collieshangie  works 

Atween  the  Russians  and  the  Turks; 

Or  if  the  Swede,  before  he  halt, 

Would  play  anither  Charles  the  twalt: 

If  Denmark,  any  body  spak  o't; 

Or  Poland,  wha  had  now  the  tack  o't ; 

How  cut-tliroat  Prussian  blades  were  hingin', 

How  libbit  Italy  was  singin'; 

If  Spaniard,  Portuguese,  or  Swiss, 

Were  sayin'  or  takin'  aught  amiss: 

Or  how  our  merry  lads  at  hame, 

In  Britain's  court  kept  up  the  game : 

How  royal  George,  the  Lord  leuk  o'er  him ! 

Was  managing  St  Stephen's  quorum; 

If  sleekit  Chatham  Will  was  livin', 

Or  glaikit  Charlie  got  his  nieve  in ; 

How  daddie  Burke  the  plea  was  cookin', 

If  Warren  Hastings'  neck  was  yeukin' ; 

How  cesses,  stents,  and  fees  were  rax'd, 

Or  if  bare  a — s  yet  were  tax'd ; 

The  news  o'  princes,  dukes,  and  earls, 

Pimps,  sharpers,  bawds,  and  opera-girls; 

If  that  daft  buckie,  Geordie  Wales, l 

Was  threshin'  still  at  hizzies'  tails, 


Or  if  he  was  grown  oughtlins  douser, 
And  no  a  perfect  kintra  cooser : 
A'  this  and  mair  I  never  heard  of, 
And  but  for  you  I  might  despaired  of. 
So  gratefu',  back  your  news  I  send  you, 
And  pray  a'  guid  things  may  attend  you 

ELLISI.AND,  Monday  Morning,  1790. 


on 


Ntcfjolson.8 


PEG  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 

As  ever  trod  on  aim  ; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

And  past  the  mouth  o'  Cairn. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
And  rode  through  thick  and  thin  ; 

But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 
And  wanting  even  the  skin. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 

And  ance  she  bore  a  priest; 
But  now  she's  floating  down  the  Nith, 

For  Solway  fish  a  feast. 

Peg  Nicholson  was  a  good  bay  mare, 
And  the  priest  he  rod  her  sair  ; 

And  much  oppressed  and  bruis'd  she  was, 
As  priest-rid  cattle  are. 


1  George  IV.,  then  Prince  of  Wales. 


2  Peg  Nicholson  derived  her  name  from  the  insane  virago 
who  attempted  to  assassinate  George  III.,  August  2,  1786. 
She  was  the  successor  of  Jenny  Geddes  in  the  poet-gau- 
ger's  peregrinations,  and  appears  to  have  belonged  to  his 
friend  Nicol.  The  circumstances  attending  her  death  are  thus 
set  forth  in  a  letter  to  Nicol,  inclosing  the  above: — 'That 
d-mned  mare  of  yours  is  dead.  I  would  freely  have  given  her 
price  to  have  saved  her ;  she  has  vexed  me  beyond  description. 
Indebted  as  I  was  to  your  goodness  beyond  what  I  can  ever 
repay,  I  eagerly  grasped  at  your  offer  to  have  the  mare  with  uie. 
That  I  might  at  least  show  my  readiness  in  wishing  to  be 
grateful,  I  took  every  care  of  her  in  my  power.  She  was 
never  crossed  for  riding  above  half  a  score  of  times  by  me,  or 
in  my  keeping.  I  drew  her  in  the  plough,  one  of  three,  for 
one  poor  week.  I  refused  tifty-nve  shillings  for  her,  which 
was  the  highest  bode  I  could  squeeze  for  her.  I  fed  her  up  and 
had  her  in  fine  order  for  Dumfries  fair :  when,  four  or  five  days 
before  the  fair,  she  was  seized  with  an  unaccountable  disorder 
in  the  sinews,  or  somewhere  in  the  bones  of  the  neck;  with  a 
weakness  or  total  want  of  power  in  her  fillets,  and  in  short, 
the  whole  vertebrae  of  her  spine  seemed  to  be  diseased  and 
unhinged,  and  in  eight-and-forty  hours,  in  spite  of  the  two  best 
farriers  in  the  country,  she  died  and  be  d-mned  to  her !  *  * 
While  she  was  with  me,  she  was  under  my  own  eye,  and  I 
assure  you,  my  much  valued  friend,  every  thing  was  done  for 
her  that  could  be  done  ;  and  the  accident  has  vexed  me  to  the 
heart.  In  fact  I  could  not  pluck  up  spirits  to  write  to  you,  on 
account  of  this  unfortunate  business.' 


llti 
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of 


TO   THE  PRESIDENT  OF  TUB  HIGHLAND  SOCIETY. 

LONG  life,  my  lord,  an'  he«olth  be  yours, 

Unskaith'd  by  hunger'd  Highland  boors; 

Lord  grant  nae  duddie  desperate  beggar 

Wi'  dirk,  claymore,  or  rusty  trigger, 

May  twin  auld  Scotland  o'  a  life 

She  likes  —  as  lambkins  like  a  knife. 

Faith,  you  and  A  -  s  were  right 

To  keep  the  Highland  hounds  in  sight  ; 

I  doubt  na  !  they  wad  bid  nae  better 

Than  let  them  ance  out  owre  the  water; 

Then  up  ainang  the  lakes  and  seas 

They'll  mak'  what  rules  and  laws  they  please; 

Some  daring  Hancock,  or  a  Franklin, 

May  set  their  Highland  bluid  a-ranklin'; 

Some  Washington  again  may  head  them, 

Or  some  Montgomery,  fearless,  lead  them, 

Till  God  knows  what  may  be  effected 

When  by  such  heads  and  hearts  directed  — 

Poor  dungliill  sons  of  dirt  and  mire 

May  to  patrician  rights  aspire  ! 

Nae  sage  North,  now,  nor  sager  Sackville, 

To  watch  and  premier  o'er  the  pack  vile, 

An'  whare  will  ye  get  Howes  and  Clintons 

To  bring  them  to  a  right  repentance, 

To  cowe  the  rebel  generation, 

An'  save  the  honour  o'  the  nation? 

They  an'  be  damn'd!  what  right  hae  they 

To  meat  or  sleep,  or  light  o'  day? 

Far  less  to  riches,  pow'r,  or  freedom, 

But  what  your  lordship  likes  to  gi'e  them  ? 

But  hear,  my  lord  !  Glengarry,  hear  ! 

Your  hand's  owre  light  on  them,  I  fear! 

5f  our  factors,  grieves,  trustees,  and  bailies, 

I  canna'  say  but  they  do  gay  lies; 

They  lay  aside  a'  tender  mercies, 

An'  tirl  the  hallions  to  the  birses; 

Yet  while  they're  only  poind't  and  herriet, 

They'll  keep  their  stubborn  Highland  spirit; 

But  smash  them!  crush  them  a'  to  spails! 

An'  rot  the  dyvors  i'  the  jails! 

The  young  dogs,  swinge  tliem  to  the  labour; 

Let  wark  an'  hunger  mak'  them  sober  ! 

The  hizzies,  if  they're  aughtlins  fawsont, 

Let  them  in  Drury-lane  be  lesson'd! 

An'  if  the  wives  an'  dirty  brats 

E'en  thigger  at  your  doors  and  yetts, 

Flaffan  wi'  duds  an  gray  wi'  beas', 

Frighten  awa  your  deucks  an'  geese, 

Get  out  a  horse  whip  or  a  jowler, 

The  langest  thong,  the  fiercest  growler, 

And  gar  the  tatter'd  gypsies  pack 

\VL'  a'  their  bastards  on  their  back  ! 


Go  on,  my  lord!  I  lang  to  meet  you, 
An'  in  my  house  at  hamc  to  greet  you ; 
Wi'  common  lords  ye  shanna  mingle, 
The  beninost  neuk  beside  the  ingle, 
At  my  right  ban'  assign 'd  your  scat 
'Tween  Herod's  hip  an*  Polycrate, — 
Or  if  you  on  your  station  tarrow, 
Between  Almagro  and  Pizarro, 
A  seat,  I'm  sure  ye're  wecl  deserviu't ; 
An'  till  ye  come — Your  humble  servant, 

BEELZEBUB.' 

June  lit,  Anno  Jftradi,  5790. 


on  Captain  fHattfirto  Ibeirtrercon. 


A  GENTLEMAN  WHO  HELD  THl  PATENT  FOR  HIS  HONOTES 
IMMEDIATELY  FROM  ALMIGHTY  COD. 


But  now  his  radiant  course  is  run. 
For  Matthew's  course  was  bright ; 

His  soul  was  like  the  glorious  sun, 
A  matchless,  heav'nly  light ! 


O  DEATH !  tliou  tyrant  fell  and  bloody ! 

The  meikle  devil  wi'  a  woodie 

Hurl  thee  hame  to  liis  black  smiddie, 

O'er  hurcheon  hides, 
And  like  stock-fish  come  o'er  his  studdie 

Wi'  thy  auld  sides! 
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1  '  The  Address  of  Beelzebub '  made  its  fir-t  appearance  in 
the  Scots  Magazine  for  February,  1818,  printed  from  thf  man- 
uscript of  Hums,  and  headed  thus; — 'To  the  Ki^lit  Honour- 
able tin-  Earl  of  Breadalbane,  President  of  the  Ki-ht  Honour- 
able and  Honourable  the  Highland  Society,  which  met  on  the 
23d  of  May  last,  at  the  Shakspeare,  Covent-Garden,  to  concert 
ways  and  means  to  frustrate  the  designs  of  five  hundred  High- 
landers, who,  as  the  Socii  ty  were  informed  by  Mr  M , 

of  A s,  were  so  audacious  as  to  attempt  to  escape  from  their 

lawful  lords  and  masters,  whose  property  they  were,  by  emi- 
grating from  the  lands  of  Mr  M'Donnld,  of  Glengarry,  to  Uie 
wilds  of  Canada,  in  search  of  that  fantastic  thing  LIBERTY.' 

The  communication  was  made  by  a  person  under  the  signa- 
ture of  R.  W.,  who  wrote  from  Ayr; — '  The  Address  of  Heel- 
zebub  has  never  been  printed  before,  and  I  consider  it  a  duty 
to  preserve  from  oblivion  every  production  which  the  public 
has  a  <  laira  to  inherit,  as  the  legacy  of  departed  genius,  unless 
its  publication  be  oflensive  to  right  feeling,  or  derogatory  to  the 
talents  and  character  of  the  author.  You  will  recognise  in  it 
something  of  the  compound  vigour  of  Burma  genius ,  the  rustic 
but  keen  severity  of  his  sarcasm,  and  the  manly  detestation  of 
oppression,  real  or  supposed,  which  so  strongly  characterized 
him.  For  your  entire  satisfaction,  I  enclose  the  original  in  his 
own  hand-writing:  it  was  given  to  me  by  a  friend  who  got  it 
many  years  ago  from  the  well-known  "ready-witted  Kankine," 
the  Poet's  early  and  intimate  acquaintance.' 

2  The  lineage  of  Captain  Henderson,  who  forms  the  subject 
of  this  exquisite  elegy,  lias  been  inquired  after  in  vain.     He  is 
only  remembered  as  a  gentleman  ol  highly  agreeable  manners, 
and  correct  principles,  who  resided  in  I-  •linl>nri:li  while  Burns 
was  there,  dined   regularly  at  Fortune's  tavern,  and  was  a 
member  of  the  Cappillaire  Cluh,  much  frequented  by  the  gay 
and  witty.    'With  his  family,'  says  Sir  Thomas  Wallace,  «  ho 
was  inquired  regarding  him,  '  I  was  not  acquainted :  but  he 
was  a  gentleman  of  true  principles  and  probity,  and  for  abili- 
ties, goodness  of  heart,  gentleness  of  nature,  sprightly  « it,  and 
sparkling  humour,  would  have  been  an  honour  to  any  famil) 
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Ho's  gane,  lie's  gane !  he's  frae  us  torn, 
The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  born ! 
Thee,  Matthew,  nature's  sel'  shall  mourn 

By  wood  and  wild, 
Where,  haply,  pity  strays  forlorn, 

Frae  man  exil'd. 

Ye  lulls,  near  neebours  o'  the  starns, 
That  proudly  cock  your  cresting  cairns ! 
Ye  cliffs,  the  haunts  of  sailing  yearns, 

Where  echo  slumbers! 
Come  join,  ye  nature's  sturdiest  bairns, 

My  wailing  numbers ! 

Mourn,  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kens! 
Ye  haz'lly  shaws  and  briery  dens! 
Ye  burnies,  wimplin'  down  your  glens, 

Wi'  toddlin'  din, 
Or  foaming  strang,  wi'  hasty  stens, 

Frae  linn  to  linn. 

Mourn,  little  harebells  o'er  the  lee; 
Ye  stately  foxgloves,  fair  to  see ; 
Ye  woodbines,  hanging  bonnilie 

In  scented  bow'rs ; 
Ye  roses  on  your  thorny  tree, 

The  first  o'  flow'rs. 

At  dawn,  when  ev'ry  grassy  blade 

Droops  with  a  diamond  at  his  head, 

At  ev'n,  when  beans  their  fragrance  shed, 

I'  th'  rustling  gale, 
Ye  maukins,  whiddin'  thro'  the  glade, 

Come  join  my  wail. 

Mourn,  ye  wee  songsters  o'  the  wood; 
Ye  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud ; 
Ye  curlews  calling  thro'  a  clud; 

Ye  whistling  plover; 
And  mourn,  ye  whirring  paitrick  brood ; 

He's  gane  for  ever! 

Mourn,  sooty  coots,  and  speckled  teals, 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watching  eels ; 
Ye  duck  and  drake,  wi'  airy  wheels 

Circling  the  lake; 
Ye  bitterns,  till  the  quagmire  reels, 

Rair  for  his  sake. 

Mourn,  clam'ring  craiks  at  close  o'  day, 
'Mang  fields  o'  flow'ring  clover  gay; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annual  way 

Frae  our  cauld  shore, 
Tell  thae  far  warlds,  wha  lies  in  clay, 

Wham  we  deplore. 

in  the  land.'    Professor  Wilson's  high  estimation  of  the  poem 
must  have  drawn  the  attention  of  thousands  to  it. 
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Ye  houlets,  frae  your  ivy  bow'r, 
In  some  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tow'r, 
What  time  the  moon,  wi'  silent  glow'r, 

Sets  up  her  horn, 
Wail  thro'  the  dreary  midnight  hour 

Till  waukrife  morn 

O  rivers,  forests,  hills,  and  plains ! 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  canty  strains: 
But  now,  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe; 
And  frae  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Maun  ever  flow. 


Mourn,  spring,  thou  darling  of  the  year ! 
Ilk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear : 
Thou,  simmer,  while  each  corny  spear 

Shoots  up  its  head. 
Thy  gay,  green,  flow'ry  tresses  shear, 

For  him  that's  dead ! 

Thou,  autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair, 
In  grief  thy  sallow  mantle  tear ! 
Thou,  winter,  hurling  thro'  the  air 

The  roaring  blast, 
Wide  o'er  the  naked  world  declare 

The  worth  we've  lost! 

Mourn  him,  thou  sun,  great  source  of  light ! 
Mourn,  empress  of  the  silent  night! 
And  you,  ye  twinkling  starnies,  bright, 

My  Matthew  mourn ! 
For  thro'  your  orbs  he's  ta'en  his  flight, 

Ne'er  to  return. 

O  Henderson;  the  man!  the  brother! 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  for  ever  ? 
And  hast  thou  crost  that  unknown  river, 

Life's  dreary  bound  ? 
Like  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another, 

The  world  round! 

Go  to  your  sculptur'd  tombs,  ye  great, 
In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o'  state ! 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  I'll  wait, 

Thou  man  of  worth ! 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  fate 

E'er  lay  in  earth. 


THE  EPITAPH. 

STOP,  passenger !  my  story's  brief; 

And  truth  I  shall  relate,  man; 
I  tell  nae  common  tale  o'  grief, 

For  Matthew  was  a  great  man. 


V\l    *•* 

Sm 
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If  thou  uncommon  merit  hast, 

Yet  spurn 'd  at  fortune's  door,  man ; 

A  look  of  pity  hither  cast, 
For  Matthew  was  a  poor  man. 

If  thou  a  noble  sodger  art, 

That  passest  by  tliis  grave,  man, 

There  moulders  here  a  gallant  heart; 
For  Matthew  was  a  brave  man. 

If  thou  on  men,  their  works  and  ways, 
Canst  throw  uncommon  light,  man ; 

Here  lies  wha  weel  had  won  thy  praise, 
For  Matthew  was  a  bright  man. 

If  thou  at  friendship's  sacred  ca' 

Wad  life  itself  resign,  man ; 
Thy  sympathetic  tear  maun  fa', 

For  Matthew  was  a  kind  man! 

If  thou  art  staunch  without  a  stain, 
Like  the  unchanging  blue,  man; 

This  was  a  kinsman  o'  thy  ain, 
For  Matthew  was  a  true  man. 

If  thou  hast  wit,  and  fun,  and  fire, 
And  ne'er  guid  wine  did  fear,  man; 

This  was  thy  billie,  dam,  and  sire, 
For  Matthew  was  a  queer  man. 

If  ony  whiggish  whingin'  sot, 

To  blame  poor  Matthew  dare,  man; 

May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  lot, 
For  Matthew  was  a  rare  man. 


WITH  A  PRESENT  OP  SONGS. 


HERE,  where  the  Scottish  muse  immortal  lives, 
In  sacred  strains  and  tuneful  numbers  join'd, 

Accept  the  gift;  tho'  humble  he  who  gives, 
Rich  is  the  tribute  of  the  grateful  mind. 

So  may  no  ruffian-feeling  in  thy  breast, 
Discordant  jar  thy  bosom-chords  among ; 

But  peace  attune  thy  gentle  soul  to  rest, 
Or  love  ecstatic  wake  his  seraph  song. 

Or  pity's  notes,  in  luxury  of  tears, 

As  modest  want  the  tale  of  woe  reveals  ; 

While  conscious  virtue  all  the  strain  endears, 
And  heaven-born  piety  her  sanction  seals. 


<L»Llf)tstIr, 


[As  tho  authentic  pros*  history  of  the  Whistle  Is  curious,  1 
hall  give  it  here.— In  the  train  of  Anne  of  Denmark,  \vlu-n 
he  came  to  Scotland,  with  our  James  the  Sixth,  tlu-re  came 
over  also  a  Danish  gentleman  of  gigantic  stature  and  great 
irowws,  and  a  matchless  champion  of  Hacchin.  lie  had 
little  ebony  Whistle,  which  at  the  commencement  of  the 
orgies  he  laid  on  the  table,  and  whoever  was  last  able  to  blow 
t,  every  body  else  being  disabled  by  the  potency  of  the  bottle, 
was  to  carry  off  the  Whistle  as  a  trophy  of  victory.  The  Dane 
>roduced  credentials  of  his  victories,  without  a  single  defeat, 
it  the  courts  of  Copenhagen,  Stockholm,  Moscow,  Warsaw, 
and  several  of  the  petty  courts  in  Germany ;  and  challenged 
the  Scots  Bacchanalians  to  the  alternative  of  trying  his  prowess, 
or  else  of  acknowledging  their  inferiority. — After  many  over- 
throws on  the  part  of  the  Scots,  the  Dane  was  encountered  by 
Sir  Robert  Lawrie  of  Maxwelton,  ancestor  of  the  present 
worthy  baronet  of  that  name ;  who,  after  three  days'  and  three 
nights'  hard  contest,  left  the  Scandinavian  under  the  table, 

'  And  blew  on  the  Whistle  his  requiem  shrill.' 
Sir  Walter,  son  to  Sir  Robert  before  mentioned,  afterwards 
ost  the  Whistle  to  Walter  Riddel  of  Glenriddel,  who  had 
married  a  sister  of  Sir  Walter's — On  Friday,  the  16th  of 
October,  1790,  at  Friars-Carse,  the  Whistle  was  once  more 
contended  for,  as  related  in  the  ballad,  by  the  present  Sir 
Robert  Lawrie  of  Maxwelton ;  Robert  Riddel,  Esq.  of  Glen- 
riddel,  lineal  descendant  and  representative  of  Walter  Riddel, 
who  won  the  Whistle,  and  in  whose  family  it  had  continued; 
and  Alexander  Ferguson,  Esq.  of  Craigdarroch,  likewise 
descended  of  the  great  Sir  Robert ;  which  last  gentleman  car- 
ried off  the  hard-won  honours  of  the  field.] — li. 


I  SING  of  a  Whistle,  a  Whistle  of  worth, 
I  sing  of  a  Whistle,  the  pride  of  the  North, 
Was  brought  to  the  court  of  our  good  Scottish  king, 
And  long  with  this  Whistle  all  Scotland  shall  ring. 

Old  Loda,a  still  racing  the  arm  of  Fingal, 

The  god  of  the  bottle  sends  down  from  his  hall — 

"  This  Whistle's  your  challenge,  to  Scotland  get 

o'er, 
And  drink  them  to  hell,  Sir !  or  ne'er  see  me  more ! " 

Old  poets  have  sung,  and  old  chronicles  tell, 
What  champions  ventur'd,  what  champions  fell ; 
The  son  of  great  Loda  was  conqueror  still, 
And  blew  on  the  whistle  his  requiem  shrill. 

Till  Robert,  the  lord  of  the  Cairn  and  the  Scaur, 
Unmatch'd  at  the  bottle,  unconquer'd  in  war, 
He  drank  his  poor  god-ship  as  deep  as  the  sea, 
No  tide  of  the  Baltic  e'er  drunker  than  he. 


1  Tie  contest  celebrated  in  this  spirited  ballad  took  place,  •• 
related  in  Burns's  note,  at  Friars-Car»e.  the  teat  of  Mr  Riddel. 
The  bard,  who  had  been  invited  to  witness  tlie  fray,  drank 
bottle  and  bottle  about  with  the  combatant!,  and  when  day 
dawned  seemed  quite  disposed  to  take  up  the  conqneror.  So 
says  Allan  Cunningham,  but  we  have  seen  other  account*,  »n 
which  it  was  stated  that  the  Poet  was  not  present  at  tlit  contest. 

»  See  Ossian's  Carrie  thura.]— B. 
119 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


Tlius  Robert,  victorious,  the  trophy  has  gain'd; 
Which  now  in  his  house  has  for  ages  remain 'd; 
Till  three  noble  chieftains,  and  all  of  his  blood, 
The  jovial  contest  again  have  renew'd. 

Three  joyous  good  fellows  with  hearts  clear  of 

flaw; 

Craigdarroch,  so  famous  for  wit,  worth,  and  law; 
And  trusty  Glenriddel,  so  skill 'd  in  old  coins ; 
And  gallant  Sir  Robert,  deep  read  in  old  wines. 

Craigdarroch  began,  with  a  tongue  smooth  as  oil, 
Desiring  Glenriddel  to  yield  up  the  spoil ; 
Or  else  .he  would  muster  the  heads  of  the  clan, 
And  once  more,  in  claret,  try  which  was  the  man. 

"By  the  gods  of  the  ancients!"  Glenriddel  replies, 
"Before  I  surrender  so  glorious  a  prize, 
I'll  conjure  the  ghost  of  the  great  Rorie  More, l 
And  bumper  his  horn  with  him  twenty  times  o'er." 

Sir  Robert,  a  soldier,  no  speech  could  pretend, 
But  he  ne'er  turn'd  his  back  on  his  foe — or  his 

friend, 

Said,  toss  down  the  "Wliistle,  the  prize  of  the  field, 
And  knee-deep  in  claret,  he'd  die  or  he'd  yield. 

To  the. board  of  Glenriddel  our  heroes  repair, 

So  noted  for  drowning  of  sorrow  and  care ; 

But  for  wine  and  for  welcome  not  more  known 

to  fame, 
Than  the  sense,  wit,  and  taste,  of  a  sweet,  lovely 

dame. 

A  bard  was  selected  to  witness  the  fray, 
And  tell  future  ages  the  feats  of  the  day; 
A  bard  who  detested  all  sadness  and  spleen, 
And  wish'd  that  Parnassus  a  vineyard  had  been. 

The  dinner  being  over,  the  claret  they  ply, 
And  ev'ry  new  cork  is  a  new  spring  of  joy; 
In  the  bands  of  old  friendship  and  kindred  so  set, 
And  the  bands  grew  the  tighter  the  more  they 
were  wet. 

Gay  pleasure  ran  riot  as  bumpers  ran  o'er ; 
Bright  Phoebus  ne'er  witness'd  so  joyous  a  core, 
And  vow'd  that  to  leave  them  he  was  quite  for- 
lorn, 
Till  Cynthia  hinted  he'd  see  them  next  morn. 

Six  bottles  a-piece  had  well  wore  out  the  night, 
When  gallant  Sir  Robert  to  finish  the  fight, 
Turn'd  o'er  in  one  bumper  a  bottle  of  red, 
And  swore  'twas  the  way  that  their  ancestors  did. 


1  See  Johnson's  Tour  to  the  Hebrides.]— B. 


Cam  o' 


Of  Brownyis  and  of  Bogilis  full  is  this  Buke. 

GAWIN  DOUGLAS. 


WHEN  chapman  billies  leave  the  street, 
And  drouthy  neebors,  neebors  meet, 
As  market-days  are  wearing  late, 
An'  folk  begin  to  tak'  the  gate; 
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2  To  the  Poet's  intercourse  with  Captain  Grose  we  owe 
this  admirable  tale.  Burns  was  desirous  tliat  Alloway  Kirk 
should  be  made  honourable  mention  of  in  the  work  which  the 
antiquary  was  then  preparing,  illustrative  of  Scottish  anti- 
quities. To  this  Grose  agreed,  provided  the  poet  would  under- 
take to  supply  a  witch-story,  to  be  printed  along  with  the 
engraving.  The  poem  was  tlie  work  of  a  single  day.  Mrs 
Burn:,  who  distinctly  remembered  the  circumstances,  related 
them  to  Cromek.  Burns  had  spent  the  most  of  the  day  in  his 
favourite  walk  by  the  river,  where,  in  the  afternoon,  she  joined 
him  with  some  of  her  children.  He  was  busily  engaged 
crooning  to  himsel',  and  Mrs  Burns  perceiving  that  her  pre- 
sence was  an  interruption,  loitered  behind  him  with  her  h'ttle 
ones  in  the  broom.  Her  attention  was  presently  attracted  by 
the  strange  and  wild  gesticulations  of  the  bard,  who  now  at 
some  distance  was  seen  to  be  greatly  agitated.  He  was  recit- 
ing very  loud,  and  with  the  tears  rolling  down  his  cheeks, 
those  animated  lines  which  he  had  just  conceived — '  Now  Tain! 
O  Tarn!  had  they  been  queans,'  &c. 

One  other  incident,  related  by  M'Dairmid,  completes  this 
sketch. — The  verses  were  committed  to  writing  on  the  top  of  a 
sod-dyke  over  the  water ;  when  finished,  Burns  came  into  the 
house,  and  read  them  immediately  in  high  triumph  at  the  fire- 
side. 

The  worthy  who  figured  as  the  prototype  of  Tarn  has  been 
ably  sketched  by  Robert  Chambers :— '  The  original  of  Tarn  o' 
Shunter  was  an  individual  named  Douglas  Graham,  a  Carrick 


Then  worthy  Glenriddel,  so  cautious  and  sage, 
No  longer  the  warfare,  ungodly,  would  wage, 
A  high  ruling  elder  to  wallow  in  wine ! 
He  left  the  foul  business  to  folks  less  divine. 

The  gallant  Sir  Robert  fought  hard  to  the  end; 
But  who  can  with  fate  and  quart  bumpers  contend ; 
Though  fate  said — a  hero  should  perish  in  light ; 
So  up  rose  bright  Phoebus — and  down  fell  the 
knight. 

Next  up  rose  our  bard,  like  a  prophet  in  drink : — 
"  Craigdarroch,  thou'lt  soar  when  creation  shall 

sink! 

But  if  thou  would  flourish  immortal  in  rhyme, 
Come — one  bottle  more — and  have  at  the  sublime ! 

"  Thy  line,  that  have  struggled  for  freedom  with 

Bruce, 

Shall  heroes  and  patriots  ever  produce : 
So  thine  be  the  laurel,  and  mine  be  the  bay; 
The  field  thou  hast  won,  by  yon  bright  orb  of  day ! ' ' 
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While  we  sit  bousing  at  the  nappy, 
An'  gettin'  fou  and  unco  happy, 
We  think  na  on  the  hang  Scots  miles, 
The  mosses,  waters,  slaps,  and  stiles, 
That  lie  between  us  and  our  hame, 
Whare  sits  our  sulky  sullen  dame, 
Gathering  her  brows  like  gathering  storm, 
Nursing  her  wrath  to  keep  it  warm. 


<>S': 
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farmer.  Shanter  is  a  farm  on  the  Carrick  shore,  near  Kirk- 
oswald, which  Graham  long  possessed.  The  man  was  in  sober, 
or  rather  drunken  truth,  the  "bletherin',  blusterin'  blellum" 
that  the  poet  has  described ;  and  his  wife  was  as  veritably  a 
lady  who  most  anxiously  discouraged  drinking  in  her  husband. 
Burns,  when  a  boy,  spent  some  time  at  Kirkoswald,  in  the 
house  of  a  maternal  uncle,  who  at  once  practised  the  craft  of  a 
miller,  and  sold  home-brewed  ale.  To  this  house,  Graham  and 
his  brother-in-law,  the  farmer  of  Duquhat  (which  lies  between 
Kirkoswald  and  Shanter),  used  to  resort ;  and  finding  iu  Burns 
some  qualities,  which,  boy  as  he  was,  recommended  him  to 
their  attention,  they  made  him  every  thing  but  their  drinking 
companion.  Sometimes,  the  two  topers,  tired  of  ale,  which 
they  said  was  rather  cold  for  the  stomach,  would  adjourn  to 
Duquhat,  and  correct  their  native  liquor  with  good  brandy, 
which  at  that  time  was  supplied  by  smugglers  to  every  house 
in  Carrick  at  a  price  next  to  nominal.  Burns  would  accom- 
pany them  in  these  migrations,  an  observant  boy,  inspecting 
the  actions  of  his  dotard  seniors.  After  perhaps  spending  half  a 
night  at  Duquhat,  the  farmer  of  that  place,  with  Burns,  would 
accompany  Graham  to  Shanter;  but  as  the  idea  of  the  "sulky 
sullen  dame  "  rose  in  their  minds,  a  debate  would  arise  as  to 
the  propriety  of  venturing,  even  in  full  strength,  into  the 
house,  and  Graham,  perhaps,  would,  after  all,  return  to 
Duquhat,  and  continue  the  debauch  till  next  day,  content  to 
put  oft' the  present  evil,  even  at  the  hazard  of  encountering  it 
in  an  accumulated  form  afterwards.  Such  were  the  oppor- 
tunities afforded  to  the  poet  of  observing  the  life  of  the  Carrick 
farmers  of  those  days. 

'  It  is  not  easy,  even  for  the  actual  writer  of  a  fiction,  to  point 
out  the  skeleton  ideas  and  incidents,  the  shadowy  fragments  of 
original  and  real  life,  which  he  has  used  in  composing  his  work, 
and  any  task  of  this  kind  must,  of  course,  be  still  more  difficult 
in  another  party,  writing  at  the  distance  of  a  generation. 
Among  the  facts,  however,  which  must  have  gone  to  the  com- 
position of  "Tarn  o'  Shanter,"  there  is  one,  never  yet  noticed, 
which  probably  suggested  the  tail-piece  with  which  the  diabolic 
panorama  is  concluded.  Douglas  Graham  had,  it  seems,  a  good 
gray  mare,  which  was  very  much  identified  with  his  own 
appearance.  One  day,  being  in  Ayr,  he  tied  the  animal  to  a 
ring  at  the  door  of  a  public-house,  where,  contrary  to  his  ori- 
ginal intentions,  he  tarried  so  long,  that  the  boys,  in  the  mean- 
time, plucked  away  the  whole  of  his  mare's  tail,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  making  fishing-lines.  It  was  not  till  next  morning, 
when  he  awoke  from  a  protracted  bouse,  that  the  circumstance 
was  discovered  by  his  son,  who  came  in,  crying  that  the  mare 
had  lost  her  tail.  Graham,  when  he  comprehended  the  amount 
of  the  disaster,  was,  it  seems,  so  much  bewildered  as  to  its 
cause,  that  he  could  only  attribute  it,  after  a  round  oath,  to  the 
agency  of  witches.  There  can  be  no  doubt,  we  think,  that  this 
affair,  working  in  Burns's  recollection,  was  seized  upon  to 
serve  as  the  catastrophe  to  a  story,  of  which  the  main  part,  it 
li  well  known,  was  a  fire-side  legend,  respecting  a  person  of 
unknown  name  and  character.' 

To  the  same  pen  we  owe  a  felicitous  sketch  of  the  seem-  of 
the  poem:  —  'Alloway  Kirk,  with  its  little  inclosed  burial- 
ground,  next  demands  the  pilgrim's  attention.  It  has  long 
been  roofless,  but  the  walls  are  pretty  well  preserved,  and  it 
still  retains  its  bell  at  the  east  end.  Upon  the  whole,  the  spec- 
tator is  struck  with  the  idea  that  the  witches  must  have  had  a 
rather  narrow  stage  for  the  performance  of  their  revels,  as 
described  in  the  poem.  The  inner  area  is  now  divided  by  a 
partition  wall,  and  one  part  forms  the  family  burial-place  of 
the  late  Mr  Cathcart,  who  may  perhaps  be  better  known  by  his 
judicial  designation  of  Lord  Alloway.  The  "  winnock  bunker 
in  the  east,"  where  sat  the  awful  musician  of  the  party,  is  a 
conspicuous  feature,  being  a  small  window,  divided  by  a  thick 
"ion.  Around  the  building  are  the  vestiges  of  other  open- 
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This  truth  fand  honest  Tarn  o'  Slianter, 
As  he  frae  Ayr,  ae  night  did  eaiiti-r, 
(Auld  Ayr,  whom  ne'er  a  town  surpasses, 
For  honest  men  and  bounie  lasses.) 

O  Tarn !  had'st  thou  but  been  sae  wise, 
As  ta'en  thy  ain  wife  Kate's  advice ! 
She  tauld  thee  weel  thou  was  a  skellum, 
A  blethering,  blustering,  drunken  blellum ; 
That  frae  November  till  October, 
Ae  market-day  thou  was  nae  sober, 


ings,  at  any  of  which  the  hero  of  the  tale  may  be  supposed  to 
have  looked  in  upon  the  hellish  scene.  Within  the  last  few- 
years,  the  old  oaken  rafters  of  the  kirk  were  mostly  entire,  but 
they  have  now  been  entirely  taken  away,  to  form.  In  various 
shapes,  memorials  of  a  place  so  remarkably  signalised  by  genius. 
It  is  necessary  for  those  who  survey  the  ground  in  reference  to 
the  poem,  to  be  informed  that  the  old  road  from  Ayr  to  this 
spot,  by  which  Burns  supposed  his  hero  to  have  approached 
Alloway  Kirk,  was  considerably  to  the  west  of  the  present  one, 
which,  nevertheless,  has  existed  since  before  the  time  of  Burns. 
Upon  a  field  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  to  the  north-west  of  the 
kirk,  is  a  single  tree  inclosed  with  a  paling,  the  last  remnant  "( 
a  group  which  covered 

**  — ^ ^— —  the  cairn 

Whare  hunters  fand  the  murdered  bikini ;" 
and  immediately  beyond  that  object  is 

" the  foord 

Whare  in  the  snaw  the  chapman  smoored ;" 
(namely,  a  ford  over  a  small  burn  which  soon  after  joins  tl>» 
Doon)  j  being  two  places  which  Tarn  o'  Shanter  is  described  n> 
having  passed  on  his  solitary  way.  The  road  then  made  « 
sweep  towards  the  river,  and,  passing  a  well  which  trinkle* 
down  into  the  Doon,  where  formerly  stood  a  thorn,  on  wlii<  h 
an  individual,  called  in  the  poem  "  Mungo's  mother,"  com- 
mitted suicide,  approached  Alloway  Kirk  upon  the  west. 
These  circumstances  may  here  appear  trivial,  but  it  U  surpris- 
ing with  what  interest  any  visitor  to  the  real  scene  will  inquire 
into,  and  behold  every  part  of  it  which  can  be  associated,  how- 
ever remotely,  with  the  poem  of  Tarn  o'  Shanter.' 

A  letter  to  Captain  Grose,  detailing  the  legend  on  which  the 
tale  is  founded,  will  be  found  in  the  Poet's  correspondence. 

'  In  the  inimitable  tale  of  ••  Tarn  o'  Shanter,"  he  has  left  n- 
sufficient  evidence  of  his  ability  to  combine  the  ludicrous  with 
the  awful,  and  even  horrible.  No  poet,  with  the  exception  ol 
Shakspeare,  ever  possessed  the  power  of  <  xriting  the  most 
varied  and  discordant  emotions  with  such  rapid  transition*. 
His  humorous  description  of  Death  (in  the  poem  of  Dr  Horn- 
book) borders  on  the  terrific,  and  the  witches'  dance  in  tin- 
Kirk  of  Alloway  is  at  once  ludicrous  and  horrible.'—  SIR  WAL- 
TER SCOTT. 

'To  the  last  Burns  was  of  opinion  that  "  Tarn  o'  Shanter" 
was  the  best  of  all  his  productions ;  and  although  it  does  not 
always  happen  that  poet  and  public  come  to  the  same  conclu- 
sion on  such  points,  I  believe  the  decision  in  question  has  been 
all  but  unanimously  approved  of.'— J.  G.  LOCKHART. 

•  Who  but  some  impenetrable  dunce,  or  narrow-minded 
Puritan  in  works  of  art,  ever  read  without  deliicht  the  picture 
which  he  has  drawn  of  the  convivial  exultation  of  the  ru-li.- 
adventurer,  Tarn  o'  Shanter?  The  poet  fears  not  to  tell  tin- 
reader  in  the  outset,  that  his  hero  was  a  desperate  and  sottish 
drunkard,  whose  excesses  were  frequent  tu  bis  opportunities. 
This  reprobate  sits  down  to  his  cups,  while  the  storm  is  roar- 
ing, and  heaven  and  earth  are  in  confusion ; — the  night  is 
driven  on  by  song  and  tumultuous  noise— laughter  and  je*t 
thicken  as  the  beverage  improves  upon  the  palate — conjugal 
fidelity  archly  bends  to  the  service  of  general  benevolence — 
selfishness  is  not  absent,  but  wearing  the  ma-k  of  social  cordi- 
ality— and  while  these  various  elements  of  humanity  are  blended 
into  one  proud  and  happy  composition  of  elated  spirits,  Uie 
anger  of  the  tempest  without  doors  only  heightens  and  sets  of) 
the  enjoyment  within. — I  pity  him  who  cannot  perceive  that  in 
•II  this,  though  there  was  no  moral  purpose,  there  is  «  utonU 
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That  ilka  melder,  wi'  the  miller, 

Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller ; 

That  ev'ry  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoe  on, 

The  smith  and  thee  gat  roaring  fou  on ; 

That  at  the  L — d's  house,  ev'n  on  Sunday, 

Thou  drank  wi'  Kirkton  Jean  till  Monday. 

She  prophesy'd,  that  late  or  soon, 

Thou  would  be  found  deep  drown'd  in  Doon; 

Or  catch 'd  wi'  warlocks  in  the  mirk, 

By  Alloway's  auld  haunted  kirk. 

Ah,  gentle  dames !  it  gars  me  greet, 
To  think  how  mony  counsels  sweet, 
How  mony  lengthen 'd  sage  advices, 
The  husband  frae  the  wife  despises ! 

But  to  our  tale:  Ae  market  night, 
Tarn  had  got  planted,  unco  right, 
Fast  by  an  ingle,  bleeziug  finely, 
Wi'  reaming  swats,  that  drank  divinely; 
And  at  his  elbow,  souter  Johnny, 
His  ancient,  trusty,  drouthy  crony; 
Tarn  lo'ed  him  like  a  vera  brither; 
They  had  been  fou  for  weeks  thegither. 
The  night  drave  on  wi'  sangs  an'  clatter; 
And  aye  the  ale  was  growing  better : 
The  landlady  and  Tarn  grew  gracious ; 
Wi'  favours,  secret,  sweet,  and  precious : 
The  souter  tauld  his  queerest  stories; 
The  landlord's  laugh  was  ready  chorus  : 
The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle, 
Tarn  did  na  mind  the  storm  a  whistle. 

Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  sae  happy, 
E'en  drown'd  himself  amang  the  nappy. 
As  bees  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o'  treasure, 
The  minutes  wing'd  their  way  wi'  pleasure : 
Kings  may  be  blest,  but  Tarn  was  glorious; 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  victorious. 

But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread, 

You  seize  the  flow'r,  its  bloom  is  shed; 

Or  like  the  snow-fall  in  the  river, 

A  moment  white — then  melts  for  ever; 

Or  like  the  borealis  race, 

That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place ; 

Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form 

Evanishing  amid  the  storm. — 

Nae  man  can  tether  tune  or  tide; 

The  hour  approaches  Tarn  maun  ride; 

That  hour,  o'  night's  black  arch  the  key-stane, 

That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beast  in ;     . 

And  sic  a  night  he  taks  the  road  in, 

As  ne'er  poor  sinner  was  abroad  in. 

The  wind  blew  as  'twad  blawn  its  last; 
The  rattling  show'rs  rose  on  the  blast : 
The  speedy  gleams  the  darkness  swallow'd; 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang,  the  thunder  bellow'd : 
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That  night,  a  child  might  understand, 
The  de'il  had  business  on  his  hand. 

Weel  mounted  on  his  gray  mare,  Meg, 
A  better  never  lifted  leg, 
Tarn  skelpit  on  thro'  dub  and  mire, 
Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire ; 
Whiles  holding  fast  his  guid  blue  bonnet: 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Scots  sonnet ; 
Whiles  glow'ring  round  wi'  prudent  cares, 
Lest  bogles  catch  him  unawares ; 
Kirk-Alloway  was  drawing  nigh, 
Whare  ghaists  and  houlets  nightly  cry. — 

By  this  time  he  was  cross  the  ford, 
Whare  in  the  snaw  the  chapman  smoor'd; 
And  past  the  birks  and  meikle  stane, 
Whare  drunken  Charlie  brak's  neck -bane; 
And  thro'  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn, 
Whare  hunters  fand  the  murder'd  bairn ; 
And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  the  well, 
Whare  Mungo's  mither  hang'd  hersel'. — 
Before  him  Doon  pours  all  his  floods ; 
The  doubling  storm  roars  thro'  the  woods; 
The  lightnings  flash  from  pole  to  pole; 
Near  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll; 
When,  glimmering  thro'  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirk-Alloway  seem'd  in  a  bleeze ; 
Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing ; 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing. — • 

Inspiring  bold  John  Barleycorn! 

What  dangers  thou  canst  make  us  scorn ! 

Wi'  tippenny,  we  fear  nae  evil; 

Wi'  usquaeba  we'll  face  the  devil! 

The  swats  sae  ream'd  in  Tammie's  noddle, 

Fair  play,  he  car'd  na  deils  a  boddle. 

But  Maggie  stood  right  sair  astonish'd, 

Till,  by  the  heel  and  hand  admonish 'd, 

She  ventur'd  forward  on  the  light; 

And,  vow!  Tarn  saw  an  unco  sight! 

Warlocks  and  witches  in  a  dance; 

Nae  cotillion  brent  new  frae  France, 

But  hornpipes,  jigs,  strathspeys,  and  reels, 

Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels. 

A  winnock -bunker  in  the  east, 

There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shape  o'  beast ; 

A  towzie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  large, 

To  gi'e  them  music  was  his  charge: 

He  screw'd  the  pipes  and  gart  them  skirl, 

Till  roof  and  rafters  a'  did  dirl. — 

Coflms  stood  round  like  open  presses, 

That  shaw'd  the  dead  in  their  last  dresses; 

And  by  some  devilish  cantrip  slight, 

Each  in  its  cauld  hand  held  a  light, — 

By  which  heroic  Tarn  was  able 

To  note  upon  the  haly  table, 

A  murderer's  banes  in  gibbet  airns; 

Twa  span -lang,  wee,  unchristen'd  bairns; 
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A  thief,  new-cutted  frae  a  rape, 
Wi*  his  hist  gasp  his  gab  did  gape; 
Five  tomahawks,  wi'  bluid  red-rusted; 
Five  scimitars,  wi'  murder  crusted; 
A  garter,  which  a  babe  had  strangled ; 
A  knife,  a  father's  throat  had  mangled, 
Whom  his  ain  son  o'  life  bereft, 
The  gray  hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft ; ' 
Wi'  mair  o'  horrible  and  awfu', 
Which  ev'n  to  name  wad  be  uulawfu'. 

As  Tammie  glowr'd,  amaz'd,  and  curious, 

The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furious : 

The  piper  loud  and  louder  blew ; 

The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew; 

They  reel'd,  they  set,  they  cross'd,  they  cleekit, 

Till  ilka  carlin  swat  and  reekit, 

And  coost  her  duddies  to  the  wark, 

And  linket  at  it  in  her  sark ! 

Now  Tarn,  O  Tarn!  had  they  been  queans, 
A'  plump  and  strapping,  in  their  teens; 
Their  sarks,  instead  o'  creeshie  flannen, 
Been  snaw-white  seventeen  hunder  linen ! 
Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair, 
That  ance  were  plush,  o'  guid  blue  hair, 
I  wad  hae  gi'en  them  aff  my  hurdies, 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonnie  burdies! 

But  wither'd  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  a  foal, 
Lowping  an'  flinging  on  a  crummock, 
I  wonder  didna  turn  thy  stomach. 

But  Tarn  kenn'd  what  was  what  fu'  brawlic : 

There  was  ae  winsome  wench  and  walie, 

That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 

(Lang  after  kenn'd  on  Carrick  shore ! 

For  mony  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot, 

And  perish'd  mony  a  bonnie  boat, 

And  shook  baith  meikle  corn  and  bear, 

And  kept  the  country-side  in  fear,) 

Her  cuttie  sark,  o'  Paisley  harn, 

That  while  a  lassie  she  had  worn, 

In  longitude  tho'  sorely  scanty, 

It  was  her^best,  and  she  was  vauntie. — 

Ah !  little  kenn'd  thy  reverend  grannie, 

That  sark  she  coft  for  her  wee  Nannie, 

1  In  the  oriifinnl  draught  of  the  poem,  the  following1  four 
lines  were  here  written : — 

•  Three  lawyers'  tongues  turned  insiile  out, 
Wi'  lies  seamed  like  a  beggar's  clout. 
And  priests'  hearts  rotten,  blark  as  muck. 
Lay  stinking  vile,  in  every  neuck.' 

•These  lines,'  says  Currie,  'independent  of  other  objection!!, 
Interrupt  and  destroy  the  emotions  of  terror  which  the  preced- 
ing description  liad  excited.  They  were  very  properly  left  out 
of  the  printed  collection  by  the  advice  of  Mr  Frajer  1  \tler. 
Lord  \Voodhoush-e.  to  which  Burns  seems  to  hare  paid  intuh 
deference.' 


Wi'  twa  pund  Scots  ('twas  a'  her  riches,) 
Wad  ever  grac'd  a  dance  of  witches! 

But  here  my  muse  her  wing  maun  cour; 
Sic  flight*  are  far  beyond  her  pow'r; 
To  sing  how  Nannie  lap  and  flang, 
(A  souple  jade  she  was  and  strung) 
And  how  Tarn  stood,  like  ane  bewitchM, 
And  thought  his  very  e'en  enrich'd; 
Even  Satan  glowr'd,  and  fidg'd  fu'  fain, 
And  hotch'd  and  blew  wi'  might  and  main : 
Till  first  ae  caper,  syne  anither, 
Tarn  tint  liis  reason  a'  thegithcr, 
And  roars  out,  "  Weel  done,  Cutty-sark ! " 
And  in  an  instant  all  was  dark: 
And  scarcely  had  he  Maggie  rallied, 
When  out  the  hellish  legion  sallied.2 

As  bees  bizz  out  wi'  angry  fyke, 

When  plundering  herds  assail  their  byke; 

As  open  pussie's  mortal  foes, 

When,  pop !  she  starts  before  their  nose; 

As  eager  runs  the  market-crowd, 

When,  "  Catch  the  thief! "  resounds  aloud ; 

So  Maggie  runs,  the  witches  follow, 

Wi'  mony  an  eldritch  skreech  and  hollow. 

Ah,  Tarn!  ah,  Tarn!  thoult  get  thy  fairin'! 
In  hell  they'll  roast  thee  like  a  herriu'! 
In  vain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  comin' ! 
Kate  soon  will  be  a  wofu'  woman! 
Now,  do  thy  speedy  utmost,  Meg, 
And  win  the  key-stane3  of  the  brig; 
There  at  them  thou  thy  tail  may  toss, 
A  running  stream  they  darena  cross. 
But  ere  the  key-  st ane  she  could  make, 
The  fient  a  tail  she  had  to  shake ! 
For  Nannie,  far  before  the  rest, 
Hard  upon  noble  Maggie  prest, 


3  '  The  strength  and  vivacity  of  Burns'  conceptive  faculti.-j 
may  be  estimated  by  the  distinctness  with  which  he  places  him- 
self and  his  readers  in  fictitious  situations.  He  appears,  by  a 
kind  of  sorcery,  to  disengage  us  from  the  power  of  the  senses, 
and  to  transport  us  to  imaginary  scenes,  where  the  vision,  for 
the  time,  has  all  the  power  of  actual  existence.  •  • 
find  ourselves  seated  with  Tarn  o'  Shanter  at  the  blazing  fire  of 
the  ale-house,  and  grow  familiarly  acquainted  with  the  jovial 
group ;  we  enter  into  all  the  warmth  of  the  fraternal  friendship 
between  Tarn  and  the  Souter,  "  who  had  been  fou  for  weeki 
thegither,"  and  we  perceive  our  spirits  rUe  as  the  bowl  goes 
round ;  we  accompany  the  hero  through  the  tempest ;  we  game 
with  him  at  the  window  of  the  illuminated  ruin,  and  thmMiT 
at  the  strange  mixture  of  unearthly  horror  and  heaveu-defymg 
merriment.  Nor  can  we  at  once  resume  our  own  person-,  ami 
withdraw  from  the  contemplation  of  objects  which,  by  superior 
vivacity,  compensate  for  their  waut  of  n-ality.'— P«orii»oa 
WALKER. 

3  It  is  a  well  known  fact  that  witches,  or  any  evil  spirits, 
liave  no  power  to  follow  a  poor  wipht  any  farther  than  the 
middle  of  the  next  running  stream.  It  may  be  proper  I  k. 
to  mention  to  the  benighted  traveller,  that  when  he  falU  in  «  iili 
bogltt,  whatever  danger  may  be  in  his  going  forward,  there  i» 
inncli  more  hai!\rd  in  turning  back.]— B. 


And  flew  at  Tarn  wi*  furious  ettle ; 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie's  mettle — 
Ae  spring  brought  off  her  master  hale, 
But  left  behind  her  ain  gray  tail: 
The  carlin  claught  her  by  the  rump, 
And  left  poor  Maggie  scarce  a  stump. 

Now,  wha  this  tale  o'  truth  shall  read, 
Ilk  man  and  mother's  son,  tak'  heed: 
Whene'er  to  drink  you  are  inclin'd, 
Or  cutty-sarks  run  in  your  mind, 
Think,  ye  may  buy  the  joys  owre  dear, 
Remember  Tarn  o'  Shanter's  mare. 


Co  $ofjn 


WITH  Pegasus  upon  a  day, 

Apollo  weary  flying, 
Through  frosty  hills  the  journey  lay, 

On  foot  the  way  was  plying. 

Poor  slip-shod  giddy  Pegasus 

Was  but  a  sorry  walker; 
To  Vulcan  then  Apollo  goes, 

To  get  a  frosty  calker. 

Obliging  Vulcan  fell  to  work, 
Threw  by  his  coat  and  bonnet, 

And  did  Sol's  business  in  a  crack; 
Sol  paid  him  with  a  sonnet. 

Ye  Vulcan's  sons  of  Wanlockhead, 

Pity  my  sad  disaster; 
My  Pegasus  is  poorly  shod  — 

I'll  pay  you  like  my  master. 

ROBERT  BURNS. 

KAMAGES,  3  o'clock  (no  date;* 


ILament  of 


,  <©u*en  of  Scots, 


ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  SPRING. 


Now  nature  hangs  her  mantle  green 

On  every  blooming  tree, 
And  spreads  her  sheets  o'  daisies  wJiite 

Out  o'er  the  grassy  lea: 
Now  Phcebus  cheers  the  crystal  streams, 

And  glads  the  azure  skies; 
But  nought  can  glad  the  weary  wight 

That  fast  in  durance  lies. 


Now  lav'rocks  wake  the  merry  morn, 

Aloft  on  dewy  wing; 
The  merle,  in  Ms  noontide  bow'r, 

Makes  woodland  echoes  ring ; 
The  mavis  mild  wi'  many  a  note, 

Sings  drowsy  day  to  rest: 
In  love  and  freedom  they  rejoice, 

Wi'  care  nor  thrall  opprest. 

Now  blooms  the  lily  by  the  bank, 

The  primrose  down  the  brae ; 
The  hawthorn  's  budding  in  the  glen, 

And  milk-white  is  the  slae : 
The  meanest  hind  in  fair  Scotland 

May  rove  their  sweets  amang ; 
But  I,  the  Queen  of  a'  Scotland, 

Maun  lie  in  prison  strang. 

I  was  the  Queen  o'  bonnie  France, 

Where  happy  I  ha'e  been ; 
Fu'  lightly  raise  I  in  the  morn, 

As  blythe  lay  down  at  e'en : 
And  I'm  the  sovereign  of  Scotland, 

And  mony  a  traitor  there ; 
Yet  here  I  lie  in  foreign  bands, 

And  never-ending  care. 

But  as  for  thee,  thou  false  woman, 

My  sister  and  my  fae, 
Grim  vengeance  yet  shall  whet  a  sword 

That  thro'  thy  soul  shall  gae : 
The  weeping  blood  in  woman's  breast 

Was  never  known  to  thee; 
Nor  th'  balm  that  draps  on  wounds  of  wo 

Frae  woman's  pitying  e'e. 

My  son !  my  son !  may  kinder  stars 

Upon  thy  fortune  shine; 
And  may  those  pleasures  gild  thy  reign, 

That  ne'er  wad  blink  on  mine ! 
God  keep  thee  frae  thy  mother's  faes, 

Or  turn  their  hearts  to  thee : 
And  where  thou  meet'st  thy  mother's  friend, 

Remember  him  for  me ! 

O !  soon,  to  me,  may  summer-suns 

Nae  mair  light  up  the  morn ! 
Nae  mair,  to  me,  the  autumn  winds 

Wave  o'er  the  yellow  corn! 
And  in  the  narrow  house  o'  death 

Let  winter  round  me  rave ; 
And  the  next  flow'rs  that  deck  the  spring 

Bloom  on  my  peaceful  grave ! 2 


2  Burns  was  well  satisfied  with  his  success  in  the  composition 
I  of  Queen  Mary's  Lament — and  he  made  no  secret  of  his  satis- 

1  In  such  terms  did  Burns  request  Mr  Taylor's  interference     faction.    It  has  all  the  simplicity  and  power  of  the  o'.d  ballad.— 
with  the  blacksmith  of  Wanlockhead,  to  have  his  horse's  shoes 
frosted,  when,  on  one  occasion,  Vulcan  was  too  busy  with  other 


matters  to  attend  to  his  wants. 


peculiar  effect  on  the  feelings  of  a  poet,'  says  he,  in  a  letter  to 
I  Mrs  Graham  of  Fintray,  'or  whether  I  have  in  the  inclosei' 
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BfRXS'  POEMS. 


tlic  Draif)  of  tfic  Hate  /Hiss  iiurnrt. ] 


OF  MO.NBODDO. 


LIFE  ne'er  exulted  in  so  rich  a  prize 
As  Burnet,  lovely  from  her  native  skies ; 
Nor  envious  death  so  triumph'd  in  a  blow, 
As  that  which  laid  the  accomplish'd  Burnet  low. 

Thy  form  and  mind,  sweet  maid,  can  I  forget  ? 
In  richest  ore  the  brightest  jewel  set ! 
In  thee,  high  Heaven  above  was  truest  shown, 
As  by  his  noblest  work  the  Godhead  best  is  known. 

In  vain  ye  flaunt  in  summer's  pride,  ye  groves; 

Thou  crystal  streamlet  with  thy  flowery  shore, 
Ye  woodland  choir  that  chant  your  idle  loves, 

Ye  cease  to  charm — Eliza  is  no  more! 

Ye  heathy  wastes,  immix'd  with  reedy  fens; 

Ye  mossy  streams,  with  sedge  and  rushes  stor'd ; 
Ye  rugged  cliffs,  o'erhanging  dreary  glens, 

To  you  I  fly,  ye  with  my  soul  accord. 

Princes,  whose  cumb'rous  pride  was  all  their  worth, 
Shall  venal  lays  their  pompous  exit  hail? 

And  thou,  sweet  excellence !  forsake  our  earth, 
Ard  not  a  muse  in  honest  grief  bewail  ? 

We  saw  thee  shine  in  youth  and  beauty's  pride, 
And  virtue's   light,   that  beams  beyond   the 
spheres ; 

But  like  the  sun  eclips'd  at  morning  tide, 
Thou  left'st  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears. 


ballad  succeeded  beyond  my  usual  poetic  success,  I  know  not, 
but  it  has  pleased  me  beyond  any  effort  of  my  muse  for  a  good 
while  past.'  The  poem,  it  is  said,  was  written  at  the  request 
of  Lady  W.  M.  Constable,  from  whom  the  poet  received  in 
return  a  present  of  a  valuable  snuff-box,  on  the  lid  of  which 
was  painted  a  fine  portrait  of  the  unfortunate  queen.—'  In  the 
moment  of  composition,'  says  he,  in  a  letter  acknowledging  the 
gift,  'the  box  shall  be  my  inspiring  genius.  When  I  would 
l-reathe  the  comprehensive  wish  of  benevolence  for  the  happi- 
ness of  others,  1  shall  recollect  your  ladyship ;  when  I  would 
interest  my  fancy  in  the  distresses  incident  to  humanity,  I  shall 
remember  the  unfortunate  Mary.' 

1  Elizabeth  Burnet  was  the  daughter  of  the  elegant  and 
eccentric  Lord  Monboddo.  She  is  alluded  to  in  the  'Address 
to  Edinburgh." 

•  I  had  the  honour,'  says  the  Poet  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  •  of  being 
pretty  well  acquainted  with  her,  and  have  seldom  felt  so  much 
at  the  loss  of  an  acquaintance,  as  when  I  heard  that  so  amiable 
and  accomplished  a  piece  of  God's  work  was  no  more.'  This 


The  parent's  heart  that  nestled  fond  in  thee, 
That  heart  how  sunk,  a  prey  to  grief  and  care. 

So  deck'd  the  woodbine  sweet  yon  aged  live, 
So  from  it  ravish  M,  leaves  it  bleak  and  bare. 


to  tfte 


of  STfiomson, 


ON  CROWNING  HIS  BUST  AT  EDNA: 
WITH  BAYI. 


WHILE  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood,* 

Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green, 
Or  pranks  the  sod  in  frolic  mood, 

Or  tunes  jEolian  strains  between: 
While  Summer,  with  a  matron  grace, 

Retreats  to  Dryburgh's  cooling  shade, 
Yet  oft,  delighted,  stops  to  trace 

The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade : 
While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind, 

By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  head, 
And  sees,  with  self-approving  mind, 

Each  creature  on  his  bounty  fed: 
While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 

The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  flows, 
Rousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar, 

Or  sweeping,  wild,  a  waste  of  snows : 
So  long,  sweet  Poet  of  the  year, 

Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast  won ; 
While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear, 

Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  son. 


a  Vision.3 

As  I  stood  by  yon  roofless  tower, 

Where  the  wa'-flower  scents  the  dewy  air, 

Where  the  howlet  mourns  in  her  ivy  bower, 
And  tells  the  midnight  moon  her  care. 

a  Original  MS.  :— 

'  While  cold-eyed  Spring,  a  virgin  cor, 

Unfolds  her  verdant  mantle  sweet, 
Or  pranks  the  sod  in  frolic  joy, 

A  carpet  for  her  youthful  feet : 
While  Summer,  with  a  matron's  grace. 

Walks  stately  in  the  cooling  shade. 
And  oft,  delighted,  loves  to  trace. 

The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade : 
While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind. 

With  age's  hoary  honours  clad,  _ 

Surveys  with  self-approving  mind 

Each  creature  on  his  bounty  fed  ' 


with  which  Burns  speaks  of  this  young  lady.    A  more  attrac- 
tive countenance  than  hers,  or  one  more  pregnant  with  intelli- 


3  •  There  is  another  fragment  called  a  Vision,  which  belongs 
If  Burns  had  never  written  any 


BURNS'  POEMS. 


The  winds  were  laid,  the  air  was  still, 
The  stars  they  shot  alang  the  sky; 

The  fox  was  howling  on  the  hill, 
And  the  distant-echoing  glens  reply. 

The  stream,  adown  its  hazelly  path, 
Was  rushing  by  the  ruin'd  wa's, 

Hasting  to  join  the  sweeping  Nith, 
Whase  distant  roaring  swells  and  fa's. 

The  cauld  blue  north  was  streaming  forth 
Her  lights,  wi'  hissing,  eerie  din ; 

Athort  the  lift  they  start  and  shift, 
Like  fortune's  favours,  tint  as  win. 

By  heedless  chance  I  turn'd  mine  eyes, 
And  by  the  moon-beam,  shook,  to  see 

A  stern  and  stalwart  ghaist  arise, 
Attir'd  as  minstrels  wont  to  be. 

Had  I  a  statue  been  o'  stane, 
His  darin'  look  had  daunted  me : 

And  on  his  bonnet  grav'd  was  plain, 
The  sacred  posy — Liberty ! 

And  frae  his  harp  sic  strains  did  flow, 

Might  rous'd  the  slumbering  dead  to  hear ; 

But  oh;  it  was  a  tale  of  woe, 
As  ever  met  a  Briton's  ear ! 

He  sang  wi'  joy  his  former  day, 
He  weeping  wail'd  his  latter  tunes ; 

But  what  he  said  it  was  nae  play, 
I  winna  ventur't  in  my  rhymes. l 


€o  Mv  IHaxtoeH,  of  CetrattgJjtg, 

ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAY. 

HEALTH  to  the  Maxwells'  vet'ran  Chief! 
Health,  aye  unsour'd  by  care  or  grief: 
Inspir'd,  I  turn'd  Fate's  sibyl  leaf, 

This  natal  morn, 
I  see  thy  life  is  stuff  o'  prief, 

Scarce  quite  half  worn. — 

This  day  thou  metes  threescore  eleven, 
And  I  can  tell  that  bounteous  Heaven 
(The  second  sight,  ye  ken,  is  given 

To  ilka  Poet) 
On  thee  a  tack  o'  seven  times  seven 

Will  yet  bestow  it. 


1  The  last  verse  of  this  beautiful  poem  is  surely  a  most 
unfortunate  one.  Indeed,  it  would  be  difficult  to  point  out  any 
piece  in  which  a  stronger  instance  of  the  bathos,  or  art  of  sink- 
ing, is  exhibited  than  is  done  in  the  two  last  lines  of  this  other- 
wise admirable  poem.  That  the  stanza  should  not  have  been 
altogether  omitted,  and  the  poem  allowed  to  stand  as  a  frag- 
ment, has  always  appeared  to  us  a  matter  of  wonder. 


If  envious  buckies  view  wi'  sorrow, 

Thy  lengtheu'd  days  on  this  blest  morrow, 

May  desolation's  lang-teeth'd  harrow, 

Nine  miles  an  hour, 
Rake  them,  like  Sodom  and  Gomorrah, 

In  brunstane  stoure — 

But  for  thy  Mends,  and  they  are  mony, 
Baith  honest  men  and  lasses  bonnie, 
May  couthie  fortune,  kind  and  cannie, 

In  social  glee, 
Wi'  mornings  blithe  and  e'enings  funny, 

Bless  them  and  thee ! 

Fareweel,  auld  birkie !  Lord  be  near  ye, 
And  then  the  de'il  he  daur  na  steer  ye : 
Your  friends  aye  love,  your  faes  aye  fear  ye, 

For  me,  shame  fa'  me, 
If  neist  my  heart  I  dinna  wear  ye, 

While  Burns  they  ca'  me. 


ilametit  for  Barnes,  3SarI  of  ©lencaim.2 

THE  wind  blew  hollow  frae  the  hills, 

By  fits  the  sun's  departing  beam 
Look'd  on  the  fading  yellow  woods 

That  wav'd  o'er  Lugar's  winding  stream : 
Beneath  a  craigy  steep,  a  bard, 

Laden  with  years  and  meikle  pain, 
In  loud  lament  bewail'd  his  lord, 

Whom  death  had  all  untimely  ta'en. 


2  To  the  notice  of  the  earl  of  Glencairn,  Burns  was  intro- 
duced by  the  active  kindness  of  his  Lordship's  factor.  Mr 
Alexander  Dalzell.  The  Earl  interested  himself  in  the  fortunes 
of  the  poet;  carried  the  Kilmarnock  edition  of  his  poems  to 
Edinburgh,  and  introduced  it  to  notice  as  a  literary  tmriosity: 
besides  desiring  his  factor  to  convey  to  the  poet  his  high  opinion 
of  its  merits,  and  his  wish  to  befriend  him.  It  was,  moreover, 
through  his  Lordship's  influence  that  the  Caledonian  Hum  sub- 
scribed so  liberally  for  the  Edinburgh  edition  of  the  poems. 
The  exertions  of  his  Lordship  did  not  end  here :  he  did  much, 
and  he  promised  more ;  but '  death  the  tyrant  fell  and  woodie,' 
stepped  in  and  put  an  end  to  the  poet's  hopes.  Till  his  death. 
Burns  retained  a  high  sense  of  his  obligations  to  Lord  Glen- 
cairn.  •  As  to  forgetting  the  family  of  Glencairn,'  he  thus 
writes  to  her  Ladyship: — 'Heaven  is  my  witness,  with  what 
sincerity  I  could  use  those  old  verses,  which  please  me  more  in 
their  rude  simplicity  than  the  most  elegant  lines  I  ever  saw  :— 
'"If  thee,  Jerusalem,  I  forget 

Skill  part  from  my  right  hand. 

'"My  tongue  to  my  mouth's  roof  let  cleave, 

If  I  do  thee  forget, 
Jerusalem,  and  thee  above 

My  chief  joy  do  not  set."' 

Shortly  after  his  Lordship's  death,  we  find  Burns  thus  express- 
ing himself  to  Lady  E.  Cunningham.  '  As  all  the  world  knows 
my  obligations  to  the  late  Earl  of  Glencairn,  I  would  wish  to 
show  as  openly  that  my  heiirt  glows,  and  shall  ever  glow,  with 
the  most  grateful  sense  and  remembrance  of  his  Lordship's 
goodness.  The  sables  I  did  myself  the  honour  to  wear  to  his 
Lordship's  memory  were  not  live  "mockery  of  woe."  Nor 
shall  my  gratitude  perish  with  me !  If  among  my  children  I 
i  shall  have  a  sou  that  has  a  heart,  he  shall  hand  it  down  to  his 
•26 
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BURNS'  POEMS. 


He  Ican'd  him  to  an  ancient  aik, 

Whose  trunk  was  mould 'ring  down  with  years ; 
His  locks  were  bleached  white  wi'  time ! 

His  hoary  cheek  was  wet  wi'  tears! 
And  as  he  touch 'd  his  trembling  harp, 

And  as  he  tun'd  liis  doleful  sang, 
The  winds,  lamenting  thro'  their  cave.-, 

To  echo  bore  the  notes  alang. 

"  Ye  scatter'd  birds  that  faintly  sing, 

The  reliques  of  the  vernal  quire ! 
Ye  woods  that  shed  on  a'  the  winds 

The  honours  of  the  aged  year ! 
A  few  short  months,  and  glad  and  gay, 

Again  yell  charm  the  ear  and  e'e; 
But  nocht  in  all  revolving  time 

Can  gladness  bring  again  to  me. 

"  I  am  a  bending  aged  tree, 

That  long  has  stood  the  wind  and  rain ; 
But  now  has  come  a  cruel  blast, 

And  my  last  hald  of  earth  is  gane : 
Nae  leaf  o'  mine  shall  greet  the  spring, 

Nae  simmer  sun  exalt  my  bloom ; 
But  I  maun  lie  before  the  storm, 

And  ithers  plant  them  in  my  room. 

"  I've  seen  sae  mony  changefu'  years, 

On  earth  I  am  a  stranger  grown ; 
I  wander  in  the  ways  of  men, 

Alike  unknowing  and  unknown  : 
Unheard,  unpitied,  unreliev'd, 

I  bear  alane  my  lade  o'  care, 
For  silent,  low,  on  beds  of  dust, 

Lie  a'  that  would  my  sorrows  share. 

"And  last  (the  sum  of  a'  my  griefs!) 

My  noble  master  lies  in  clay ; 
The  flow'r  amang  our  barons  bold, 

His  country's  pride,  his  country's  stay : 
In  weary  being  now  I  pine, 

For  a'  the  life  of  life  is  dead, 
And  hope  has  left  my  aged  ken, 

On  forward  wing  for  ever  fled. 

child  as  a  family  honour,  and  a  fcnsily  debt,  that  my  dearest 
existence  I  owe  to  the  noble  house  of  Gl«»ncairu ! ' 

The  Lament  has  been  ably  criticised  by  Lord  Woodhouselee. 
He  commends  stanzas  first,  third,  and  seventh,  but  objects  to 
the  poem  at  a  whole,  particularly  that  a  certain  amount  of  its 
effect  is  lost  by  putting  it  in  the  mouth  of  a  fictitious  character,  : 
— an  aged  bard.  'Compare,'  says  his  Lordship,  'the  Lament 
with  the  poem  which  begins  "  O  thou  pale  orb."  and  observe 
what  it  is  that  forms  the  charm  of  that  composition.  It  is  that 

it  speaks  the  language  of  truth  and  nature." '  Let  a  man,' 

bays  Carlyle,  finely, '  but  speak  forth  with  genuine  earnestness 
the  thought,  the  emotion,  the  actual  condition  of  his  own  heart, 
and  other  men,  so  strangely  are  we  all  knit  together  by  the  tie 
of  sympathy,  must  and  will  give  heed  to  him.  In  culture,  in 
extent  of  view,  we  may  stand  above  the  speaker  or  below  him  ; 
but  in  either  case  bis  words,  if  they  are  earnest  and  sincere, 
will  find  some  response  within  u» ;  for  in  spite  of  all  casual 
varieties  in  outward  rank  or  inward,  as  face  answers  to  face,  so 
nose  the  heart  of  man. 


"Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,  my  harp! 

The  voice  of  woe  and  wild  despair ; 
Awake,  resound  thy  latest  lay, 

Then  sleep  in  silence  evermair! 
And  thou,  my  last,  best,  only  friend, 

That  fillest  an  untimely  tomb, 
Accept  this  tribute  from  the  bard 

Thou  brought  from  fortune's  uiirkest  gloom 

"  In  poverty's  low,  barren  vale, 

Thick  mists,  obscure,  involv'd  me  round ; 
Though  oft  I  turn'd  the  wistful  eye, 

Nae  ray  of  fame  was  to  be  found : 
Thou  found'st  me,  like  the  morning  sun 

That  melts  the  fogs  in  limpid  air, 
The  friendless  bard  and  rustic  song, 

Became  alike  thy  fostering  care. 

"O !  why  has  worth  so  short  a  date ! 

While  villains  ripen  gray  with  time ! 
Must  thou,  the  noble,  gen'rous,  great, 

Fall  hi  bold  manhood's  hardy  prime ! 
Why  did  I  live  to  see  that  day  ? 

A  day  to  me  so  full  of  woe ! 
O !  had  I  met  the  mortal  shaft 

Which  laid  my  benefactor  low ! 

"The  bridegroom  may  forget  the  bride 

Was  made  his  wedded  wife  yestreen ; 
The  monarch  may  forget  the  crown 

That  on  his  head  an  hour  has  been ; 
The  mother  may  forget  the  child 

That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee  ; 
But  I'll  remember  thee,  Glencairn, 

And  a'  that  thou  hast  done  for  me!"1 


Einrs 


SENT  TO  SIR  JOHN  WHITBPOORO,  OF  WHITEFOOBD,  BtRT., 
WITH  TUB  FOREGOING  POEM. 


THOU,  who  thy  honour  aa  thy  God  rever'st, 
Who,  save  thy  mind's  reproach,  nought  earthly 

fear'st, 

To  thee  this  votive  offering  I  impart, 
The  tearful  tribute  of  a  broken  heart. 
The  friend  thou  valued'st,  I  the  patron  lov'd ; 
His  worth,  his  honour,  all  the  world  approv'd. 
We'll  mourn  till  we  too  go  as  he  has  gom.-, 
And  tread  the  dreary  path  to  that  dark  world 

unknown. 


1  The  last  stanza  of  this  Lament,  it  may  interest  Uw  lover* 
of  literature  to  know,  was  a  great  favourite  with  the  late  Mr 
Hailitt,  and  often  repeated  by  him. 
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on  a  fLatrg  famelr  for  tier  Caprice.2 


AN  OCCASIONAL  ADDRESS  SPOKEN  BY  MISS  FONTENELLK 
ON  HER  BENEFIT-NIGHT. 

\VHILE  Europe's  eye  is  fix'd  on  mighty  things, 
The  fate  of  empires  and  the  fall  of  kings; 
While  quacks  of  state  must  each  produce  his  plan, 
And  even  children  lisp  the  Rights  of  Man; 
Amid  this  mighty  fuss,  just  let  me  mention, 
The  Rights  of  Woman  merit  some  attention. 

First,  in  the  sexes'  intermixed  connection, 
One  sacred  Right  of  Woman  is  protection. — 
The  tender  flower  that  lifts  its  head,  elate, 
Helpless,  must  fall  before  the  blasts  of  fate, 
Sunk  on  the  earth,  defac'd  its  lovely  form, 
Unless  your  shelter  ward  th'  impending  storm. — 

Our  second  Right — but  needless  here  is  caution, 
To  keep  that  right  inviolate's  the  fashion, 
Each  man  of  sense  has  it  so  full  before  him, 
He'd  die  before  he'd  wrong  it — 'tis  decorum. — 
There  was,  indeed,  in  far  less  polish'd  days, 
A  time,  when  rough  rude  man  had  naughty  ways ; 
Would  swagger,  swear,  get  drunk,  kick  up  a  riot; 
Nay,  evQn  thus  invade  a  lady's  quiet — 
Now,  thank  our  stars !  these  Gothic  times  are  fled ; 
Now,  well-bred  men — and  you  are  all  well-bred — 
Most  justly  think  (and  we  are  much  the  gainers) 
Such  conduct's  neither  spirit,  wit,  nor  manners. 

For  Right  the  third,  our  last,  our  best,  our  dearest, 
That  right  to  fluttering  female  hearts  the  nearest, 
Which  even  the  rights  of  kings  in  low  prostration 
Most  humbly  own — 'tis  dear,  dear  admiration! 
In  that  blest  sphere  alone  we  live  and  move; 
There  taste  that  life  of  life — immortal  love. — 
Smiles,  glances,  sighs,  tears,  fits,  flirtations,  airs, 
'Gainst  such  an  host  what  flinty  savage  dares — 
When  awful  beauty  joins  with  all  her  charms, 
Who  is  so  rash  as  rise  in  rebel  arms  ? 

But  truce  with  kings,  and  truce  with  constitutions, 
With  bloody  armaments  and  revolutions ; 
Let  majesty  your  first  attention  summon, 
Ah!  fa  ira!  the  Majesty  of  Woman! 


How  cold  is  that  bosom  which  folly  once  fir'd, 
How  pale  is  that  cheek  where  the  rouge  lately 
glisten'd ! 

How  silent  that  tongue  which  the  echoes  oft  tir'd, 
How  dull  is  that  ear  which  to  flattery  so  listen 'd! 

If  sorrow  and  anguish  their  exit  await, 

From  friendship  and  dearest  affection  remov'd ; 

How  doubly  severer,  Eliza,  thy  fate, 

Thou  diedst  unwept  as  thou  livedst  unlov'd. 

Loves,  graces,  and  virtues,  I  call  not  on  you; 

So  shy,  grave,  and  distant,  ye  shed  not  a  tear : 
But  come,  all  ye  offspring  of  folly  so  true, 

And  flowers  let  us  cull  for  Eliza's  cold  bier. 

We'll  search  thro'  the  garden  for  each  silly  flower, 
We'll  roam  thro'  the  forest  for  each  idle  weed : 

But  chiefly  the  nettle,  so  typical,  shower, 

For  none  e'er  approach'd  her  but  rued  the  rash 
deed. 

We'll  sculpture  the  marble,  we'll  measure  the  lay ; 

Here  Vanity  strums  on  her  idiot  lyre ; 
The  keen  Indignation  shall  dart  on  her  prey, 

Which  spurning  Contempt  shall  redeem  from 
his  ire. 

THE  EPITAPH. 

HEBE  lies,  now  a  prey  to  insulting  neglect, 
What  once  was  a  butterfly,  gay  in  life's  beam : 

Want  only  of  wisdom  denied  her  respect, 
Want  only  of  goodness  denied  her  esteem. 


32yistlr  from  IBsoptis  to  / 

FROM  those  drear  solitudes  and  frowsy  cells, 
Where  infamy  with  sad  repentance  dwells ; 


1  'Your  charms  as  a  woman,'  says  Burns  to  Miss  Fontenelle 
in  the  letter  enclosing  the  Address,  'would  ensure  applause  to 
the  most  indifferent  actress,  and  your  theatrical  talents  would 
ensure  admiration  to  the  plainest  figure.  This,  madam,  is  not 
the  insidious  compliment  of  the  frivolous  or  interested;  I  pay 
it  from  the  same  honest  impulse  that  the  sublime  of  nature 
excites  my  admiration,  or  the  beauties  give  me  delight.  *  * 
The  lines  are  nearly  extempore:  I  know  they  have  no  great 

merit.' Miss  Fontenelle  was  young,  and  we  need  not  add, 

after  quoting  the  poet's  encomium,  beautiful ;  but  she  possessed 
slot  all  the  virtues  which  distinguished  the  character  of  the 
stately  Siddoua. 
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2  This  Monody  was  written  on  the  occasion  of  a  quarrel 
with  one  of  the  Poet's  fair  correspondents,  Mrs  Riddel.  The 
cause  of  their  quarrel  has  been  variously  related.  By  some  it 
has  been  represented  as  springing  from  the  neglect  which  the 
Poet  suffered,  in  consequence  of  her  lavishing  all  her  smiles  on 
the  '  epauletted  coxcombs,"  to  whom  Burns  had  so  decided  an 
aversion.  The  singular  Epistle  from  Esopus,  said  to  represent 
one  Williamson  an  indifferent  actor,  to  the  same  lady,  which 
follows  next  in  order,  renders  this  not  improbable,  though  we 
have  heard  it  referred  to  another  cause.  Mrs  Riddel  forgave 
the  Poet  liis  lampoons,  and  behaved  kindly  to  him  when  kind- 
ness was  most  required.  She  wrote  an  affectionate  account  of 
his  character,  and  interested  herself  deeply  in  the  fortunes  of 
his  family.  Notwithstanding  the  worse  than  contemptuous 
manner  in  which  Bums  speaks  of  her  poetry,  Mrs  Riddel  was 
a  lady  of  taste,  and  considerable  poetical  talent. 

The  Poet  seems  to  have  wished,  in  some  instances,  to  conceal 
the  object  of  his  lampoon  under  a  fictitious  name.  Some  MSP. 
render  it  correctly  Maria,  that  being  her  maiden  name. 
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Where  turnkeys  make  the  jealous  mortals  fast, 

And  deal  with  iron  hands  the  spare  repast; 

Where  truant  'prentices,  yet  young  in  sin, 

Blush  at  the  curious  stranger  peeping  in ; 

Where  strumpets,  relics  of  the  drunken  roar, 

Resolve  to  drink,  nay,  half  to  whore,  no  more ; 

Where  tiny  tlu'eves,  not  destin'd  yet  to  swing, 

Beat  hemp  for  others,  riper  for  the  string : 

From  these  dire  scenes  my  wretched  lines  I  date, 

To  tell  Maria  her  Esopus'  fate. 

'  Alas !  I  feel  I  am  no  actor  here !' 

'Tis  real  hangmen  real  scourges  bear ! 

Prepare,  Maria,  for  a  horrid  tale 

Will  turn  thy  very  rouge  to  deadly  pale ; 

Will  make  thy  hair,  tho'  erst  from  gipsy  poll'd, 

By  barber  woven,  and  by  barber  sold, 

Though  twisted  smooth  with  Harry's  nicest  care, 

Like  hoary  bristles  to  erect  and  stare. 

The  hero  of  the  mimic  scene,  no  more 

I  start  in  Hamlet,  in  Othello  roar; 

Or  haughty  cliieftain,  'mid  the  din  of  arms, 

In  Highland  bonnet  woo  Malviua's  charms ; 

While  sans  culottes  stoop  up  the  mountain  high, 

And  steal  from  me  Maria's  prying  eye. 

Blest  Highland  bonnet !  once  my  proudest  dress, 

Now  prouder  still,  Maria's  temples  press. 

I  see  her  wave  thy  towering  plumes  afar, 

And  call  each  coxcomb  to  the  wordy  war; 

I  see  her  face  the  first  of  Ireland's  sons, ' 

And  even  out-Irish  his  Hibernian  bronze ; 

The  crafty  colonel2  leaves  the  tartaned  Hues 

For  other  wars,  where  he  a  hero  shines; 

The  hopeful  youth,  hi  Scottish  senate  bred, 

Who  owns  a  Bushby's  heart  without  the  head, 

Comes  mid  a  string  of  coxcombs  to  display, 

That  veni,  vidi,  vici,  is  his  way; 

The  shrinking  bard  adown  an  alley  skulks, 

And  dreads  a  meeting  worse  than  Woolwich  hulks ; 

Though  there,  lu's  heresies  in  church  and  state 

Might  well  award  him  Muir  and  Palmer's  fate: 

Still  she  undaunted  reels  and  rattles  on, 

And  dares  the  public  like  a  noontide  sun. 

(What  scandal  call'd  Maria's  janty  stagger, 

The  ricket  reeling  of  a  crooked  swagger; 

Whose  spleen  e'en  worse  than  Burns's  venom  when 

He  dips  in  gall  unmix'd  his  eager  pen, 

And  pours  his  vengeance  in  the  burning  line, 

Who  christen'd  thus  Maria's  lyre  divine, 

The  idiot  strum  of  vanity  bemused, 

And  even  th'  abuse  of  poesy  abused; 

Who  call'd  her  verse  a  parish  workhouse,  made, 

For  motley,  foundling  fancies,  stolen  or  stray'd?) 

A  workhouse !  ah,  that  sound  awakes  my  woes, 
And  pillows  on  the  thorn  my  rack'd  repose! 


1  Gillespie. 


2  Colonel  M'Dowall  of  Logan. 


In  durance  vile  here  must  I  wake  and  weep, 

And  all  my  frowsy  couch  in  sorrow  stcoji ! 

That  straw  where  many  a  rogue  Las  lain  of  yore; 

And  vermin'd  gipsies  litter'd  heretofore. 

Why,  Lonsdale,  thus,  thy  wrath  on  vagrants  pour; 

Must  earth  no  rascal  save  thyself  endure  ? 

Must  thou  alone  hi  guilt  immortal  swell, 

And  make  a  vast  monoply  of  hell  ? 

Thou  know'st  the  virtues  cannot  hate  thee  worse; 

The  vices  also,  must  they  club  their  curse? 

Or  must  no  tiny  sin  to  others  fall, 

Because  thy  guilt's  supreme  enough  for  all  ? 

Maria,  send  me  too  thy  griefs  and  cares; 
In  all  of  thee  sure  thy  Esopus  shares. 
As  thou  at  all  mankind  the  flag  unfurls, 
Who  on  my  fair  one  satire's  vengeance  hurls  ! 
Who  calls  thee,  pert,  affected,  vain  coquette, 
A  wit  in  folly,  and  a  fool  in  wit  ? 
Who  says  that  fool  alone  is  not  thy  due, 
And  quotes  thy  treacheries  to  prove  it  true  ? 
Our  force  united  on  thy  foes  we'll  turn, 
And  dare  the  war  with  all  of  woman  born : 
For  who  can  write  and  speak  as  thou  and  I  ? 
My  periods  that  decyphering  defy, 
And  thy  still  matchless  tongue  that  conquers  all 
reply. 
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Cfje  Cm  of 


HEARD  ye  o'  the  tree  o'  France, 

I  watna  what's  the  name  o't; 
Around  it  a'  the  patriots  dance, 

Weel  Europe  kens  the  fame  o't. 
It  stands  where  ance  the  Bastile  stood, 

A  prison  built  by  kings,  man, 
When  superstition's  hellish  brood 

Kept  France  hi  leading  strings,  man. 

Upo'  this  tree  there  grows  sic  fruit, 

Its  virtues  a'  can  tell,  man  ; 
It  raises  man  aboon  the  brute, 

It  maks  him  ken  himsel',  man. 
Gif  ance  the  peasant  taste  a  bit, 

He's  greater  than  a  lord,  man, 
An'  wi'  the  beggar  shares  a  mite 

O'  a'  he  can  afford,  man. 

This  fruit  is  worth  a'  Afric's  wealth, 

To  comfort  us  'twas  sent,  man  : 
To  gi'e  the  sweetest  blush  o'  health, 

An'  mak*  us  a'  content,  man. 

3  This  poem  was  from  a  MS.  in  the  Poet'i  band-  writing  iu 
the  possession  of  the  late  Mr  James  Duncan,  MoMdleld,  n«u 
Glasgow,  and  was  first  printed  in  Mr  Robert  Chambers'*  edition 
of  the  Poetical  Works  of  Robert  Burn*,  1838. 
R 
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It  clears  the  e'en,  it  cheers  the  heart, 
Maks  high  and  low  guid  friends,  man; 

And  he  wha  acts  the  traitor's  part 
It  to  perdition  sends,  man. 

My  blessings  aye  attend  the  chiel 

Wha  pitied  Gallia's  slaves,  man, 
And  staw'd  a  branch,  spite  o'  the  diel, 

Frae  yont  the  western  waves,  man. 
Fair  virtue  water'd  it  wi'  care, 

And  now  she  sees  wi'  pride,  man, 
How  weel  it  buds  and  blossoms  there, 

Its  branches  spreading  wide,  man. 

But  vicious  folks  aye  hate  to  see 

The  works  o'  virtue  thrive,  man, 
The  courtly  vermin's  bann'd  the  tree, 

And  grat  to  see  it  thrive,  man; 
King  Louis  thought  to  cut  it  down, 

When  it  was  unco  sma',  man; 
For  this  the  watchmen  crack'd  his  crown, 

Cut  aff  his  head  and  a',  man. 

A  wicked  crew  syne,  on  a  time, 

Did  tak'  a  solemn  aith,  man, 
It  ne'er  should  flourish  to  its  prime, 

I  wat  they  pledg'd  their  faith,  man ; 
Awa  they  gaed  wi'  mock  parade, 

Like  beagles  hunting  game,  man, 
But  soon  grew  weary  o'  the  trade, 

And  wish'd  they'd  been  at  hame,  man 

For  Freedom,  standing  by  the  tree, 

Her  sons  did  loudly  ca',  man; 
She  sang  a  sang  o'  liberty, 

Which  pleas'd  them  ane  and  a',  man. 
By  her  inspir'd,  the  new-born  race 

Soon  drew  the  avenging  steel,  man ; 
The  hirelings  ran — her  foes  gied  chase, 

And  bang'd  the  despot  weel,  man. 

Let  Britain  boast  her  hardy  oak, 

Her  poplar  and  her  pine,  man, 
Auld  Britain  ance  could  crake  her  joke, 

And  o'er  her  neighbours  shine,  man. 
But  seek  the  forest  round  and  round, 

And  soon  'twill  be  agreed,  man, 
That  sic  a  tree  cannot  be  found, 

'Twix.t  London  and  the  Tweed,  man. 

Without  this  tree,  alake,  this  life 

Is  but  a  vale  o'  woe,  man ; 
A  scene  o'  sorrow  mix'd  wi'  strife, 

Nae  real  joys  we  know,  man. 
We  labour  soon,  we  labour  late, 

To  feed  the  titled  knave,  man; 
And  a'  the  comfort  we're  to  get 

Is  that  ayont  the  grave,  man. 


Wi'  plenty  o'  sic  trees,  I  trow, 

The  warld  would  live  in  peace,  man; 
The  sword  would  help  to  mak'  a  plough, 

The  din  o'  war  would  cease,  man. 
Like  brethren  in  a  common  cause, 

We'd  on  each  other  smile,  man ; 
And  equal  rights  and  equal  laws 

Wad  gladden  every  isle,  man. 

Wae  worth  the  loon  wha  wadna  eat 

Sic  halesome  dainty  cheer,  man; 
I'd  gi'e  my  shoon  frae  aff  my  feet, 

To  taste  sic  fruit,  I  swear,  man. 
Syne  let  us  pray,  auld  England  may 

Sure  plant  this  far-fam'd  tree,  man ; 
And  blythe  we'll  sing,  and  hail  the  day 

That  gave  us  liberty,  man. 


$oem  on  Pastoral 

HAIL,  Poesie !  thou  nymph  reserv'd ! 

In  chase  of  thee,  what  crowds  ha'e  swerv'd 

Frae  common  sense,  or  sunk  encrv'd 

'Mang  heaps  o'  clavers; 
And  och !  owre  aft  thy  joes  ha'e  starv'd, 

Mid  a'  thy  favours ! 


1  '  Pastoral  poetry  not  only  amuses  the  fancy  the  most 
delightfully,  but  is  likewise  more  agreeable  to  it  than  any  other 
sort  whatsoever.  It  transports  us  into  a  kind  of  fairy-land 
where  our  ears  are  soothed  with  the  melody  of  birds,  bloating 
flocks,  and  purling  streams;  our  eyes  are  enchanted  with 
flowery  meadows  and  springing  greens;  we  are  laid  under 
cool  shades,  and  entertained  with  all  the  sweets  and  freshness 
of  nature.  It  is  a  dream,  it  is  a  vision  which  we  wish  may  be 
real,  and  we  believe  that  it  is  true.  *  *  *  An  author  that 
would  amuse  himself  by  writing  pastorals,  should  form  in 
his  fancy  a  rural  scene  of  perfect  ease  and  tranquillity,  where 
innocence,  simplicity,  and  joy  abound.  It  is  not  enough  that 
he  writes  about  the  country ;  he  must  give  us  what  is  agreea- 
ble in  that  scene  and  hide  what  is  unliked.  It  is  indeed  com- 
monly affirmed  that  truth  well  painted  will  certainly  please 
the  imagination ;  but  it  is  sometimes  convenient  not  to  discover 
the  whole  truth,  but  that  part  only  which  is  delightful.  We 
must  sometimes  show  only  half  an  image  to  the  fancy;  which, 
if  we  display  in  a  lovely  manner,  the  mind  is  so  dexterously 
deluded,  that  it  doth  not  readily  perceive  that  the  other  half 
is  concealed.  Thus  in  writing  pastorals,  let  the  tranquillity  of 
that  life  appear  full  and  plain,  but  hide  the  meanness  of  it ; 
represent  its  simplicity  as  clear  as  you  please,  but  cover  its 
misery.  I  would  not  hereby  be  so  understood  as  if  I  thought 
nothing  that  is  irksome  or  unpleasant  should  have  a  place  in 
these  writings;  I  only  mean  that  this  state  of  life  in  general 
should  be  supposed  agreeable.  But  as  there  is  no  condition 
exempt  from  anxiety,  I  will  allow  shepherds  to  be  afflicted 
with  such  misfortunes  as  the  loss  of  a  favourite  lamb  or  a  faith- 
less mistress.  He  may,  if  you  please,  pick  a  thorn  out  of  his 
foot,  or  vent  his  grief  for  losing  a  prize  in  dancing;  but  these 
being  small  torments,  they  recommend  that  state  which  only 
produces  such  trifling  evils.  Again  I  would  not  seem  so  strait 
in  my  notions  of  innocence  and  simplicity  as  to  deny  the  use  of 
a  little  railing,  or  the  liberty  of  stealing  a  kid  or  a  sheep-hook. 
For  these  are  likewise  such  petty  enormities,  that  we  must 
think  the  country  happy  where  they  are  the  greatest  trans- 
gressions. ' — Steele. 

Gilbert  Burns,  in  his  edition  of  his  brother's  works,  first  sug- 
gested that  this  poem  was  not  the  Poet's  composition.  How  he 
could  be  led  to  entertain  such  an  idea  it  is  not  easy  to  conjec- 
ture. Every  stanza  bears  the  impress  of  the  broad-arrow  of 
Burns's  genius. 
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Say,  lassie,  why  thy  train  amang, 
While  loud  the  trump's  heroic  clang, 
And  sock  or  buskin  skelp  alang 

To  death  or  marriage; 
Scarce  ane  has  tried  the  Shepherd-sang 

But  wi'  miscarriage? 

In  Homer's  craft  Jock  Milton  thrives 
Eschylus'  pen  Will  Shakspeare  drives; 
Wee  Pope,  the  knurlin',  till  him  rives 

Horatian  fame; 
In  thy  sweet  sang,  Barbauld,  survives 

Even  Sappho's  flame. 

But  thee,  Theocritus,  wha  matches  ? 
They're  no  herd's  ballats,  Maro's  catches : 
Squire  Pope  but  busks  his  skinklin'  patches 

O'  heathen  tatters: 
I  pass  by  hunders,  nameless  wretches, 

That  ape  their  betters. 

In  this  braw  age  o'  wit  an'  Icar, 

Will  nane  the  Shepherd's  whistle  mair 

Blaw  sweetly,  in  its  native  air 

And  rural  grace; 
And  wi'  the  far-fam'd  Grecian  share 

A  rival  place  ? 

Yes !  there  is  ane — a  Scottish  callan ! 
There's  ane ;  come  forrit,  honest  Allan ! 
Thou  needna  jouk  behint  the  hall  an, 

A  chiel  sae  clever; 
The  teeth  o'  Time  may  gnaw  Tamtallan, 

But  thou's  for  ever. 

Thou  paints  auld  nature  to  the  nines, 

In  thy  sweet  Caledonian  lines ; 

Nae  gowden  stream  thro'  myrtles  twines, 

Where  Philomel, 
While  nightly  breezes  sweep  the  vines, 

Her  griefs  will  tell! 

In  gowany  glens  thy  burnie  strays, 
Where  bonnie  lassies  bleach  their  claes; 
Or  trots  by  hazelly  shaws  and  braes, 

Wi'  hawthorns  gray, 
Where  blackbirds  join  the  shepherd's  lays 

At  close  o'  day. 

Thy  rural  loves  are  nature's  sel' ; 
Nae  bombast  spates  o'  nonsense  swell; 
Nae  snap  conceits,  but  that  sweet  spell 

O'  witchin'  love, 
That  charm  that  can  the  strongest  quell ; 

The  sternest  move. 


Sonnet, 

WRITTEN  ON  25TH  OP  JANfARY,  1793,  THR 

BIRTH-DAY  OP  THR  AUTHOR, 
ON  HEARING  A  THRUSH  UNO  IN  A  MORNING  WALK. 

SING  on,  sweet  tlirush,  upon  the  leafless  bough ; 
Sing  on,  sweet  bird,  I  listen  to  thy  strain : 
See  aged  winter,  'mid  his  surly  reign, 

At  thy  blithe  carol  clears  Ids  furrow'd  brow. 

So  in  lone  poverty's  dominion  drear, 

Sits  meek  content  with  light  unanxious  heart, 
Welcomes  the  rapid  moments,  bids  them  part, 

Nor  asks  if  they  bring  aught  to  hope  or  fear. 

I  thank  thee,  Author  of  this  opening  day ! 

Thou  whose  bright  sun  now  gilds  yon  orient 
skies! 

Riches  denied,  thy  boon  was  purer  joys, 
What  wealth  could  never  give  nor  take  away ! 

Yet  come,  thou  child  of  poverty  and  care; 
The  mite  high  Heaven  bestowed,  that  mite  with 
thee  I'll  share. 


Sonnet  on  t$e  Dralf)  of  l\obrrt  Kfttoel,  £0q. 

OP  GLENRIDDF.L,  APRIL,  1794. 

No  more,  ye  warblers  of  the  wood,  no  more ! 
Nor  pour  your  descant,  grating  on  my  soul ; 
Thou  young-eyed  Spring,  gay  in  thy  verdant 

stole, 

More  welcome  were  to  me  grim  winter's  wildest 
roar. 

How  can  ye  charm,  ye  flow'rs,  with  all  your  dyes  ! 
Ye  blow  upon  the  sod  that  wraps  my  friend: 
How  can  I  to  the  tuneful  strain  attend  ? 

That  strain  flows  round  th'  untimely  tomb  where 
Riddel  lies. 

Yes,  pour,  ye  warblers,  pour  the  notes  of  woe, 
And  soothe  the  Virtues  weeping  on  his  bier: 
The  Man  of  Worth,  and  has  not  left  his  peer, 

Is  in  this  "narrow  house"  for  ever  darkly  low. 

Thee,  Spring,  again  with  joy  shall  others  greet ; 
Me,  mem'ry  of  my  loss  will  only  meet. 
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liEPKOMPTU, 


NOVEMBER  4,  1793. 

OLD  Winter  with  his  frosty  beard, 
Thus  once  to  Jove  his  prayer  preferr'd; 
What  have  I  done  of  all  the  year, 
To  bear  this  hated  doom  severe  ? 
My  cheerless  suns  no  pleasure  know; 
Night's  horrid  car  drags,  dreary,  slow; 
My  dismal  months  no  joys  are  crowning, 
But  spleeny  English,  hanging,  drowning. 
Now,  Jove,  for  once  be  mighty  civil, 
To  counterbalance  all  this  evil  ; 
Give  me,  and  I've  no  more  to  say, 
Give  me  Maria's  natal  day  ! 
That  brilliant  gift  will  so  enrich  me, 
Spring,  summer,  autumn,  cannot  match  me  ; 
'Tis  done  !  says  Jove  ;  so  ends  my  story, 
And  Winter  once  rejoic'd  in  glory. 


Htfcertg. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

THEE,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among, 
Thee,  famed  for  martial  deed  and  sacred  song, 

To  thee  I  turn  with  swimming  eyes; 
Where  is  that  soul  of  freedom  fled  ? 
Immingled  with  the  mighty  dead ! 

Beneath  that  hallowed  turf  where  Wallace  lies ! 
Hear  it  not,  Wallace,  in  thy  bed  of  death ! 

Ye  babbling  winds  in  silence  sweep ; 

Disturb  not  yet  the  hero's  sleep, 
Nor  give  the  coward  secret  breath. — 

Is  this  the  power  in  freedom's  war 

That  wont  to  bid  the  battle  rage  ? 
Behold  that  eye  which  shot  immortal  hate, 

Crushing  the  despot's  proudest  bearing, 
That  arm  which,  nerved  with  thundering  fate 

Braved  usurpation's  boldest  daring ! 
One  quench'd  in  darkness  like  the  sinking  star, 
And  one  the  palsied  arm  of  tottering,  powerless 
age. 


Cfie  'Foforfs. 


'TWAS  where  the  birch  and  sounding  thong  are 

plied, 

The  noisy  domicile  of  pedant  pride ; 
Where  ignorance  her  darkening  vapour  throws, 
And  cruelty  directs  the  thickening  blows ; 


Upon  a  time  Sir  Abece  the  great, 

In  all  his  pedagogic  powers  elate, 

His  awful  chair  of  state  resolves  to  mount, 

And  call  the  trembling  vowels  to  account. 

First  enter'd  A,  a  grave,  broad,  solemn  wight, 
But,  ah !  deform 'd,  dishonest  to  the  sight ! 
His  twisted  head  look'd  backward  on  his  way, 
And  flagrant  from  the  scourge,  he  grunted,  ai ! 

Reluctant,  E  stalk 'd  in;  with  piteous  grace 
The  justling  tears  ran  down  his  honest  face  ! 
That  name,  that  well-worn  name,  and  all  his  own, 
Pale  he  surrenders  at  the  tyrant's  throne ! 
The  pedant  stifles  keen  the  Roman  sound, 
Not  all  his  mongrel  diphthongs  can  compound ; 
And  next  the  title  following  close  behind, 
He  to  tlie  nameless,  ghastly  wretch  assign'd. 

The  cobweb'd  gothic  dome  resounded,  Y  ! 

In  sullen  vengeance,  I  disdain 'd  reply: 

The  pedant  swung  Ms  felon  cudgel  round, 

And  knock'd  the  groaning  vowel  to  the  ground  ! 

In  rueful  apprehension  enter'd  O, 

The  wailing  minstrel  of  despairing  wo ; 

Th'  Inquisitor  of  Spain  the  most  expert, 

Might  there  have  learnt  new  mysteries  of  his  art : 

So  grim,  deform'd,  with  horrors  entering  U, 

His  dearest  friend  and  brother  scarcely  knew ! 

As  trembling  U  stood  staring  all  aghast, 
The  pedant  in  his  left  hand  clutch 'd  liirn  fast, 
In  helpless  infant's  tears  he  dipp'd  his  right, 
Baptiz'd  him  eu,  and  kick'd  him  from  his  sight. 


Verses  to  $'.  Kanfct'iw. 

AE  day,  as  Death,  that  gruesome  carl, 
Was  driving  to  the  tither  warl 
A  mixtie-maxtie  motley  squad, 
And  mony  a  guilt-bespotted  lad ; 
Black  gowns  of  each  denomination, 
And  thieves  of  every  rank  and  station, 
From  him  that  wears  the  star  and  garter, 
To  him  that  wintles  in  a  halter : 
Asham'd  himself  to  see  the  wretches, 
He  mutters,  glow'rin'  at  the  bitches, 
"By  G-d,  I'll  not  be  seen  behint  them, 
Nor  'mang  the  sp'ritual  core  present  them 
Without  at  least  ae  honest  man, 

To  grace  this  d d  infernal  clan." 

By  Adamhill  a  glance  he  threw, 
"  L — d  G-d !"  quoth  he,  "  I  have  it  now, 
There's  just  the  man  I  want,  in  faith," 
And  quickly  stoppit  Rankings  breath. 
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TO  MY  DEAR  AND  MUCH  HONOURED  FKIEND, 
MI1S  DCNLOP,  OF  Df.NLOP. 

SENSIBILITY,  how  charming, 

Thou,  my  friend,  canst  truly  tell; 

But  distress,  with  horrors  arming, 
Thou  hast  also  known  too  well! 

Fairest  flower,  behold  the  lily, 
Blooming  in  the  sunny  ray : 

Let  the  blast  sweep  o'er  the  valley, 
See  it  prostrate  on  the  clay. 

Hear  the  wood-lark  charm  the  forest, 

Telling  o'er  his  little  joys; 
Hapless  bird !  a  prey  the  surest, 

To  each  pirate  of  the  skies. 

Dearly  bought  the  hidden  treasure 

Finer  feelings  can  bestow ; 
Chords  that  vibrate  sweetest  pleasure, 

Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe. 


nines, 

SENT  TO  A  GENTLEMAN  WHOM  HE  RAD  OFFENDED. 

THE  friend,  whom,  wild  from  wisdom's  way, 
The  fumes  of  wine  infuriate  send; 

(Not  moony  madness  more  astray) 

Who  but  deplores  that  hapless  friend  ? 

Mine  was  th'  insensate  frenzied  part, 
Ah  why  should  I  such  scenes  outlive  ? 

Scenes  so  abhorrent  to  my  heart ! 
'Tis  thine  to  pity  and  forgive. 


Inscription 


FOR  AN  ALTAR  TO  INDEPENDENCE,  AT  KERRODORTREE,  THE  SEAT 
OF  MR  HERON;  WRITTEN  IN  SUMMER,  1795. 

THOU  of  an  independent  mind, 

With  soul  resolv'd,  with  soul  resign'd; 

Prepar'd  Power's  proudest  frown  to  brave, 

Who  wilt  not  be,  nor  have  a  slave; 

Virtue  alone  who  dost  revere, 

Thy  own  reproach  alone  dost  fear, 

Approach  this  shrine,  and  worship  here. 


<Dn  ifie  Drat&  of  a  .•fFabouritr  (Tfitlo. ' 

On  sweet  be  thy  sleep  in  the  land  of  the  grave, 

My  dear  little  angel,  for  ever; 
For  ever — oh  no !  let  not  man  be  a  slave, 

His  hopes  from  existence  to  sever. 

Tho'  cold  be  the  clay  where  thou  pillow'st  thy  head, 
In  the  dark  silent  mansions  of  sorrow, 

The  spring  shall  return  to  thy  low  narrow  bed, 
Like  the  beam  of  the  day-star  to-morrow. 

The  flower-stem  shall  bloom  like  thy  sweet  seraph 

form, 

Ere  the  spoiler  had  nipt  thee  in  blossom, 
When  thou  shrunk  from  the  scowl  of  the  loud 

winter  storm, 
And  nestled  thee  close  to  that  bosom. 

Oh  still  I  behold  thee,  all  lovely  in  death, 

Reclin'd  on  the  lap  of  thy  mother, 
When  the  tear  trickled  bright,  when  the  short 
stifled  breath, 

Told  how  dear  ye  were  aye  to  each  other. 

My  child,  thou  art  gone  to  the  home  of  thy  rest, 
Where  suffering  no  longer  can  harm  y«>, 

Where  the  songs  of  the  good,  where  the  hymns 

of  the  blest, 
Through  an  endless  existence  shall  cliarm  \v, 

While  he,  thy  fond  parent,  must  sighing  sojourn, 
Through  the  dire  desert  regions  of  sorrow, 

O'er  the  hope  and  misfortune  of  being  to  mourn, 
And  sigh  for  tliis  life's  latest  morrow. 


Co  «  lit ss. 

HUMID  seal  of  soft  affections, 
Tend'rest  pledge  of  future  bliss, 

Dearest  tie  of  young  connections, 
Love's  first  snow-drop,  virgin  kiss. 


1  In  January,  1796,  the  Port  thus  write*  to  Mrs  Dunlnp:— 
•  These  many  months  you  have  been  two  packets  in  my  debt— 
what  tin  of  ignorance  I  have  committed  against  to  highly 
valued  a  friend  I  am  utterly  at  a  tins  to  guess.  Alas!  Madam! 
ill  can  I  afford,  at  this  time,  to  be  deprived  of  any  of  the  small 
remnant  of  my  pleasures.  I  have  lately  drunk  deep  of  the 
cup  of  affliction.  The  autumn  robbed  me  of  an  only  daughter 
and  darling  child,  and  that  at  a  distance  too,  and  to  rapidly, 
as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power  to  pay  the  last  duties  to  h.-r.  I 
had  scarcely  begun  to  recover  from  that  i-liook.  when  I  became 
myself  the  victim  of  a  most  severe  rheumatic  fever,  and  long 
the  die  spun  dnuMful ;  until,  after  many  weeks  of  •  »ick  bed, 
it  seems  to  have  turned  up  life,  and  I  am  beginning  to  crawl 
across  my  room,  and  once  Indeed,  have  been  before  my  own 
door  In  the  street.'  Although  the  above  poem  appears  in  most 
editions  of  Burns,  we  have  ascertained  that  it  wms  not  In  reality 
written  by  him,  bat  belongs  to  an  earlier  period  of  the  last 
century. 
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Speaking  silence,  dumb  confession, 
Passion's  birth,  and  infants'  play, 

Dove-like  fondness,  chaste  concession, 
Glowing  dawn  of  brighter  day. 

Son-owing  joy,  adieu's  last  action, 

When  ling'ring  lips  no  more  must  join; 

What  words  can  ever  speak  affection 
So  thrilling  and  sincere  as  thine! 


SPOKEN  BY  MISS  FONTENELLE  ON  HER  BENEFIT-NIGHT, 
DEO.  4,  1795,  AT  THE  THEATR2,  DUMFRIES. 

STILL  anxious  to  secure  your  partial  favour, 
And  not  less  anxious,  sure,  this  night,  than  ever, 
A  Prologue,  Epilogue,  or  some  such  matter, 
'Twould  vamp  my  bill,  said  I,  if  nothing  better; 
So,  sought  a  Poet,  roosted  near  the  skies; 
Told  him  I  came  to  feast  my  cui-ious  eyes; 
Said,  nothing  like  his  works  was  ever  printed; 
And  last,  my  Prologue-business  slily  hinted. 

"Ma'am,let  me  tell  you,"  quoth  my  man  of  rhymes, 
"I  know  your  bent — these  are  no  laughing  times: 
Can  you — but,  Miss,  I  own  I  have  my  fears, 
Dissolve  in  pause — and  sentimental  tears — 
With  laden  sighs,  and  solemn-rounded  sentence, 
Rouse  from  his  sluggish  slumbers,  fell  Repentance ; 
Paint  Vengeance  as  he  takes  his  horrid  stand, 
Waving  on  high  the  desolating  brand, 
Calling  the  storms  to  bear  him  o'er  a  guilty  land  ?" 

I  could  no  more — askance  the  creature  eyeing, 
D'ye  think,  said  I,  this  face  was  made  for  crying? 
111  laugh,  that's  poz — nay  more,  the  world  shall 

know  it: 
And  so,  your  servant !  gloomy  Master  Poet ! 

Firm  as  my  creed,  Sirs,  'tis  my  fix'd  belief, 
That  Misery's  another  word  for  Grief: 
I  also  think — so  may  I  be  a  bride! 
That  so  much  laughter,  so  much  life  enjoy'd. 

Thou  man  of  crazy  care  and  ceaseless  sigh, 
Still  under  bleak  Misfortune's  blasting  eye; 
Doom'd  to  that  sorest  task  of  man  alive — 
To  make  three  guineas  do  the  work  of  five : 
Laugh  in  Misfortune's  face — the  beldam  witch! 
Say,  you'll  be  merry,  tho'  you  can't  be  rich. 

Thou  other  man  of  care,  the  wretch  in  love, 
Who  long  with  jiltish  arts  and  airs  hast  strove ; 
Who,  as  the  boughs  all  temptingly  project, 
Measur'st  in  desperate   thought — a  rope — thy 

neck — 

Or,  -where  the  beetling  cliff  o'erhangs  the  deep, 
Peerest  to  meditate  the  healing  leap : 


Wouldst  thou  be  cur'd,  thou  silly,  moping  elf, 
Laugh  at  her  follies — laugh  e'en  at  thyself: 
Learn  to  despise  those  frowns  now  so  terrific, 
And  love  a  kinder — that's  your  grand  specific 

To  sum  up  all,  be  merry,  I  advise: 

And  as  we're  merry,  may  we  still  be  wise 


©n  swing  Miss  jfonttnette, 

IN  A  FAVOURITE  CHARACTER. 

SWEET  naivete  of  feature, 
Simple,  wild,  enchanting  elf, 

Not  to  thee,  but  thanks  to  Nature, 
Thou  art  acting  but  thyself. 

Wert  thou  awkward,  stiff,  affected, 
Spurning  nature,  torturing  art; 

Loves  and  graces  all  rejected, 
Then  indeed  thou'd'st  act  a  part. 


R.  B. 


Co 


WRITTEN  ON  A  BLANK  LEAP  OF  A  COPY  OF  HIS  POEMS 
PRESENTED  TO  A  LADY. 

'Tis  friendship's  pledge,  my  young,  fair  friend, 

Nor  thou  the  gift  refuse, 
Nor  with  unwilling  ear  attend 

The  moralising  muse. 

Since  thou,  in  all  thy  youth  and  charms, 

Must  bid  the  world  adieu, 
(A  world  'gainst  peace  in  constant  arms) 

To  join  the  friendly  few. 

Since,  thy  gay  morn  of  life  o'ercast, 

Chill  came  the  tempest's  lower; 
(And  ne'er  misfortune's  eastern  blast 

Did  nip  a  fairer  flower,) 

Since  life's  gay  scenes  must  charm  no  more, 

Still  much  is  left  behind  ; 
Still  nobler  wealth  hast  thou  in  store, 

The  comforts  of  the  mind! 

Thine  is  the  self-approving  glow, 

On  conscious  honour's  part; 
And,  dearest  gift  of  heaven  below, 

Thine  friendship's  truest  heart. 

The  joys  refin'd  of  sense  and  taste, 

With  every  muse  to  rove  : 
And  doubly  were  the  poet  blest 

These  joys  could  he  improve. 
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&rron 


[BALLAD  i.] 

WHOM  will  you  send  to  London  town, 

To  Parliament  and  a'  that  ? 
Or  wha  in  a'  the  country  round 
The  best  deserves  to  fa'  that  ? 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
Thro'  Galloway  and  a'  that; 
Where  is  the  laird  or  belted  knight 
That  best  deserves'to  fa'  that  ? 

Wha  sees  Kerroughtree's  open  yett, 

And  wha  is't  never  saw  that  ? 
Wha  ever  wi'  Kerroughtree  met 
And  has  a  doubt  of  a'  that? 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that  ; 
The  independent  patriot, 
The  honest  man,  an'  a'  that. 

Tho'  wit  and  worth  in  either  sex, 

Saint  Mary's  Isle  can  shaw  that; 
Wi'  dukes  an'  lords  let  Selkirk  mix, 
And  weel  does  Selkirk  fa'  that. 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that  ! 
The  independent  commoner 
Shall  be  the  man  for  a'  that. 

But  why  should  we  to  nobles  jouk  ? 

And  it's  against  the  law  that  ; 
For  why,  a  lord  may  be  a  gouk 
Wi'  ribbon,  star,  and  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that  ! 
A  lord  may  be  a  lousy  loon, 
Wi'  ribbon,  star,  an*  a'  that. 

A  beardless  boy  comes  o'er  the  hills, 

Wi'  uncle's  purse  an'  a'  that; 
But  we'll  ha'e  ane  frae  'mang  oursels, 
A  man  we  ken,  an'  a'  that. 

For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  tliat  ! 
For  we're  not  to  be  bought  an'  sold 
Like  naigs,  an'  nowt,  an'  a'  that. 


1  'This  is  the  first  of  several  ballads  which  Burns  wrote  to 
serve  Patrick  Heron  of  Kerroughtree,  in  two  elections,  in 
which  he  was  opposed,  first  by  Gordon  of  Balmaghie,  and 
secondly  by  the  Hon.  Montgomery  Stewart.  They  are  known 
to  the  peasantry  by  the  name  of  the  •  Heron  Ballads.*  The 
Poet  seems  at  first  to  have  contemplated  some  such  harmless 
and  laughable  effusions  as  those  which  he  wrote  on  Miller's 
election.  The  first  ballad  is  gentle  and  moderate :  it  is  a  song 
of  eulogy  on  Heron — not  of  reproof  to  his  opposen.  These 


Then  let  us  drink  the  Stewartry, 

Kerroughtree's  laird,  an'  a'  that, 
Our  representative  to  be, 
For  weel  he's  worthy  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  an'  a'  that, 
Here's  Heron  yet  for  a'  that ! 
A  House  of  Commons  such  as  he, 
They  would  be  blest  that  saw  that. 


€{je  Ibrron  Sallatra. 

[BALLAD  n.j 

THE  ELECTION. 

Tt.NE-.Fy,  Itttua'  tothe  Bridal. 

FY,  let  us  a'  to  Kirkcudbright, 

For  there  will  be  bickerin'  there ; 
For  Murray's  light-horse  are  to  muster, 

An'  O,  how  the  heroes  will  swear! 
And  there  will  be  Murray  commander, 

An'  Gordon  the  battle  to  win ; 
Like  brothers  they  stand  by  each  other, 

Sae  knit  in  alliance  an'  kin. 

An'  there  will  be  black -nebbit  Johnnie,1 

The  tongue  o'  the  trump  to  them  a'; 
An'  he  get  na  hell  for  his  haddin' 

The  deil  gets  na  justice  ava'; 
An'  there  will  be  Kemplcton's  birkie, 

A  boy  na  sac  black  at  the  bane, 
But  as  for  his  fine  nabob  fortune, 

We'll  e'en  let  the  subject  alanc. 3 

An*  there  will  be  Wigton's  new  sheriff, 

Dame  Justice  fu'  brawlie  has  sped, 
She's  gotten  the  heart  of  a  Busby, 

But,  Lord,  what's  become  o'  the  head  ? 
An'  there  will  be  Cardoness,4  Esquire, 

Sae  mighty  in  Cardoness'  eyes; 
A  wight  that  will  weather  damnation — 

The  devil  the  prey  will  despise. 

An'  there  will  be  Douglasses5  doughty 
New  christ 'ning  towns  far  and  near ; 

Abjuring  their  democrat  doings, 
By  kissing  the  —  o'  a  peer; 


ballads  were  printed  at  the  time  on  one  side  of  a  sheet,  and 
widely  disseminated  over  the  country:  they  were  understood 
merely  as  election  squibs,  and  none  of  the  gentlemen  lampooned 
looked  otherwise  upon  them  than  as  production  of  poetic  art.' 
— ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM. 

2  John  Busby,  of  Tinwald  Downs. 

3  Allusion  is  here  made  to  a  brother  of  Mr  Busby,  whote 
Eaat  Indian  fortune  was   popularly  represented  as  having 
originated  in  some  transactions  connected  with  the  Ayr  Bank, 
before  iU  owner  went  abroad. 

4  Maxwell,  of  Cardoness. 

5  Mr  Douglas  of  Corlingwark  irmve  the  name  of  Castlo 
Donglas  to  a  village  which  rose  in  hu  neighbourhood— now  • 
populous  town. 
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An'  there  will  be  Kenmure  sae  gen'rous ! 

Whose  honour  is  proof  to  the  storm, 
To  save  them  from  stark  reprobation, 

He  lent  them  his  name  to  the  firm. 

But  we  winna  mention  Redcastle, 

The  body,  e'en  let  him  escape ! 
He'd  venture  the  gallows  for  siller, 

An'  'twere  na  the  cost  o'  the  rape. 
An'  where  is  our  King's  lord  lieutenant, 

Sae  fam'd  for  his  gratefu'  return  ? 
The  billie  is  gettin'  his  questions, 

To  say  in  St  Stephen's  the  morn. 

An'  there  will  be  lads  o'  the  gospel, 

Muirhead,  wha's  as  gude  as  he's  true; 
An'  there  will  be  Buittle's  apostle, 

Wha's  mair  o'  the  black  than  the  blue; 
An'  there  will  be  folk  frae  St  Mary's, 

A  house  o'  great  merit  and  note, 
The  deil  ane  but  honours  them  highly, — 

The  deil  ane  will  gie  them  his  vote ! 

An'  there  will  be  wealthy  young  Richard, 

Dame  Fortune  should  hing  by  the  neck; 
For  prodigal,  thriftless,  bestowing, 

His  merit  had  won  him  respect : 
An'  there  will  be  rich  brother  nabobs, 

Tho'  nabobs,  yet  men  of  the  first, 
An'  there  will  be  Collieston's  whiskers, 

An'  Quentin,  o'  lads  not  the  warst. 

An'  there  will  be  stamp-office  Johnnie,1 

Tak'  tent  how  ye  purchase  a  dram; 
An'  there  will  be  gay  Cassencarrie, 

An'  there  will  be  gleg  Colonel  Tarn ; 
An'  there  will  be  trusty  Kerroughtree, 

Whase  honour  was  ever  his  law, 
If  the  virtues  were  pack'd  in  a  parcel, 

His  worth  might  be  sample  for  a'. 

An'  can  we  forget  the  auld  Major, 

Wha'll  ne'er  be  forgot  in  the  Greys ; 
Our  flatt'ry  we'll  keep  for  some  ither, 

Hun  only  it's  justice  to  praise. 
An'  there  will  be  maiden  Kilkerran, 

And  also  Barskimming's  guid  knight, 
An'  there  will  be  roarin'  Birtwhistle, 

Wha,  luckily,  roars  in  the  right. 

An'  there,  frae  the  Niddesdale  border, 

Will  mingle  the  Maxwells  in  droves ; 
Teugh  Johnnie,  staunch  Geordie,  an'  Walie 

That  griens  for  the  fishes  and  loaves; 
An'  there  will  be  Logan  Mac  Douall, 

Sculdudd'ry  an'  he  will  be  there, 
An'  also  the  wild  Scot  o'  Galloway, 

Sodgerin',  gunpowder  Blair. 


Then  hey  the  chaste  int'rest  o'  Broughton, 

An'  hey  for  the  blessings  'twill  bring ! 
It  may  send  Balmagliie  to  the  Commons, 

In  Sodom  'twould  make  him  a  king; 
An'  hey  for  the  sanctified  Murray, 

Our  land  wha  wi'  chapels  has  stor'd; 
He  founder'd  his  horse  amang  harlots, 

But  gied  the  auld  naig  to  the  Lord. 2 


Cfje 


[BALLAD  in.} 


AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  SONG. 
TUNE  —  Buy  Broom  Besoms. 

WHA  will  buy  my  troggin,  3 

Fine  election  ware; 
Broken  trade  o'  Broughton, 
A'  in  high  repair. 

Buy  braw  troggin, 

Frae  the  banks  o'  Dee; 
Wha  wants  troggin 
Let  him  come  to  me. 

There's  a  noble  Earl's 

Fame  and  high  renown,4 
For  an  auld  sang  — 

It's  thought  the  gudes  were  stown. 
Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  the  worth  o'  Broughton5 

In  a  needle's  ee; 
Here's  a  reputation 

Tint  by  Balmaghie.6 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  an  honest  conscience 

Might  a  prince  adorn; 
Frae  the  downs  o'  Tinwald  — 

Sae  was  never  born.7 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 


1  John  Syme,  the  poet's  friend. 

2  '  When  Burns  wrote  tliis  second  ballad,  the  election  had 
taken  a  serious  turn  against  Heron.    The  verses  are  severe 
in  most  instances.    Worthier  men  than  several  of  those  lam- 
pooned were  not  then  alive,  but  he  desired  to  help  his  friend, 
and  regarded  not  what  weapons  he  used,  provided  they  were 
sharp.    The  gentlemen  named  were  the  most  active  canvassers 
on  both  sides ;  praise  is  lavished  on  the  adherents  of  Heron, 
and  satiric  abuse  is  bestowed  on  the  friends  of  the  Gordon.' — 
ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM. 

3  A  set  of  miscellaneous  dealers,  who  used  to  travel  in 
Scotland,  were  called  troggers.     Troggin  is  a  general  plirase 
for  their  wares. 

4  The  Earl  of  Galloway. 

5  Mr  Murray,  of  Broughton. 

6  Gordon  of  Balmaghie,  one  of  the  candidates. 

7  A  bitter  allusion  to  Mr  Busby. 
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Here's  the  stuff  and  lining, 

O'  Cardoness's  head; 
Fine  for  a  sodger 

A'  the  wale  o'  lead. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  a  little  wadset 

Buittle's  scrap  o'  truth, 
Pawn'd  in  a  gin-shop 

Quenching  holy  drouth. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  armorial  bearings, 

Frae  the  manse  o'  Urr; 
The  crest,  and  auld  crab-apple ' 

Rotten  at  the  core. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here  is  Satan's  picture, 

Like  a  bizzard  gled, 
Pouncing  poor  Redcastle 

Sprawlin'  like  a  taed. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here's  the  worth  and  wisdom 

Collieston  can  boast; 
By  a  thievish  midge 

They  had  been  nearly  lost. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Here  is  Murray's  fragments 

O'  the  ten  commands; 
Gifted  by  black  Jock 

To  get  them  aff  his  hands. 

Buy  braw  troggin,  &c. 

Saw  ye  e'er  sio  troggin? 
If  to  buy  ye're  slack, 
Hornie's  turnin'  chapman, — 
Hell  buy  a'  the  pack. 

Buy  braw  troggin 

Frae  the  banks  o'  Dee; 
Wha  wants  troggin 
Let  him  come  to  me.2 


1  •  Burns  hero  alludes  to  a  brother  wit,  the  Rev.  Dr  Muir-  , 
head,  minister  of  Urr,  in  Galloway.    The  hit  applied  very  I 
well,  for  Muirhead  was  a  wind-dried,  unhealthy  looking  little 
manikin,  very  proud  of  his  genealogy,  and  ambitious  of  being 
acknowledged  on  all  occasions  as  the  chief  of  th«  Muirhaidt!'— 
ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM. 

2  'This  third  ballad  refers  to  the  contest  between  Heron  and 
Stewart :  the  former  was  successful  on  the  hustings,  but  was 
unseated  by  a  Committee  of  the  Commons,  and  died  on  his 
way  back  to  Scotland.    But  his  nature  was  too  noble,  and  his 
inind  too  pious,  to  allow  political  disappointment  to  prevail 
against  reason  ;  his  health  had  been  for  some  time  giving  way: 
he  was  taken  ill  at  Grantham,  and  died  in  peace  with  all  man- 
kind.     It  was  one  of  the  dreams  of  his  day,  in  which  Burns 
indulged,  that,  by  some  miraculous  movement,  the  Tory  coun- 
sellors of  the  king  would  be  dismissed,  and  the  Whigs,  with  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  at  their  head,  rule  and  reign  in  their  stead. 
That  Heron  aided  in  strengthening  this  •  devout  imagination,' 
is  certain ;  but  then  the  laird  of  Kerroughtreo  wa«  the  victim 
of  the  delusion  himself.'— ALLAN  CHNNINGHAM. 
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[BALLAD  iv.] 
JOHN  BUSBY'S3  LAMENTATION. 

'TWAS  in  the  seventeen  hundred  year 

O'  Christ,  and  ninety-five, 
That  year  I  was  the  waest  man 

O'  ony  man  alive. 

In  March,  the  three-and-twentieth  day, 
The  sun  raise  clear  and  bright ; 

But  O,  I  was  a  waefu'  man 
Ere  toofa'  o'  the  night. 

Yerl  Galloway  lang  did  rule  this  hind 

Wi*  equal  right  and  fame, 
And  thereto  was  his  kinsman  join'd 

The  Murray's  noble  name ! 

Yerl  Galloway  lang  did  rule  the  land, 

Made  me  the  judge  o'  strife ; 
But  now  yerl  Galloway's  sceptre's  broke, 

And  eke  my  hangman's  knife. 

'Twas  by  the  banks  o*  bonny  Dee, 
Beside  Kirkcudbright  towers, 

The  Stewart  and  the  Murray  there 
Did  muster  a'  their  powers. 

The  Murray  on  the  auld  gray  yaud, 

Wi'  winged  spurs  did  ride, 
That  auld  gray  yaud,  yea,  Nid'sdale  rade, 

He  staw  upon  Nidside. 

An'  there  had  been  the  yerl  himsel", 

O  there  had  been  nae  play; 
But  Garlics  was  to  London  gane, 

And  sae  the  kye  might  stray. 

And  there  was  Balmaghic,  I  ween, 
In  the  front  rank  he  wad  shine; 

But  Balmaghie  had  better  been 
Drinking  Madeira  wine. 

Frae  the  Glenken  came  to  our  aid 

A  chief  o'  doughty  deed, 
In  case  that  worth  should  wanted  be, 

O'  Kenmore  we  had  need, 

And  there  sae  grave  Squire  Cardoness 

Look'd  on  till  a*  was  done ; 
Sac,  in  the  tower  o'  Cardoness, 

A  howlet  sits  at  noon. 


3  John  Busby,  E»q.  of  Tinwald-dowo*. 
6 
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And  there  led  I  the  Busby  a'; 

My  gamesome  Billy  Will, 
And  my  son  Maitland,  wise  as  brave, 

My  footsteps  followed  still 

The  Douglas  and  the  Heron's  name, 
We  set  naught  to  their  score : 

The  Douglas  and  the  Heron's  name 
Had  felt  our  weight  before. 

But  Douglasses  o'  weight  had  we, 

A  pair  o'  trusty  lairds, 
For  building  cot-houses  sae  fam'd, 

And  christening  kail-yards. 

And  by  our  banners  march'd  Muirhead, 

And  Buittle  was  na  slack; 
Whose  haly  priesthood  nane  can  stain, 

For  wha  can  dye  the  black  ? 


ADDRESSED  TO  MR  MITCHELL,  COLLECTOR  OF  EXCISE, 
DUMFRIES,  1796. 


FRIEND  of  the  Poet,  tried  and  leal, 
Wha  wanting  thee,  might  beg  or  steal; 
Alake,  alake,  the  meikle  de'il, 

Wi'  a'  his  witches, 
Are  at  it,  skelpin' !  jig  and  reel, 

In  my  poor  pouches. 

I  modestly  fu'  fain  wad  hint  it, 
That  one  pound  one,  I  sairly  want  it : 
If  wi'  the  hizzie  down  ye  sent  it, 

It  would  be  kind; 
And  while  my  heart  wi'  life-blood  dunted, 

I'd  bear't  in  mind. ] 

So  may  the  auld  year  gang  out  moaning 
To  see  the  new  come  laden,  groaning, 
Wi'  double  plenty  o'er  the  loanin' 

To  thee  and  thine; 
Domestic  peace  and  comforts  crowning 

The  hale  design. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Ye've  heard  this  while  how  I've  been  licket, 
And  by  fell  death  was  nearly  nicket : 
Grim  loun !  he  gat  me  by  the  fecket, 

And  sair  me  sheuk; 
But  by  guid  luck  I  lap  a  wicket, 

And  turn'd  a  neuk. 

1  In  such  terms  did  Burns  request  a  small  loan.  Making  his 
request  in  rhyme  seemed  to  take  the  edge  off  its  abruptness. 
Mr  Mitchell,  to  whom  the  poem  is  addressed,  was  a  kind-hearted 
man,  and  to  his  friendship  the  poet  was  under  other  obligations. 


But  by  that  health,  I've  got  a  share  o't, 
And  by  that  life,  I'm  promis'd  mair  o't, 
My  hale  and  weel  I'll  take  a  care  o't 

A  tentier  way; 
Then  farewell  folly,  hide  and  hair  o't, 

For  ance  and  aye. 


CD  a  ¥oung  Halrg, 

2 

MISS  JESSY  LEWARS,      DUMFRIES;   WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  BOOKS. 

THINE  be  the  volumes,  Jessy  fair, 
And  with  them  take  the  poet's  prayer; 
That  fate  may  in  her  fairest  page, 
With  every  kindliest,  best  presage 
Of  future  bliss,  enrol  thy  name : 
With  native  worth,  and  spotless  fame, 
And  wakeful  caution  still  aware 
Of  ill — but  chief ,  man's  felon  snare ; 
All  blameless  joys  on  earth  we  find, 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  mind — 
These  be  thy  guardian  and  reward; 
So  prays  thy  faithful  friend,  the  Bard. 


on  tltfe,3 


ADDRESSED  TO  COLONEL  DE  PEYSTER,  DUMFRIES,  1796. 

MY  honour'd  colonel,  deep  I  feel 
Your  interest  in  the  Poet's  weal; 
Ah  !  now  sma'  heart  ha'e  I  to  speel 

The  steep  Parnassus, 
Surrounded  thus  by  bolus  pill, 

And  potion  glasses. 

O  what  a  canty  warld  were  it, 

Would  pain  and  care,  and  sickness  spare  it; 

And  fortune  favour  worth  and  merit, 

As  they  deserve  : 
(And  aye  a  rowth,  roast  beef  and  claret; 

Syne  wha  wad  starve  ?) 


2  Miss  Jessy  Lewars  watched  over  the  sick  bed  of  the  poet 
with  the  affectionate  solicitude  of  a  daughter.     She  it  was  who 
ministered  to  his  wants  when  his  wife  was  no  longer  able  to 
attend  him.    Besides  writing  the  above,  and  other  lines  in  her 
praise,  Burns  made  her  the  subject  of  one  of  his  finest  songs — 
'  Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear.'     Miss  Lewars  was  the 
daughter  of  Mr  John  Lewars,  supervisor  of  excise.     At  the 
time  of  her  acquaintance  with  Mr  and  Mrs  Robert  Burns,  her 
father  being  dead,  she  resided  with  her  brother,  Mr  John 
Lewars,  an  intimate  friend  and  fellow-officer  of  the  bard.    Miss 
Lewars  afterwards  became  the  wife  of  Mr  James  Thomson, 
writer  in  Dumfries,  where  she  still  resides  (1840),  not  much 
past  the  bloom  of  life. 

3  De  Peyster,  colonel  of  the  Dumfries  volunteers,  distin- 
guished himself  in  the  American  war.     He  was  stern  of  spirit, 
and  a  strict  disciplinarian ;   but  beneath  a  somewhat  rougli 
exterior  concealed  a  warm  and  affectionate  heart. 
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Dame  Life,  tho'  fiction  out  may  trick  her, 
And  in  paste  gems  and  frippery  deck  her; 
Oh !  flickering,  feeble,  and  unsicker 

I've  found  her  still, 
Aye  wavering  like  the  willow  wicker, 

'Tween  good  and  ill. 

Then  that  curst  carmagnole,  auld  Satan, 
Watches,  like  baudrans  by  a  rattan, 
Our  sinfu'  saul  to  get  a  claut  on 

Wi'  felon  ire; 
Syne,  whip !  his  tail  yell  ne'er  cast  saut  on, 

He's  off  like  fire. 

Ah  Nick!  ah  Nick!  it  is  na  fair, 
First  showing  us  the  tempting  ware, 
Bright  wines  and  bonnie  lassies  rare, 

To  put  us  daft; 
Syne  weave,  unseen,  thy  spider  snare 

O'  hell's  damn'd  waft. 


Poor  man,  the  fly,  aft  bizzes  by, 
And  aft  as  chance  he  comes  thee  niirh, 
Thy  auld  damn'd  elbow  yeuks  wi'  joy, 

And  hellish  pleasure; 
Already  in  thy  fancy's  eye, 

Thy  sicker  treasure. 

Soon,  heels  o'er  gowdic !  in  he  gangs, 
And  like  a  sheep-head  on  a  tangs, 
Thy  girning  laugh  enjoys  his  pangs 

And  murdering  wrestle, 
As  dangling  in  the  wind,  he  hangs 

A  gibbet's  tasseL 

But  lest  you  think  I  am  uncivil, 

To  plague  you  with  this  draunting  drivel, 

Abjuring  a'  intentions  evil, 

I  quat  my  pen : 
The  Lord  preserve  us  frae  the  devil! 

Amen!  amen! 


EPIGRAMS,  EPITAPHS,  &c. 


jFor  tfie  Sutfior's 


O  YE  whose  check  the  tear  of  pity  stains, 

Draw  near  with  pious  rev'rence  and  attend  ! 
Here  lie  the  loving  husband's  dear  remains, 

The  tender  father,  and  the  gen'rous  friend; 
The  pitying  heart  that  felt  for  human  woe  ; 

The  dauntless  heart  that  fear'd  no  human  pride  ; 
The  friend  of  man,  to  vice  alone  a  foe  ; 

"  For  ev'n  his  failings  lean'd  to  virtue's  side." 


II. 


jFor  Robert  aifcen, 


KNOW  thou,  O  stranger  to  the  fame 
Of  this  much  lov'd,  much  honour'd  name  ! 
(For  none  that  knew  him  need  be  told) 
A  warmer  heart  death  ne'er  made  cold. 


1  Robert  Aiken  was  one  of  Burns'  earliest  friends.  He 
spoke  in  high  terms  of  his  poetry  wherever  he  went,  and  con- 
tributed materially  to  the  spread  of  the  poet's  fame.  By  way 
of  marking  his  sense  of  these  attentions,  Burns  inscribed  to  him 
•  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,' — and  indited  the  above  goodly 


epitaph. 


III. 

©n  a  Jftienb. 

AN  honest  man  here  lies  at  rest, 
As  e'er  God  with  his  image  blest ; 
The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  truth ; 
The  friend  of  age,  and  guide  of  youth. 

Few  hearts  like  his  with  virtue  warm'd, 
Few  heads  with  knowledge  so  inform 'd ; 
If  there's  another  world,  he  lives  in  bliss ; 
If  there  is  none,  he  made  the  best  of  this. 


IV. 
©abi'n  Hamilton,  <Zrsq.2 


THE  poor  man  weeps  —  here  Gavin  sleeps, 
Whom  canting  wretches  blam'd; 

But  with  such  as  he,  where'er  he  be, 
May  I  be  sav'd  or  damn'd  ! 


2  Gavin  Hamilton  was  another  of  the  pool's  early  friend*.    In 
this  case  also,  Burns  repaid  his  kindness  in  nong.  The  '  Dedica 


lion  to  Gavin  Hamilton,'  has  received  the  praise  of  the  critic*; 
elsewhere  his  '  takin'  art*  wi'  prcat  and  sma','  are  prominently 


mentioned ;  and  in  the  •  Epistle  to  M'Matli,'  Us  virtues  are 
expatiated  upon  at  length. 
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V. 


©n 


HIC  JACET  WEE  JOHNNY. 


WHOE'ER  thou  art,  O  reader,  know, 
That  death  has  murder'd  Johnny  ! 

An'  here  his  body  lies  fu'  low  - 
For  saul  he  ne'er  had  ony. 


VI. 


©n 


Dobc. 


INNKEEPER,  MAUCHLINB. 

HERE  lies  Johnny  Pigeon, 

What  was  his  religion, 

Whae'er  desires  to  ken, 

To  some  other  warl* 

Maun  follow  the  carl, 

For  here  Johnny  Pigeon  had  nane. 

Strong  ale  was  ablution, 
Small  beer  persecution, 
A  dram  was  memento  mori  ; 
But  a  full  flowing  bowl 
Was  the  saving  his  soul, 
And  Port  was  celestial  glory. 


VII. 
(On  a  312Eag  in  fttaurTjIntf 

LAMENT  him,  Mauchline  husbands  a', 

He  aften  did  assist  ye; 
For  had  ye  staid  whole  weeks  awa', 

Your  wives  they  ne'er  had  miss'd  ye. 
Ye  Mauchline  bairns,  as  on  ye  pass 

To  school  in  bands  thegither, 
O  tread  ye  lightly  on  his  grass, 

Perhaps  he  was  your  father. 


VIII. 


©n  a  CTelelirattfr  Ruling 


HERE  souter  Hood  in  death  does  sleep;  — 

To  h-11,  if  he's  gane  thither, 
Satan,  gi'e  him  thy  gear  to  keep, 

He'll  haud  it  weel  thegither. 


1  Wee  Johnny  was  the  printer  of  the  first  edition  of  the 
poems.  He  printed  hia  own  '  hie  jaeet,'  unsuspecting  of  its 
application. 

140 


©n  a  Kot'sg 


BELOW  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banes  : 

O  Death,  it's  my  opinion, 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  bleth'ring  b-tch 

Into  thy  dark  dominion  ! 


X. 

©n  ittifis  Jfean  Scott. 


OH  !  had  each  Scot  of  ancient  times, 
Been  JEANY  SCOTT,  as  thou  art; 
The  bravest  heart  on  English  ground, 
Had  yielded  like  a  coward. 


XI. 

Country 


©n  a 


As  father  Adam  first  was  fool'd, 
A  case  that's  still  too  common, 

Here  lies  a  man  that  woman  rul'd, 
The  devil  rul'd  the  woman. 


XII. 

©n  ttje  Same. 

O  DEATH,  hadst  thou  but  spar'd  his  life 
Whom  we,  this  day,  lament ! 

We  freely  wad  exchang'd  the  wife, 
And  a'  been  weel  content. 

Ev'n  as  he  is,  cauld  in  his  graff, 

The  swap  we  yet  will  do't: 
Tak  thou  the  carlin's  carcase  off, 

Thou'se  get  the  saul  to  boot. 


XIII. 

\ 

©it  ttie  Same. 

ONE  Queen  Artemisa,  as  old  stories  tell, 
When  deprived  of  her  husband  she  loved  so  well, 
In  respect  for  the  love  and  affectionhe'd  show'dher, 
She  reduc'd  him  to  dust,  and  she  drank  of  the 
powder. 

But  Queen  Netherplace,  of  a  different  complexion, 
When  call'd  on  to  order  the  fun'ral  direction, 
Would  have  eat  her  dead  lord,  on  a  slender  pre- 
tence, 
Not  to  show  her  respect,  but — to  save  the  expense. 


BURNS'  EPIGRAMS,  EPITAPUS,  &C. 


XIV. 


COMPOSED  AND  REPEATED  BT  BURNS,  TO  TUB  MASTER  OP  THI 

HOUSB  ON  TAKING  LEAVE  AT  A  PLACE  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS, 

WHERE  BE  HAD  BEEN  HOSPITABLY  ENTERTAINED. 

WHEN  death's  dark  stream  I  ferry  o'er, 

A  time  that  surely  shall  come ; 
In  Heaven  itself  I'll  ask  no  more, 

Than  just  a  Highland  welcome. 


XV. 


©n 


AUTHOR  OF  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OP  NATURAL  BISTORT. 

SHREW'D  Willie  Smellie  to  Crochallan  came, 
The  old  cock'd  hat,  the  gray  surtout,  the  same  ; 
His  bristling  beard  just  rising  in  its  might, 
'Twas  four  long  nights  and  days  to  shaving-night  — 
His  uncombed  grizzly  locks  wild  staring,  thatch'd 
A  head  for  thought  profound  and  clear  unmatch'd; 
Yet  tho'  his  caustic  wit  was  biting,  rude, 
His  heart  was  warm,  benevolent,  and  good. 


XVI. 


WRITTEN  ON  A  WINDOW  OP  THB  INN  AT  CARRON. 

WE  cam'  na  here  to  view  your  works, 

In  hopes  to  be  mair  wise, 
But  only,  lest  we  gang  to  hell, 

It  may  be  nae  surprise; 

But  whan  we  tirled  at  your  door, 
Your  porter  dought  na  hear  us; 

Sae  may,  should  we  to  hell's  yetts  come, 
Your  billy  Satan  sair  us! 


XVIL 


THROUGH  and  through  the  inspired  leaves, 
Ye  maggots,  make  your  windings  ; 

But,  Oh  !  respect  his  lordship's  taste, 
And  spare  his  golden  bindings. 


1  William  Smellie  was  one  of  Creech's  partners  at  the  time 
of  Burns'  residence  in  Edinburgh.  He  was  originally  bred  a 
printer,  and  his  sterling  integrity  and  habits  of  invincible  appli- 
cation, raised  him  to  a  distinguished  rank  in  his  profession,  and 
in  the  republic  of  letters.  To  give  some  idea  of  his  persever- 
ance, it  may  be  mentioned  that  he  studied  Hebrew,  in  order  to 


XVIII. 
Hin«  on  Stirling.3 

HERE  Stuarts  once  in  glory  reign  M, 
The  laws  for  Scotia's  weal  ordain'd ; 
But  now  uiiroof  d  their  palace  stands, 
Their  sceptre's  sway'd  by  foreign  hands. 
The  Stuarts*  native  race  is  gone ! 
A  race  outlandish  fills  the  throne. 


XIX. 

Cfte  Krproof. 

RASH  mortal,  and  slanderous  poet,  thy  name 
Shall  no  longer  appear  in  the  records  of  fame ; 
Dost  not  know  that  old  Mansfield,  who  writes  like 

the  Bible, 
Says  the  more  'tis  a  truth,  sir,  the  more  'tis  a  libel ! 


XX. 


Krpln. 


LIKE  Esop's  lion,  Burns  says,  "sore  I  feel 
All  others'  scorn  —  but  damn  that  ass's  heel.' 


XXI. 

<Dn  fHiss  13 urns.4 

CEASE,  ye  prudes,  your  envious  railing ; 

Lovely  Burns  has  charms — confess ! 
True  it  is,  she  has  one  failing — 

Had  a  woman  ever  less  ? 


into  the  library.  Being  kept  waiting-,  he  had  time  to  inspect 
his  lordship's  collection.  Among  the  rest  was  a  splendidly 
bound  copy  of  Shakspeare,  little  used  and  much  worm-eaten. 
Burns  rashly  wrote  on  the  blank  leaf  of  one  of  the  volume*  the 
above  epigram,  which  was  found  long  after  the  poet'*  death,  by 
some  one  accidentally  attracted,  perhaps,  to  the  tame  neglected 
volume. 

3  Burns  paid  a  hasty  visit  to  Stirling  in  hi*  first  northern 
tour,  in  1787.  The  sight  of  its  castle,  celebrated  as  in  former 
times  the  favourite  residence  of  royalty,  roused  his  half-slum- 
bering Jacobitism.  He  vented  his  feelings  in  the  above  lines. 
which  he  scratched  on  the  window  of  the  inn.  The  concluding 
couplet,  however,  containing  expressions  im  pc*  tropfort,  has 
been  expunged.  A  friend  pointed  out  to  the  poet  the  impro- 
priety of  the  verses.  He  defended  them,  asserting  that  they 
were  true.  The  other  retorU>d,  that  thi*  might  be  looked  on 
in  the  light  of  an  aggravation.  •  Stay.'  said  Burns  suddenly, 
•  I  will  reprove  myself,'  and  immediately  wrote  '  Th«  Reproof,' 
on  the  same  pane  which  contained  the  transgresdoo.  Some 
one — it  has  been  charged  on  the  minister  of  Glmdsrouir— expos- 
tulated with  the  poet  in  a  set  of  verses,  more  distinguished  by 
their  loyalty,  than  their  point  or  judgment.  In  'The,  Reply,' 


qualify  himself  to  correct  the  proof-sheets  of  a  grammar  of  that 

language,  which  was  about  to  be  printed  by  his  employers !  |  — written  in  pencil  on  a  copy  of 'the  Expostulation — we  hare 

Mr  Smellie  died  in  June,  1795.    The  •  Crochallan  fencibles '  was  ]  the  poet's  estimate  of  the  reverend  rhymsler's  labour. 


a  club  of  literary  wits  which  met  weekly  in  a  tavern  in  Edin- 
burgh. They  assumed  the  name  from  the  burthen  of  a  Gaelic 
song  which  the  landlord  used  to  sing. 

2  Burns,  it  is  said,  calling  one  day  on  a  nobleman,  was  shown 


4  Miss  Burns  was  a  well-known  frail  one  in  Edinburgh  daring 
the  poet's  residence  there.  She  was  noted  for  her  personal 
attractions.  We  shall  have  to  speak  of  her  further  when  we 
come  to  the  Correspondence. 
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XXII. 

iEitempore  fn  tfje  Court  of  Session. 

THE  LORD  ADVOCATE. 

HE  clench'd  his  pamphlets  in  his  fist, 

He  quoted  and  he  hinted, 
Till  in  a  declamation-mist, 

His  argument  he  tint  it: 
He  gaped  for't,  he  graped  for't, 

He  fand  it  was  awa,  man ; 
But  what  his  common  sense  came  short, 

He  eked  out  wi'  law,  man. 


MR  ERSKINE. 

COLLECTED,  Harry  stood  awee, 

Then  open'd  out  his  arm,  man; 
His  lordship  sat  wi'  ruefu'  e'e, 

And  ey'd  the  gathering  storm,  man : 
Like  wind-driv'n  hail  it  did  assail, 

Or  torrents  owre  a  linn,  man ; 
The  Bench  sae  wise  lift  up  their  eyes, 

Half-wauken'd  wi'  the  din,  man. 


XXIII. 


€|je  P^enpecfcelr 


CURS'D  be  the  man,  the  poorest  wretch  in  life, 
The  crouching  vassal  to  the  tyrant  wife, 
Who  has  no  will  but  by  her  high  permission; 
Who  has  not  sixpence  but  in  her  possession  ; 
Who  must  to  her  his  dear  friend's  secret  tell; 
Who  dreads  a  curtain-lecture  worse  than  hell. 
Were  such  the  wife  had  fallen  to  my  part, 
I'd  break  her  spirit,  or  I'd  break  her  heart; 
I'd  charm  her  with  the  magic  of  a  switch, 
I'd  kiss  her  maids,  and  kick  the  perverse  bitch. 


XXIV. 

S2aritten  at  Inberars. 

WHOE'ER  he  be  that  sojourns  here, 

I  pity  much  his  case, 
Unless  he  come  to  wait  upon 

The  Lord  their  God,  his  Grace. 

There's  naething  here  but  Highland  pride, 
And  Highland  scab  and  hunger; 

If  Providence  has  sent  me  here, 
'Twas  surely  in  Ms  anger. 


XXV. 

©n  tSIpfiinstone's  Cranslatton 

OP 

MARTIAL'S  EPIGRAMS. 

O  THOU  whom  Poetry  abhors, 
Whom  Prose  has  turned  out  of  doors, 
Heard'st  thou  that  groan — proceed  no  further, 
'Twas  laurell'd  Martial  roaring  murder. 


XXVI. 

Inscription  on  tfje  Cotnistone  of  jf  ergusson. 

HERB  LIES 

ROBERT  FERGUSSON,  POET,  BORN,  SEPTEMBER  5TH,  1751. 
DIED,  16TH  OCTOBER,  1774. 

No  sculptur'd  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay, 
"  No  storied  urn  nor  animated  bust," 

This  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia's  way 
To  pour  her  sorrows  o'er  her  poet's  dust. l 


XXVII. 

ON 


Schoolmaster  of  Cleisfi  parts!), 


HERE  lie  Willie  Michie's  banes, 
O  Satan  !  when  ye  tak'  him, 

Gi'e  him  the  schoolin'  o'  your  weans; 
For  clever  De'ils  he'll  mak'  them  ! 


XXVIII. 
n  ©race  fccfore  Sinner. 

O  THOU,  who  kindly  dost  provide 

For  every  creature's  want ! 
We  bless  thee,  God  of  Nature  wide, 

For  all  thy  goodness  lent : 
And,  if  it  please  thee,  Heavenly  Guide, 

May  never  worse  be  sent ; 
But  whether  granted,  or  denied, 

Lord,  bless  us  with  content! 

Amen! 
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1  The  history  of  this  inscription,  and  of  the  tombstone  on 
which  it  was  engraved,  will  be  elsewhere  related.  Burns 
made  no  secret  of  his  admiration  of  Fergusson,  or  of  the  obliga- 
tions he  was  under  to  this  his  'elder  brother  in  misfortune.' 
He  somewhere  talks  of  the  'glorious  dawnings  of  the  poor 
unfortunate  Fergusson ' — and  with  the  ardent  feelings  of  the 
poetic  temperament,  launches  forth  anathemas  against  the 
'  whunstane  hearts '  of  the  '  E'mburgh  gentry '  for  their  worse 
than  parsimonious  treatment  of  this  highly  gifted  young  mail. 
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XXIX. 

©n  fJLl.it. 

Sic  a  reptile  was  Wat, 

Sic  a  miscreant  slave, 
That  ev'n  the  \vorms  damn'd  him 

When  laid  in  his  grave. 

"In  his  flesh  there's  a  famine," 

A  starv'd  reptile  cries ; 
"And  his  heart  is  rank  poison," 

Another  replies. 

XXX. 

©n  Captain  Grose.1 

THE  Devil  got  notice  that  GROSE  was  a-dying, 
So  whip!  at  the  summons,  old  Satan  came  flying; 
But  when  he  approach'd  where  poor  FRANCIS  lay 

moaning, 
And  saw  each  bed-post  with  its  burden  a-groaning, 

Astonish 'd!  confounded!  cry'd  Satan,  "By 

"111  want  'im,  ere  I  take  such  a  damnable  load." 

XXXI. 

O)r  Ittrfe  of  ilamington.2 

As  cauld  a  wind  as  ever  blew, 
As  cauld  a  priest  as  ever  spak', 

A  cauld  kirk  an'  in't  but  few — 
The  de'il  tak'  me  an  I  gao  back ! 


XXXII. 

Cfjc  Solemn  league  anfc  Cobrnant.3 

THE  solemn  league  and  covenant 

Cost  Scotland  blood — cost  Scotland  tears ; 
But  it  seal'd  freedom's  sacred  cause — 

If  thouVt  a  slave,  indulge  thy  sneers. 


1  The  nature  of  the  intimacy  between  Burns  and  Grose  has 
been  already  narrated.     In  a  moment  of  festivity,  Grose  \»  said 
to  have  asked  Burns  to  produce  an  epigram  or  epitaph  on  him. 
Burns  eyed  the  antiquarian  for  a  moment,  and  then  hurled  the 
above  at  him  amid  roars  of  laughter. 

2  Burns  in  one  of  his  peregrinations  found  his  way  into  Lam- 
ington church,  Clydesdale;  the  day  was  cold  and  wet,  and  the 
attendance  scanty ;  as  the  congregation  dismissed  he  whispered 
these  lines  to  his  companion.    There  are  several  versions  of 
this  epigram :  the  above  seems  the  most  characteristic.     The 
gentleman  who  repented  it  to  us  took  it  down  from  the  lips  of 
Burns'  companion,  Mr  Robert  Ainslie. 

3  A  gentleman  was  one  day  sneering  in  the  company  of 
Burns  at  the  fanaticism,  as  he  called  it,  of  the  Covenanters,  and 
spoke  of  their  Solemn  League  and  Covenant  as  farcical  and 
absurd.    Burns'  address,  delivered  with  an  emphasis,  which 
showed  he  was  in  earnest,  it  is  said,  at  once  silenced  the 
scoruer. 


XXXIIL 

f ilntirn  on  a  i)ane  of  ©lass 

IN  Till  INN  AT  MOPFIT.* 

ASK  why  God  made  the  gem  so  small, 
And  why  so  huge  the  granite ! 

Because  God  meant  mankind  should  set 
The  higher  value  on  it. 

XXXIV. 
On  being  appointed  to  tfte  tinsr. 

SEARCHING  auld  wives'  barrel*, 

Och — hon !  the  day ! 
That  clarty  barm  should  stain  my  laurels : 

But — what '11  ye  say ! 
These  movin'  things  ca'd  wives  and  weans 

Wad  move  the  very  hearts  o'  stanes! 


XXXV. 
©n  ffir*  Semble. 

ON  SEEING  HER  IN  THE  CHARACTER  OP  YARICO — 
DUMFRIES  THEATRE,  1794. 

KEMBLE,  thou  cur'st  my  unbelief 

Of  Moses  and  his  rod ; 
At  Yarico's  sweet  notes  of  grief, 

The  rock  with  tears  had  flow'd. 


XXXVI. 
Co  ffiv  Zvmr, 

ON  REFUSING  TO  DIN!  WITH  RIM,  AFTER  RATING  BERN 

PROMISED  THE  FIRST  OF  COMPANY.  AND  THE  FIRST  OF  COOKERY  , 

17TH  DECEMBER,  1795. 

No  more  of  your  guest*,  be  they  titled  or  not, 
And  cook'ry  the  first  in  the  nation ; 

Who  is  proof  to  thy  personal  converse  and  wit, 
Is  proof  to  all  other  temptation. 


XXXVII. 


Co  /ttr 


WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  A  DOZEN  OF  PORTER. 

O  HAD  the  malt  thy  strength  of  iniud, 

Or  hops  the  flavour  of  thy  wit, 
Twere  drink  for  first  of  humankind 
A  gift  that  e'en  for  Syme  were  fit. 
JERUSALEM  TAVERN,  DCMFRIRS. 

4  Burns  and  a  friend  were  sitting  at  the  window  of  the  Inn 
at  Moffat  one  day  when  'the  charming  lovely  Oavie*,'—  who 
was  distinguished  for  the  delicacy  itnd  petittiM  of  her  form- 
rode  past,  accompanied  by  a  lady  of  masculine  proportions. 
•  Why  has  God  made  the  one  lady  *o  small  and  the  otter  so 
large  ?  '  asked  his  friend.  Burns  replied  in  the  word*  of  lh» 
epigram. 
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XXXVIII. 
Inscription  on  a  (Soilet, 

BELONGING  TO  MR  SYME. 

THERE'S  death  in  the  cup — sae  beware ! 

Nay,  more — there  is  danger  in  touching ; 
But  wha  can  avoid  the  fell  snare  ? 

The  man  and  Ms  wine's  sae  bewitching ! 


XXXIX. 

to  an  Inbttation. 


THE  King's  most  humble  servant,  I 
Can  scarcely  spare  a  minute; 

But  I'll  be  wi'  ye  by  and  by; 
Or  else  the  Devil's  in  it. 


XL. 

Cfje  Cmlr  of 


IN  politics  if  thou  would'st  mix, 
And  mean  thy  fortunes  be  ; 

Bear  this  in  mind,  be  deaf  and  blind, 
Let  great  folks  hear  and  see. 


XLI. 


5.5Ltrittru  in  a 


GRANT  me,  indulgent  heaven,  that  I  may  live 
To  see  the  miscreants  feel  the  pains  they  give; 
Deal  Freedom's  sacred  treasures  free  as  air, 
Till  slave  and  despot  be  but  things  which  were. 


XLII. 
ON  HEARING  THAT  THERE  WAS 

.jFalsefjoofc  in  tfje  Keb.  ZBr  la '&  berg  Hoofts. 

THAT  there  is  falsehood  in  his  looks 

I  must  and  will  deny: 
They  say  their  master  is  a  knave — 

And  sure  they  do  not  lie. 


1  The  memorial  of  the  Board  of  Excise,  that  it  was  his  duty 
to  act— not  to  think,  seems  to  have  been  rankling  in  his  breast 
when  Burns  wrote  these  lines.  Ainslie,  indeed,  says  they  were 
written  on  the  envelope  of  that  precious  production. 


XLIII. 

Cfle  Coatr  ISater.2 

WHAT  of  earls  with  whom  you  have  supp'd, 
And  of  dukes  that  you  dined  with  yestreen ! 

A  louse,  sir,  is -still  but  a  louse, 

Tho'  it  crawl  on  the  curls  of  a  queen. 


XLIV. 

©n  ISotert  Ktttrell,  ISsq.3 

To  Riddel,  much  lamented  man, 

This  ivied  cot  was  dear; 
Reader,  dost  value»matchless  worth  ? 

^his  ivied  cot  revere. 


XLV. 

Cfje  Coast.4 

INSTEAD  of  a  song,  boys,  I'll  give  you  a  toast, 
Here's  the  memory  of  those  on  the  twelfth  that 

we  lost; 
That  we  lost,  did  I  say  ?  nay,  by  heaven,  that  we 

found ! 
For  their  fame  it  shall  last  while  the  world  goes 

round. 

The  next  in  succession,  I'll  give  you  the  King, 
Whoe'er  would  betray  him,  on  high  may  he  swing ; 
And  here's  the  grand  fabric,  our  free  Constitution, 
As  built  on  the  base  of  the  great  Revolution ; 
And  longer  with  politics,  not  to  be  cramm'd, 
Be  anarchy  curs'd,  and  be  tyranny  damn'd; 
And  who  would  to  Liberty  e'er  prove  disloyal, 
May  his  son  be  a  hangman,  and  he  his  first  trial. 


XL  VI. 


©n  a  person  nicftnameir 


WHO  DESIRED  BURNS  TO  WRITE  HIS  EPITAPH. 

HERE  lies  a  mock  Marquis,  whose  titles  were 

shamm'd; 
If  ever  he  rise,  it  will  be  to  be  damn'd. 

2  A  gentleman  dining-  one  day  in  company  with  Burns,  spoke 
of  nothing  but  of  the  Dukes  and  Lords  with  whom  he  was 
intimate.    Burns  scrawled  the  above  on  a  scrap  of  paper,  and 
handed  it  round  the  table,  to  the  no  small  amusement  of  the 
company. 

3  These  lines  were  inscribed  by  Burns  on  the  window  of 
Friars  Carse  Hermitage,  shortly  after  the  death  of  Mr  Riddel. 

4  At  a  dinner  given  by  the  Dumfries  volunteers,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  commemorating  the  anniversary  of  Rodney's  victory  of 
April  12,  1782,  Burns  was  called  on  fora  song.     He  replied  by 
reciting  the  above  lines. 
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XLVII. 

nines  l 

n-UITTEN  ONA  WINDOW,  AT  THE  KING'*  ARM!  TAVERN,  DUMFRIES. 

YE  men  of  wit  and  wealth,  why  all  this  sneering 
'Gainst  poor  Excisemen  !  give  the  cause  a  hearing ; 
What  are  your  landlords'  rent  rolls,  taxing  ledgers : 
What  premiers  ?  what  even  monarchs !  mighty 

gangers. 

Nay  what  are  priests  !  those  seeming  godly  wise- 
men  ; 
What  are  they,  pray,  but  spiritual  Excisemen  ? 


XLVIII. 
Etnrs 

WRITTEN  ON  A  WINDOW  OF  TUB  GLOBB  TAVERN,  DUMFRIES. 

THE  greybeard,  old   wisdom,  may  boast  of  his 

treasures, 

Give  me  with  gay  folly  to  live  ; 
I  grant  him  his  cold-blooded,  time-settled  plea- 
sures, 
But  folly  has  raptures  to  give. 


XLIX. 

Keplp 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN  WHO  ASKED   IF   HE  WOULD   NOT  LIKE  TO  BE  A 
SOLDIER. 

I  MURDER  hate  by  field  or  flood, 
Tho'  glory's  name  may  screen  us ; 

In  wars  at  home  I'll  spend  my  blood, 
Life-giving  wars  of  Venus. 


«Drarr. 


SPOKEN  AT  THE  TABLB  OP  THE  KARL  OP  8RLKIRK. 

SOME  ha'e  meat  that  canna  eat, 
And  some  would  eat  that  want  it  ; 

But  we  ha'e  meat,  and  we  can  eat, 
Sae  let  the  Lord  be  thankit. 


1  Barns  one  day  overheard  a  country  gentleman  talking 
slightingly  of  excisemen.  His  feelings  sought  rent  in  rhyme. 
He  took  out  his  diamond,  and  scrawled  Die  above  on  the  win- 
dowr. 


LI. 

On  fjis  Daugfitn. ( 

HERE  lies  a  rose,  a  budding  rose, 

Blasted  before  its  bloom ; 
Whose  innocence  did  sweets  disclose 

Beyond  that  flower's  perfume. 

To  those  who  for  her  loss  are  griev'd, 
This  consolation's  given — 

She's  from  a  world  of  wo  relieved, 
And  blooms  a  rose  in  heaven. 


L1I. 

©n  Gabriel  Kirfiar&son. 

BREWER,  DI-MPRIES. 

HERE  Brewer  Gabriel's  fire's  extinct, 

And  empty  all  his  barrels  ; 
He's  blest — if  as  he  brew'd  he  drink — 

In  upright  honest  morals. 


LUX 

Co  a  Jttrtnral  Gentleman, 

INVITING  HIM  TO  ATTEND  A  MASONIC  ANNIVERSARY  MtETI.HCl. 

FRIDAY  first's  the  day  appointed, 
By  our  Right  Worshipful  anointed, 

To  hold  our  grand  procession  ; 
To  get  a  blade  o'  Johnny's  morals, 
And  taste  a  swatch  o'  Hanson's  barrels, 

I'  the  way  of  our  profession. 
Our  Master  and  the  Brotherhood 

Wad  a'  be  glad  to  see  you : 
For  me,  I  would  be  mair  than  proud, 
To  share  the  mercies  wi*  you. 
If  death,  then,  wi'  scaith,  then, 
Some  mortal  heart  is  hechtin, 
Inform  him,  and  storm  him, 
That  Saturday  yell  fecht  him. 

ROBERT  BURNS. 


LIV. 


<Pn  tf)f  Dratf)  of  a 


,  namrfc  <Prf)o.  ' 


IN  woods  and  wilds,  ye  warbling  throng, 

Your  heavy  loss  deplore  ; 
Now  half  -extinct  your  powers  of  song, 

Sweet  Echo  is  no  more. 


3  This  appears  In  most  of  the  late  editions  of  Burns's  work*, 
but  it  Is  in  reality  an  Epitaph  written  by  Shenstnne  on  lfi» 
Ann  Powell.    How  it  got  into  Burn*,  we  cannot  smy. 

4  These  lines  were  composed  during  a  visit  to  Kenmore,  ai 
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Ye  jarring  screeching  things  around, 
Scream  your  discordant  joys ; 

Now  half  your  din  of  tuneless  song, 
With  Echo  silent  lies. 


LV. 


ON 


tlje  fceauttful  Seat  ot  ILorlr  GJallotoag. 


WHAT  dost  thou  in  that  mansion  fair? 

Flit,  Galloway,  and  find 
Some  narrow,  dirty,  dungeon  cave, 

The  picture  of  thy  mind  ! 


LVI. 
©n  tf)e  Same. 

No  Stewart  art  thou,  Galloway, 
The  Stewarts  all  were  brave; 

Besides,  the  Stewarts  were  but  fools, 
Not  one  of  them  a  knave. 


LVII. 
©n  tfje  Same. 

BRIGHT  ran  thy  line,  O  Galloway, 
Through  many  a  far-famed  sire  ! 

So  ran  the  far-fam'd  Roman  way, 
So  ended  in  a  mire. 


LVIII. 

©n  tf)e  Same. 

ON  THE  AUTHOR  BEING  THREATENED  WITH  HIS  RESENTMENT. 

SPARE  me  thy  vengeance,  Galloway, 

In  quiet  let  me  live : 
I  ask  no  kindness  at  thy  hand, 

For  thou  hast  none  to  give. 


Galloway,  the  ancient  and  romantic  seat  of  the  family  of  Gor- 
don.   So  delighted  was  Burns  with  the  scenery  around  Ken- 
more,  that  he  seems,  at  one  time,  to  have  meditated  a  poetical 
description  of  it.    The  muse  was,  however,  put  to  less  grate- 
ful tasks.    The  favourite  lap-dog  of  his  host's  lady  having  died, 
she  was  desirous  of  having  its  merits  suitably  recorded  in  rhyme,  i 
Several  attempts  had  been  made.     She  insisted  on  Burns  try-  j 
ing  his  hand.    "  This  was  setting  Hercules  to  his  distaff.     He 
disliked  the  subject,  but  to  please  the  lady  he  would  try."  , 
Such  is  the  account  of  Mr  Syrae,  the  poet's  companion  during 
this  memorable  journey, — for  in  it  he    composed    "  Bruco's 
Address."    The  result  of  this  constrained  service  the  reader 
lias  before  him.    The  production  is  marvellous  when  we  con- 
sider the  inspiration. 


LIX. 


©n 


When deceased  to  the  devil  went  down, 

'Twas  nothing  would  serve  Mm  but  Satan's  own 

crown; 
"Thy  fool's  head,"  quoth  Satan,  "  that  crown  shall 

wear  never ; 
I  grant  thou'rt  as  wicked,  but  not  quite  so  clever.'' 


LX. 

©n  a  OTountre  Hat'rlr. 

[SIR  DAVID  MAXWELL  OF  CARDONESS-l 

BLESS  the  Redeemer,  Cardoness, 

With  grateful  lifted  eyes, 
Who  said  that  not  the  soul  alone, 

But  body  too,  must  rise ; 
For  had  he  said,  "  the  soul  alone 

From  death  I  will  deliver;" 
Alas !  alas  !  O  Cardoness, 

Then  thou  hadst  slept  for  ever. 


LXI. 


©n  $oljn 


SHrftet,  ZBumfries 


HERE  lies  John  Bushby,  honest  man  ! 
Cheat  him,  Devil,  if  ye  can. 


LXII. 

&f)e  Crue  ILogal  Natibes.2 

YE  true  "  Loyal  Natives,"  attend  to  my  song, 
In  uproar  and  riot  rejoice  the  night  long; 
From  envy  and  hatred  your  corps  is  exempt ; 
But  where  is  your  shield  from  the  darts  of  con- 
tempt ? 

1  Mr  Syme  has  left  a  description  of  the  poet's  humour  when 
lie  composed  these  lines.    Burns  wishing  to  put  his  best  foot 
foremost  in  their  tour  through  Galloway,  already  mentioned, 
had  equipped  himself  in  a  pair  of  'jemmy  boots.'    When  riding 
through  the  wilds  of  Kenmore  he  and  his  companion  were 
overtaken  by  a  storm,  and  got  utterly  wet.     His  boots  were 
unfortunately  dried  in  such  a  manner,  that,  in  his  struggles  to 
get  into  them  next  day,  he  tore  them  in  shreds.     '  A  sick  sto- 
mach and  a  headache,'  consequent  on  their  evening's  debauch, 
'  lent  their  aid,  and  the  man  of  verse  was  quite  accable.  I  attemp- 
ted to  reason  with  him.     Mercy  on  us  !  how  he  did  fume  with 
rage  !    Nothing  could  reinstall  him  in  temper.    I  tried  various 
expedients,  and  at  last  hit  on  one  that  succeeded.     I  showed 
him  the  house  of    *    *    *    across  the  bay  of  Wigton.  Against 
*    *    *    with  whom  he  was  offended,  he   expectorated  his 
spleen,  and  regained  a  most  agreeable  temper.    He  was  in  a 
most  epigrammatic  humour  indeed!     He  afterwards  fell  0:1 
humbler  game.    There  is  one    *    *    *    whom  he  does  not, 
love.     He  had  a  passing  blow  at  him.'     It  is  to  this  last  shade 
that  these  verses  allude. 

2  '  At  one  period  of  our  poet's  life,  when  political  animosity 
was  made  the  ground  of  private  quarrel,  some  foolish  verses 
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LXIII. 
©n  ®r«|rt  <Srira. 


HEBE  lies  with  death  auld  Grizel  Grhn, 

Lincluden's  ugly  witch  ; 
O  death,  how  horrid  is  thy  taste 

To  lie  with  such  a  b  -  ! 


LXIV. 
©n  a 


EARTH'D  up  here  lies  an  imp  of  hell, 
Planted  by  Satan's  dibble  — 

Poor  silly  wretch,  lie's  damn'd  liimsel' 
To  save  the  Lord  the  trouble. 


LXV. 

©n  Cam  tfje  Chapman.' 

As  Tarn  the  Chapman  on  a  day 

Wi'  death  forgather'd  by  the  way, 

Weel  pleas'd,  he  greets  a  wight  sae  famous, 

And  death  was  nae  less  pleas'd  wi'  Thomas, 

Wha  cheerfully  lays  down  the  pack, 

And  there  blaws  up  a  hearty  crack : 

His  social,  friendly,  honest  heart 

Sae  tickled  Death,  they  could  na  part: 

Sae  after  viewing  knives  and  garters, 

Death  takes  him  harne  to  gi'e  him  quarters. 


LXVL 


FARE  WEEL,  dear  friend  !  may  guid  luck  hit  you, 
And,  'mang  her  favourites  admit  you  ! 
If  e'er  Detraction  shone  to  smit  you, 

May  nane  believe  him  ! 
And  ony  de'il  that  thinks  to  get  you, 

Good  Lord  deceive  him. 


LXVI1. 
©n  Cunts'  fyorte  bring  ImponnUrt.- 

WAS  e'er  poor  poet  sae  befitted, 
The  maister  drunk, — the  horse  committed: 
Puir  harmless  beast !  tak'  thee  nae  care, 
Thou'lt  be  a  horse  when  he's  nae  mair  (mayor). 


LXVI1I. 
©n  an&rrto  Curnrr. 

IN  se'enteen  hunder  an'  forty-nine 
Satan  took  stuff  to  niak'  a  swine, 

And  cuist  it  in  a  corner ; 
But  wilily  he  changed  his  plan, 
And  shap'd  it  something  like  a  man, 

And  ca'd  it  Andrew  Turner. 


LXIX. 

©n  jttr  3123.  CTrutfesfianfes.3 

HONEST  Will's  to  heaven  gane, 
And  mony  shall  lament  him, 

His  faults  they  a'  in  Latin  lay, 
In  English  naue  e'er  kcnt  thuu. 

LXX. 

Vtrtn 

ADDBHMCD  TO  TUB  LANDLADY  OF  TRI  INN  IT  IOMLTN. 

MY  blessings  on  you,  sonsy  wife ; 

I  ne'er  was  here  before; 
You've  gi'en  us  walth  for  horn  and  knife, 

Nae  heart  could  wush  for  more. 

Heav'n  keep  you  free  frae  care  and  strife, 

Till  far  ayont  fourscore; 
And  while  I  toddle  on  through  life, 

111  ne'er  gang  by  your  door. 


were  circulated  containing  an  attack  on  Burns  and  his  friends 
for  their  political  opinions.  They  were  written  by  simie  mem- 
ber of  a  club  styling  themselves  the  "Loyal  Natives"  of 
Dumfries,  or  rather  by  the  united  genius  of  that  club,  which 
was  more  distinguished  for  drunken  loyalty,  than  either  for 
respectability  or  poetical  talent.  The  verses  were  handed  over 
the  table  to  Burns  at  a  convivial  meeting :  he  instantly  Indorsed 
the  above  reply.*— CHOMEK. 

1  These  verse*,  singularly  enough,  were  first  given  to  the  world 
by  the  late  William  Cobbe  t.     Mr  Cubbett  became  acquainted 
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with  the  subject  of  them  in  his  old  days,  who  was  •  Mr  Ken* 
I  nedy,  an  early  friend  of  the  1'i.et  Y  and  at  the  time  of  the  epi- 
taph, a  traveller  for  a  mercantile  bouse. 

2  Burns  on  one  occasion  visited  Carlisle,  when  bis  bone, 
which  was  turned  out  to  gnat  for  a  few  hours,  racrmrl 

a  field  belonging  to  the  corporation,  for  which  it  wmt  impounded, 
but  immediately  released  on  knowing  to  whom  it  belonged. 
To  understand  the  allusion  fully,  the  mayoralty  of  the  wurttiy 
who  impounded  it  was  to  expire  that  very  day. 

3  This  was  the  father  of  Mi-s   Cruik-hnnkd,  to  whom  Burns 
addressed  the  'Verses  to  •  very  young  I*ady.'     (See  p.  66  ) 
To  understand  the  epitaph.it  should  be  «UteJ,  that  Mr  Cruik- 
thanks  was  a  teacher  of  I.atiu. 
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LXXI. 

on  3US . 

STOP,  thief!  dame  Nature  cried  to  Death, 
As  Willie  drew  his  latest  breath ; 
You  have  my  choicest  model  ta'en, 
How  shall  I  make  a  fool  again ! 


LXXII. 

©n  Mr  Burton.1 

HERE  cursing,  swearing,  Burton  lies, 

A  buck,  a  beau,  or  Dem  my  eyes! 

Who,  in  his  life,  did  little  good, 

And  whose  last  words  were  Dem  my  blood  ! 


LXXVI. 


MY  bottle  is  my  holy  pool, 

That  heals  the  wounds  o'care  an'  dool; 

And  pleasure  is  a  wanton  trout, 

An'  ye  drink  it  dry,  ye'll  find  him  out. 


LXXVII. 


LXXIII. 

poetical  Hepls  to  011  Enbitatton. 

MOSSGIEL,  1786. 

SIR, 

Yours  this  moment  I  unseal, 

And  faith,  I  am  gae  and  hearty! 
To  tell  the  truth,  an'  shame  the  de'il, 

I  am  as  fou  as  Bartie : 

But  Foorsday,  Sir,  my  promise  leal, 

Expect  me  o'  your  party, 
If  on  a  beastie  I  can  speel, 

Or  hurl  in  a  cartie. — R.  B. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

ON  THE  DEFEAT  OP  THE  AUSTRIANS  BY  DUMOURIER,AT  GEMAPPE, 
NOVEMBER,  1792. 

THE  black-headed  eagle 

As  keen  as  a  beagle, 
He  hunted  o'er  height  and  o'er  howe  ; 

But  fell  in  a  trap 

On  the  braes  o'  Gemappe, 
E'en  let  him  come  out  as  he  do  we. 


LXXIV. 

8  fHotljer's  &Wrress  to  Jjer  Infant. 

MY  blessin's  upon  thy  sweet  wee  lippie ; 

My  blessin's  upon  thy  bonnie  e'e  brie ! 
Thy  smiles  are  sae  like  my  blithe  sodger  laddie, 

Thou's  aye  the  dearer  and  dearer  to  me! 

LXXV. 

Htnes  toritten  on  a  $ane  of  ©lass 

ON  THE  OCCASION   OP  A  NATIONAL  THANKSGIVING    FOR   A   NAVAL 
VICTORY. 

YE  hypocrites!  are  these  your  pranks? 
To  murder  men,  and  gi'e  God  thanks ! 
For  shame !  gi'e  o'er,  proceed  no  further — 
God  wont  accept  your  thanks  for  murder ! 


LXXVIII. 

©race  after  13  inner, 

O  THOU  in  whom  we  live  and  move, 
Who  mad'st  the  sea  and  shore ; 

Thy  goodness  constantly  we  prove, 
And,  grateful,  would  adore. 

And  if  it  please  Thee,  Pow'r  above, 
Still  grant  us,  with  such  store, 

The  friend  we  trust,  the  fair  we  love, 
And  we  desire  no  more. 


LXXIX. 

Snotfjer. 

LORD,  we  thank  an'  thee  adore, 
For  temp'ral  gifts  we  little  merit; 

At  present  we  will  ask  no  more, 
Let  William  Hyslop  give  the  spirit! 


1  Burton  was  a  dashing  young  Englishman,  much  addicted 
to  swearing,  who  requested  Burns  to  write  liira  his  epitaph. 
Burns  did  so,  little  to  his  satisfaction. 


LXXX. 

tLtnes  to  Jfofin  ISanfttne, 

WRITTEN    BY   BURNS    ON    HIS    DEATHBED,    AND    FORWARDED  TO 
RANKINE  AFTER  THE  POET'S  DEATH. 

HE  who  of  Rankine  sang,  lies  stiff  and  dead, 
And  a  green  grassy  hillock  hides  his  head ; 
Alas!  alas!  an  awful  change  indeed. 
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LXXXI. 

Hetoars.1 


TALK  not  to  me  of  savages 
From  Afric's  burning  sun, 

No  savage  e'er  could  rend  my  heart 
As,  Jessy,  thou  hast  done. 

But  Jessy's  lovely  hand  in  mine, 

A  mutual  faith  to  plight, 
Not  even  to  view  the  heavenly  choir 

Would  be  so  blest  a  sight. 


LXXXII. 

Oe  Coast. 

FILL  me  with  rosy  wine, 
Call  a  toast — a  toast  divine ; 


1  We  have  already,  at  page  138,  spoken  of  Jessie  Lewars.  This 
and  the  three  pieces  which  follow  were  all  written  by  the  Poet 
during  his  last  illness.  The  first  was  written  with  red  chalk, 
on  the  back  of  a  bill  of  a  menagerie  of  wild  beasts,  and  is  still  in 
the  possession  of  Mrs  Thomson.  •  The  Toast "  was  scratched 
on  a  crystal  goblet,  containing  wine  and  water,  which  Jessie 
was  administering  to  him  in  bed.  On  the  young  lady  falling 
herself  sick,  the  Poet  wrote  on  another  goblet  the  succeeding 
piece  as  an  epitaph,  and  on  her  recovery,  he  said,  •  There  is  a 
poetic  reason  for  it,'  and  immediately  added  the  last  stanza. 


Give  the  Poet's  darling  flame, 
Lovely  Jessy  be  the  name; 
Then  thou  mayest  freely  boast, 
Thou  hast  given  a  peerless  toast. 


LXXXIII. 

©n  Jfeess  UrtoarB'  Strfcnrss, 

SAY,  sages,  what's  the  charm  on  earth 
Can  turn  death's  dart  aside, 

It  is  not  purity  and  worth, 
Else  Jessy  had  not  died. 
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LXXXIV. 

<@n  tfjr  Ixcrobrrji  of  .flrssn  Hftoars. 

BUT  rarely  seen  since  nature's  birth, 

The  natives  of  the  sky; 
Yet  still  one  seraph's  left  on  earth, 

For  Jessy  did  not  die. 

They  were  all  eirn posed,  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  within  • 
very  short  period  of  his  death,  and  they  show  strikingly,  tliat 
the  gallant  spirit  of  ROBERT  BURNS  never  deserted  him. 
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